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"ROBERT I.EAI'ED FROM THE BED, CLENCHING HIS HANDS. 'YOU MUST BE

JOKING ! VOL" DON'T MEAN TO SAY YOU'LL GO TO THAT MAN'S HOUSE?'"

(See page 10.)
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/Ã�.LUSTKATEO BY

W. E.WEBSTER.

The great French actress here tells a story of the Stage which she

knows so -well. It is a new departure -which -will excite great

interest, ana readers will look forward with eagerness to the other

stories from her pen which we shall publish in early numbers.

STANDING on tip-toe, her delicate

eyebrows drawn into straight lines

and her lips pressed together. Ariette

d'Ormange pulled tighter the knot of

her husband's cravat and settled it into place.

" There ! " she said, with satisfaction, and

\vhile he stood in the helpless attitude of the

husband at such moments she added a final

word of advice. " I beg you, do not be too

modest, Robert. If you have a fault, it is that

you are too modest. Did not your professor

at the LycÃ©e Concordet say so ? Above all,

do not forget what I have said to youâ��read

your play to Monsieur Courleville, and on no

account leave the manuscript. I have seen

that man, and I do not trust him."

She backed away, regarding her husband's

ti ilet critically, while he stood awaiting her

judgment. He was a young man, but, in

spite of his twenty-three years, strangers did

Hot say of Robert d'Ormange, " What a

handsome boy!" but "What a charming

man ! " His wife, having finished her scru-

tiny, blew him a kiss from the tips of her

fingers and cried, " Perfect ! You are per-

fect ! "

Then, taking a tliick manuscript from the

table, she rolled it carefully, fastened the

ends with rubber bands, and tenderly gave

Vol. Ð«.-1.

it to him. " If Monsieur Courlcville is

sincere, he will have your play produced at

once, for it is superb."

Taking the pretty face between his hantb,

he kissed her fondly, but with an indulgent

laugh. " Isn't that just like a woman !

Superb ! Poor little darling, your tender-

ness for me blinds you."

Ariette shook her fluffy head stubbornly.

" To say that I love you is not to say that I

am blind. It is a superb play. You have a

novel situation in it, and I am sure that you

have written it beautifully."

" But, my dearâ��superb ? "

" Superb ! " Ariette repeated, energetic-

ally. " You have written it, but I, I have

read and re-read it. And my opinion is

important, sir ! Am I not secretary to.Robert

d'Ormange, Assistant Professor of Litera-

ture at the LycÃ©e Concordet, husband of the

ravishing Ariette d'Ormange, and soon to be

acclaimed as the great playwright ? Superb,

I say I '! ' -.-â�¢'.

. With his arms around her, she" tipped her

head backward to utter the last three words,

in a tone of passionate conviction, before his

lips touched hers The kiss thanked her for

the confidence he felt born in him.

" You must go, dear, or you will be late,"
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she said, conducting him to the stairway out-

side their door. Leaning on the banister,

she watched him descend, and when he had

gone so far that dignity would not permit

liim to reply, she cried down the stairs,

" Superb ! Superb ! "

An intangible sense of happiness pervaded

the three tiny rooms to which she returnedâ��

rooms which for eight months now they had

made their home.

Ariette was the daughter of a foreman in

a button factory. Fortune had given the

factory foreman and his wife two children.

Georgina, the hard-fibred, impulsive rebel,

and Ariette, the wistful, sensitive dreamer.

The parents had worshipped Ariette without

understanding her ; without understanding

Georgina, they had tried to conquer her. It

was one of the silent, unnoticed tragedies in

the hearts of commonplace families. At

sixteen Georgina was living her own head-

strong life with a travelling stock company

in the south of France. Ariette, in her

fifteenth year, was working in a florist's

shop in the Rue Bremontier.

MME. Ð¡ AMPÃ�N, the florist, was a woman

whose soul, within its covering of round

and ample flesh, remained as young as

the infantile lines of her plump hands. She

loved and knew flowers ; she knew and loved

Ariette. Love for the girl and love for her

young cousin, Robert d'Ormange, came

together in her heart and made the romance

upon which her life centred after the death

of her own adored daughter, a pitiful and

surly hunchback who died in adolescence. It

was the floristwho sent Robert tfOrmange into

the courtyard where Ariette worked among

the Easter lilies ; it was she who watched the

light in the young student's eyes and the flush

in Ariette's cheeks, and it was she to whom

Robert came with his first confidences, beg-

ging her to ask Ariette's parents to give him

their daughter in marriage. He was a poor

student, and Ariette had no dot. The parents

hesitated, and Ariette's tears glistened among

the drops of water with which she sprinkled

the violets each morning. But Mme.

Campon came to the rescue, giving her little

protfgtc the twelve thousand francs that she

had saved franc by franc for her own dead

daughter. It was money enough to furnish

a modest apartment ; Robert earned three

hundred and fifty francs a month. The

parents consented to give him the hand of

Ariette, then seventeen years old, and the

cloudy skies of a Paris July were filled with

rainbows for Robert and his little fianci-c,

who, under the approving eyes of Mme.

Campon, kissed each other behind the counter

among the roses.

A serious little girl, the fiancÃ©e, though she

was only seventeen and looked like a spray

of lilies-of-the-valley in the sunshine, as

Mme. Campon said. Knowing the burden

her young husband was lifting to his shoul-

ders, she set herself secretly to learn type-

writing, planning when they were married to

surprise Robert by being able to contribute

something to their small income. But

Robert's surprise had not been as happy as

she had anticipated. Ð�Ð£Ð¬ÐµÐ¿ he recovered

from the shock of it he sternly refused her

his permission to work for others. Still, her

typewriting had brought her the joy of feel-

ing that she was helping him with the great

play, which he had allowed her to copy for

him.

" Superb ! " she repeated to herself, think-

ing of it. " If only he will read it to Monsieur

Courleville as he has read it to me ! " Robert

had been gone only ten minutes, but she was

already leaning from the window, watching

the entrance to the courtyard below.

" Above all things, he must not leave the

manuscript. I don't like Monsieur Courle-

ville's smile," she thought, uneasily.

At that moment Robert was climbing the

two flights of broad stairs that led to

the famous man's apartment. He held the

manuscript carefully in bis gloved liand and

tapped the steps with his cane, trying with

an aspect of jaunty self-confidence to hide

his trepidation. But the attempt failed in

the presence of the valet who received him

and ushered him into a luxurious salon.

" Monsieur Courleville will be with you in

a few moments," the man said, closing the

door softly. Robert, waiting uneasily, saw

that the great dramatist was a lover of paint-

ings and engravings. They were every-

where, on the silk-covered walls, on the

gilded satin-upholstered chairs, even on the

floor leaning against inlaid tables. He

examined them with interest, for he loved

all the arts and, young as he was, knew not a

little about them.

" That is not a Tiepolo ! " he said to him-

self. " That cannot be a Tiepolo ! " He had

read the signature on one of the canvases,

but he could not believe it, for the picture

was a smudge, from which appeared a poorly-

drawn head. Leaning closer to read once

more the incredible signature, he heard a

movement behind him, and turned round

quickly.

M. Courleville was a large, handsome

man whose eyes were ostentatiously frank.

He spoke with large, open gestures that

said, " See how honest I am, concealing

nothing ! ' With such a gesture he ap-

proached Robert, who nervously clutched

his manuscript and cleared his throat. But

M. Courleville spoke first. " \Yhat do you

think of my Tiepclo ? "

" I do not think it is a Tiepolo," the young

man replied, too quickly. M. Coiirlevilk-
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' You must go, dear, or you will be late,'

she said, and leaning on the banister she

watched him descend."

flushed slightly, and Robert saw that the

frankness of his eyes was denied by the thin,

pinched mouth that turned down at the

corners.

" Ah ! You are a connoisseur, I see ! "

the dramatist said, laughing heartily. " Well,

you have come to show me a manuscript,

(iive it to me ; I will read it. You can rely

on me, you know ; I am absolutely frank.

Ves, yes, as frank as you are," he added,

indicating the picture. " You will hear

from me soon, my friend. Good afternoon."

He took the roll and, with a courteous bow,

left the room as quickly as he had entered it.

Robert had not been able to speak a word

after his unhappy verdict on the false

Tiepolo. The valet reappeared, opening the

door, and the young man found himself again

in the street.

Ariette, having told herself twenty times

that Robert could not possibly return within

an hour, was nevertheless still gazing down-

ward at the arched entrance of the court-

yard. Her eyes widened with surprise and

alarm when he appeared. Even the top of

his hat and the foreshortened glimpse of his

nervously-agitated cane seemed to her to

express sometliing of indecision and dismay.

He passed beneath the trees, hesitated at

the doorway, and then, without glancing

upward, gripped his cane more firmly and

entered. She heard him whistling bravely

as he climbed the stairs.

'' Robert ! What has happened ? " she

cried, meeting him on the landing.

'' Nothing. Nothing at all, my dear," he re-

plied. " Monsieur Courleville was most kind."

" What did he say about the play ? "

" Well, he didn't exactly say anything,"

Robert explained. He tcok off his gloves

while she stood anxiously holding his hat and

cane. " Of course, he is a very busy man.

He promised to give me his opinion as soon

as possible."

" Oh, Robert 1 And you left the play with

him ? You didn t ever read it to him," she

told him, dismayed.

" Never mind, ma chtrie. Don't bother

your little head about it," he answered,

drawing her to him and kissing the curl that

lay against her cheek. " You don't under-

stand these things, darling. You know I did

the best I could."

" Of course, Robert dear. But I wish you

had not left it with him. You know I don't

trust him at all."
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" But you don't know anything about him !

You have seen him only once, passing in a

carriage. Be reasonable, sweetheart. It's

absurd to look at a man and say you can't

trust himâ��a man whom all the world re-

spects, too."

She sat on his knee, running a finger round

and round a button on his coat. " Tell me

just what happened, Robert dear," she

coaxed, with the charm of an infant who

begs for a fairy story ; and her large, atten-

tive eyes drew the truth from him. â�¢

" You see, 1 did the best I could, little one.

I was wrong perhaps to tell him that his

picture was an imitation Tiepolo, but he

took it in good part. I am sure he was not

offended. And there was no choice about

leaving the play with him. I was in his

house, a-sking him for a favour ; he took the

manuscript in the most cordial way, and did

not stop talking until he left the room. I

couldn't interrupt him, could I ?"

" Of course not, dearest. Only I wish-â��

but that doesn't matter, and I am only a

stupid little thing. Come, luncheon is wait-

ing."

When the meal was over and Robert

had gone to the LycÃ©e, Ariette cleared the

table and sat down to needlework. She

smiled to herself while her fingers moved

daintily above the weblike threads, and

when the sharp trill of the doorbell struck

through the silence she started as though

awakened from a dream. Quickly she crossed

the room and opened the tiny Judas-window,

for Robert had made her promise solemnly

never to unlock the door without first seeing

her visitor.

" Oh, it's you ! " she cried, flinging the

door wide and throwing herself into the arms

of her sister Georgina.

" Yes, it's what's left of me," said Georgina,

heartily returning the hug. " And you, little

one ? You are well ? " Without waiting

for a reply, she plumped herself into a

chair, breathing with a violence that shook

the plumes in her hat like trees in a wind.

" Wait till I get my breath. Four steep

flights of stairs, and no lift ! You know, I

have lost the habit of such climbing."

A KLETTE laughed, fanning her sister

/-\ with an end of Georgina's scarf. " It's

true the stairs are steep. But I'm

only a little middle-class wife, and not a

beautiful actress spoiled by lifts ! '

" Yoxi are a love of a little sister," Georgina

answered, fondly. " And climbing stairs

does help one to keep one's figure. But I

did not pant up to these heights to talk about

myself. Listen, my pet. I chose this hour

purposely because your husband is at the

LycÃ©e. Though I must say he isn't as

crankv as our dear father, who has forbidden

mamma to see me. Not that that prevents

our meeting even- week. Just because I

want to live independently and refuse to

marry they will do nothing but quarrel with

me. But all the same, I am what is called

an honest girlâ��you know that, Arlette,an<]

mamma kno\vs it too. But people do not Avant

to believe it. Men think so much of them-

selves that they imagine a woman cannot

live without their love and protection. Ob,

well, as for me, I love no one and have need

of no one, and I am happy enough. But it

is not to repeat all this that I have come t..

you, in spite of your stairs. It is just that

one word leads to another, until a sentent e

becomes a speech. It is idiotic. Forget it.

Now listen, my sweetest. Did your husband

take a play to Courleville lately ? "

" Yes, this morning. ' Love Wins.' But

how '

" That's it ! A good name, too, that

would advertise well. Is it a good play ? "

" A good play ! Oh, Georgina, it's a won-

derful play ! '

" I thought so ! I said to myself that it

was, when I saw how careful he was to hidÂ«:

the manuscript from me ! " Georgina ex-

claimed, the plumes in her hat nodding

vigorously in support of her words.

" But how did you know about it ? "

" To-day I lunched with that shameless

pirate. He wanted to see me about my part,

and 1 lunched in his apartment because I am

unconventional and I know how to treat a

man like that. He talked about a new play.

and I was curious to know the name of the

latest victim he was preparing to strangle,

for I know him ! He lives by stealing the

ideas of young unknown writers, like a thief

of the streets. While we were eating a.

visitor arrived, and Courleville left the table

at once to see him, for it was a member of

the Academy, and Courleville hopes to be

elected. He is eaten up with vanity, like

an apple with maggots. Well, while he was

gone I lost no time. I read the name on the

manuscript he had left beside his plate. You

can imagine what a turn it gave me to see

the name of my sister's husband 1 At that

instant Courleville hurried back, and while 1

pretended to have seen nothing he took the

manuscript, looking at me as sharply as

though he thought that I, too, was a thief.

Oh, it is simple enough for him ! He poses

as a patron of the arts, he draws young men

to him for advice and help, they give him

their plays. He changes the names of the

characters, or d<x?s some little thing to the

plot, and voilÃ  ! a new play by the great

Courleville, and he grows fatter with money

and praise. All the world knows it."

Ariette's eyes were wide with amazement.

" But, Georgina ! How can he ? Wby do

they let him do it, if everybody knows ? "
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" Oh, as for that, even-body's business is

nobody's business. Knowing a thing is not

proving it, and one has troubles enough

without bothering with the troubles of others.

As for the public, if it is amused it asks no

questions. -The managers of theatres aren't

eager to offend a man who brings them

successful plays ; the Society of Authors

does not want a scandal. Who is left to

attack the brigand Courleville ? Only the

victims whose bones he has already picked.

Believe me, my poor Ariette, he is about to

make a meal of your husband."

" Oh, I knew he wasn't a man to be trusted!

The moment I saw him I did not like his

mouth. But, Georgina, it is the play Robert

has been working on for two years ! " cried

Ariette. Two large tears trembled on her

lashes, but no others followed them, for

her eyes were dried by anger. " It is an

outrage ! "

" Yes, yes, it is an outrage. But what can

one do ? "

" We must do something ! " Ariette said,

springing to her feet. " Georgina, you know

the theatre managers. Couldn't you take

Robert's play to them, yourself ? At once,

before that man has time "

She opened the drawer of her little desk,

and suddenly stood as dumb as a statue of

horror. Georgina hurried to her. " My

dear ! What is it ?"

" Oh, Georgina, I haven't any other copy

of the play ! It is all my fault. I have

ruined my darling Robert. He trusted me,

Georgina ; he trusted me to copy his play,

and I only made one copy. I had no carbon

paper, and it costs so much. I meant to

make another. I didn't know he was g ing

to take it to M. Courleville to-day."

. " But the manuscriptâ��the original manu-

script I " babbled Georgina, patting Ariette's

shaken shoulders. " You have the manu-

script ? "

" I remember now that I left it on the

chair, and the m-maid must have taken it

away. It is her day for selling all the waste

paper. Oh, Georgina, it is gone, and Robert

is ruined ! "

" Never mind, chÃ©rie, never mind ! " Geor-

gina repeated, kissing Arlette's hair. " It

will be all right. Your husband can write

another play. I will myself see what can be

done. You will gain nothing by spoiling

your complexion with tears. Perhaps the

manuscript can be found. Be brave, little

one. Do not lose heart. Alas ! I must

hurry. I go on at three o'clock in the second

act. Mon Dieu ! It is already two ! " she

exclaimed, glancing at the clock and kissing

Arlette's wet cheeks. " Do not cry any

more, darling ; it will not please Robert.

Tears are all very well now and then, but no

man likes swollen eyelids." Hastily seizing

her handbag, she once more embraced her

sister and hurried away, leaving Ariette in

despair.

When Robert came home she tried to meet

his happy kiss with her usual ardour, but

her lips trembled with the dread of telling

him the terrible news. Her pale face troubled

him ; he asked at once if she had a headache,

and she could only answer truthfully that

she had. He made her lie down, surrounded

her with pillows, and commanded her to be

quiet. His clumsy care brought an ache to

her throat, and she lay holding back her tears

with tightly-closed lids, trying to gather

courage to sj:eak. She began faintly, " Geor-

gina was here this afternoon."

Robert's hand on her forehead stattcd

slightly, and then resumed its gentle stroking.

He did not like Ariette seeing her sister.

" Was she as foolish as usual ? " he asked,

in a voice that tried to be patient.

Sheâ��she didn't seem-â��foolish," Arlttte

murmured. "She "

" Yes, yes, sweetheart. She will beccme

more reasonable as she grows older. I don't

doubt that," Robert said, kindly. " All I

ask is that she doesn't meddle in my affair^.

Don't try to talk, my dear, till your head-

ache is better."

The two tears that slipped down Arlette's

cheeks terrified her husband. He took her

in his arms and, carrying her into the bed-

room, tenderly undressed her and put her

between the cool sheets, forbidding her to

utter another word. She heard him strug-

gling with the gas stove in the transformed

Idtchen, and some time later he returned

proudly with a bowl of hot broth, with which

he fed her spoonful by spoonful while she

swallowed obediently, too deeply touched to

toll him that the soup was too salt. Then,

exhausted, she fell asleep, holding his hand.

NEXT morning, having ascertained that

the maid had sold the manuscript with a

bundle of old newspapers to a ragman.

Ariette found him in his dingy basement

and with her own fastidious hands searcln d

through sacks of waste paper by the light <>f

a guttering candle, but she did not find t lie

manuscript. Still she refused to believe her

fears, until the day when Robert came up

the stairs with a letter from M. Courleville.

She leaned against his arm and they read it

together :â��

"MONSIEUR, â�� / have read with pleasure

' Love Wins.' There are good bits in it, very

good bits indeed, but as a whole the play seems

to me amateurish, and hardly suitable for

production. Do not be discouraged, continue,

to work, write another plav. Remember that a

young writer seldom succeeds with his first

effort. My frankness will prove to you tuy

sincerity. " Yours, COURLEVILLE.
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" Oh, no, Robert!" Arlette said, earnestly.

" But "

" Yes, I know, my darling. She is your

sister, and naturally you love her. That is

why I do not forbid you to see her. But you

can't expect me to like it," he added. Then,

seeing that he had hurt her, he took her in

his arms and kissed her, and soon she was

smiling again.

When he had gone she watched anxiously

he cried. ' That,' said Arlette, ' is the play written by Robert d'Ormange,

tried to steal.' "

for her sister, and at the first glimpse of the

bobbing plumes she ran to open the door,

while Georgina panted up the stairs.

" Well, it is as I expected," said Georgina,

falling into a chair that creaked loudly,

.istonished at the unexpected weight. " He's

done it. He's stolen the play and offered it to

the manager of the Porte St. Martin Theatre,

who has accepted it. That is, merely the

plot, you understand. They dined together

last night and discussed it. Courleville

begins work on the play itself to-day."

" Oh, no 1 Oh, Georg "

" \Yait. Let me tell you the whole thing.

It is not for nothing that I have spent a whole

week flattering that man, with all the airs of

an ingiime. La, la ! they fall quickly into

traps baited with food for their vanity, the

men! Listen

tome. He dots

not know that

yoj" are my

sister and that

I love you.

Yes, yes, don'v

be impatient.

Observe with

me the irony of

chance. This

very morning

that thief,

that shameless

brigand, asked

me â�� listen,

now ! â�� asked

me if I knew a

clever typist."

Arlette rose

from her chair.

"Yes, my

angel! " Geor-

gina continued,

chuckling.

" Isn't it per-

feet ? You may

imagine I told

him I knew

one. ' She is

somewhat

stupid,' I said,

' and do not

let me catch

you at any non-

sense with her,

for she is a

good girl and I

am responsible

to her parents.

But she is as

clever with her

fingers, my

dear Courle-

ville, as you

are clever witli

your mind.' Darling, he falls into our hands

like a ripe plum. I have made an appoint-

ment for you to see him to-morrow morning

at nine o'clock."

" Oh, how I love you ! How I love yon ! "

cried Arlette, flinging her arms around Geor-

gina's neck.

" Now, now ! " said Georgina, brusquely

â�¢A
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hiding her emotion. " You're crushing my

hat, and you know better than to make me

buy a new one in these days, when butter is

so dear! " She laughed again. " Well,

chb'/ie, I leave you to fight it out with your

Robert, but I depend on you to keep the

appointment. Some day your husband will

forgive me my love of liberty and write a

good part for me," she added, embracing her

sister in farewell.

When Robert returned Arlette faced him,

quivering with excitement. " Georgina came

to tell me that Courleville has stolen your

play and sold it as his own to the manager of

the Porte St. Martin ! " she exclaimed.

Robert sat down as though his legs had

crumpled, and then bounded up again.

" Is she sure of that ?

" Quite sure. But don't talk about it,

Robert. It makes me sick to think of it."

" It is infamous ! " cried Robert, striding

round the room, gesticulating. " It is im-

possible ! He has sold my play ? What can

I do ? Nothing. I am unknown, a nobody.

No one would believe it. And he stealsâ��he

dares to steal my play ? Two years of work,

and he will fatten on it. My play, that has

my heart's blood in it ! The scoundrel !

the "

Arlette flung herself upon the couch and

wept aloud. Her nerves had given way under

the strain : her tears were sincere. Robert

called himself a brute to have forgotten her

in his own rage. He knelt beside her,

imploring her to stop crying. Her sobs

became more violent ; his tenderness in-

creased her unhappiness, but she remained

determined to wring from him the consent

she could get in no other way. " Will youâ��

will you really do what I want ?" she

asked.

" Yes, yes, darling. Anything. I swear

it ! Tell me what it is, and I will do it, if you

will only be calm. Arlette, you will make

yourself ill."

" I wantâ��I want you to let me "

" I will let you do anything you want to

do, little one. I promise," he said, without

reflection. Her sobs ceased gradually and

she lay in his arms breathing in long, shudder-

ing sighs. Now that she had won she was

half terrified by her victory.

" Tell me, dear, what it is you want to do."

" Not now," she said. " To-morrow."

DAWN found them both awake but silent,

he ready to oppose he knew not what,

she determined not to release him from

his blind promise. At seven o'clock he rose

and opened the shutters.

" I am going out this morning," Arlette

said, firmly. " I have an appointment at

nine o'clock."

Robert turned his head quickly. " You

are going out this morning ! Where are you

going ? "

" Ah, that is my secret! You promised

me I could have what I wanted. Well, this

is what I want, dearest." She would have

snuggled her head into the hollow of his

shoulder, but he sat up, seizing her arm

roughly. " I want to know where you are

going," he said.

She flushed and turned pale under his

look. " Robert," she stammered, " don't

youâ��don't you trust me ? "

There was such despair in her voice and

such candour in her eyes that he softened.

" Arlette, don't be stubborn. Tell me where

you are going. I have given you my word,

butâ��

" Then you will let me do what I have

resolved to do ? You swear it ? "

" I have already told you that I will let

you do it," he said, unnerved. " But tell me

what it is."

" Well, I am going at nine o'clock to pre-

sent myself as a typist to M. Courleville."

Robert leaped from the bed. clenching l.is

hands. " You must be joking ! You don't

mean to say you'll go to that man's house ? "

" I must, Robert. I won't let him rob you

of the success you've earned."

Robert struck liis fist against the bedpost.

" That sister of yours has turned your head.

I should have forbidden her to enter the

house."

" You would have created between us,

dear, a situation that would have ended our

love.",

" But what can you expect to do in that

man's house ? " .

" I have told you. I am going to copy the

playâ��your play. And I swear to you that

within a week I shall find some way to make

that bandit beg for mercy."

" She is madâ��mad \ " cried Robert.

" How can you suppose that you will be able

to defeat a villain like that, a man who lives

by deceit and theft ? Youâ��a child who

knows nothing whatever about the world '1 "

Arlette sank back against the pillows.

Robert was discussing the possibility, which

meant that she could persuade him to admit

it. She had as a final weapon his promise,

the promise to which she meant unrelentingly

to hold him. It was a weapon that she used

until, defeated but not wholly conquered,

Robert yielded.

" When shall you be home ? " he asked.

" If I work to-day I will return at eleven.

If he does not want me this morning I will

come back immediately."

He turned his back upon her and let her

go without another word. She stopped on

the way to lift her veil and wipe the tears

from her eyes, but she was determined IK t

to weaken. She rang M. Courleville's bell
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firmly, and said to the valet, " Say that it is

the typist."

" Monsieur is expecting you," the man

replied, leading the way to a small room next

the dramatist's study. She sat down, fold-

ing her hands to keep them from trembling,

and in a moment she heard a voice saying,

" Good ! It's your typist."

" Shall I tell her you want her to begin

work at once, old boy ? " Georgina's voice

answered.

" Yes, do that. Oh, and tell her that I

will give her two hundred francs to copy the

play. That's enough, isn't it ? "

" Enoughâ��it's too much ! You're a

generous old dear," Georgina replied, coming

to her sister.

" I can hear everything that's said in

there," Ariette whispered.

Georgina chuckled. " All the better. Can

you begin work now ? All right ; there's the

typewriter, get it ready. The bear will be

here in a minute.".

Courleville entered with a self-important

air. " Ready to work ? Good. Here is

my first act. Don't make any mistakes ;

remember that you are copying one

of my plays. The manager of the Porte

St. Martin wants it immediately. What

hours can you work ? "

" From nine until eleven, monsieur, and

from three to six in the afternoon."

" Very well." He turned, and Ariette said

to his retreating back : " And the title of the

play, monsieur ? T do not see it here."

He paused, crossing his hands on his

stomach, in the pose of a man thinking pro-

foundly.

" I beg your pardon, monsieur. I have

found it now. ' Love Wins.' " The words

were traced lightly in pencil on the margin

of the written manuscript, as though done

in a. moment of absent-mindedness.

" What ! " he said, startled. " Oh, no.

That is not the title of the play. I will

decide upon one later."

" I think this is a beautiful title," said

Ariette.

" Yes. Oh, yes. But not quite what I

want. No, I will not use it," Courleville

replied, and returned to his study.

A RLETTE slammed back the carriage of

f-^^ the machine and put lier hands against

her cheeks to cool them. " The beast ! "

she said, between her teeth, and attacked

the keys as though they were enemies.

At eleven o'clock she hurried home to

Robert, who sat sullenly staring at a criss-

crossed sheet of new manuscript. I'retend-

ing not to notice his coldness, she talked

brightly while she put away her coat and

hat, describing everything she had seen, until

Robert became interested in spite of himself.

" And how does he begin the first act ? "

" Oh, he has found it easier to leave it as

it was, simply copying it in his handwriting.

He has changed the names and made the gcxl-

father the family doctor," she explained,

laughing so gaily that he could not help

smiling. But laughter, the solvent of so

many troubles, could not destroy the shadow .

between them.

Ariette had finished the third act and begun

on the fourth, yet nothing had happened to

keep her hope alive. She had been unable

even to guess where Courleville kept Robert's

manuscript. Her face grew thinner, and

beneath her eyes appeared shadows of her

restless nights and miserable clays. On the

fifth morning Robert forbade her to go out;

she reminded him of his promise and defied

him. The storm ended in pale sunshine ;

Robert allowed her to go to work, and she

promised that if nothing decisive occurred

that day she would not go again.

" Who knows what may happen to-day ?

Something must happenâ��it must ! " she

repeated, as she began to work. Presently

she heard voices from Courleville's study, and

in a second her heart stopped, leaped, and

began to beat loudly. She put one hand

against it and stood up, leaning forward,

listening. The phrases she heard told her

that the manager of the Porte St. Martin

and a journalist from Le Gaulois, the great

Paris newspaper, were there, were separated

from her only by a closed door. They were

talking about the new play, Robert's play.

She thought of breaking in upon them

and telling them that it was his. They

would not believe her ; she had no proof.

She thought of breaking open the locked

cabinets beside her and searching them

desperately for Robert's manuscript. Twenty

mad plans raced through her mind, and she

knew that all were futile. She sank back in

her chair, biting her lips, and the door

opened.

" How much have you finished, mademoi-

selle ? " Courleville demanded, entering with

a self-satisfied smile.

" I am doing the third scene of the fourth

act," she answered, in a stifled voice.

" Good ! " Courleville turned to the man-

ager, a little man, round and plump as a

robin. " Suppose I read to our friend from

Le Gaulois the final scene that you like so

much ? "

" By all means," said the manager. " That

will give him a clearer idea for his article

announcing the play. Will it not, my

friend ? "

" Indeed; yes," the journalist agreed,

stroking his moustache and looking down

with respectful admiration at Ariette:

" It is a pity that I am somewhat

exhausted to-day from overwork " said
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Courleville. " I am afraid I cannot give

the full value to the scene, but "

Arlettc rose. " Monsieur, if you would

permit meâ��I can read it. I know the play

by heart. It is so beautiful, so beautiful !

It would give me the greatest pleasure "

Her slim hands finished the sentence with an

imploring gesture.

Georgina, ushered into the room by the

valet, stopped amazed, and then gallantly

seconded her sister. " Indeed, she reads like

a great comedienne ! " she exclaimed with

enthusiasm.

" You flatter my play, mademoiselle,"

said Courleville. " Indeed, you embarrass

me. Let us hear you read the scene, and if

you do it as well as Mile. Georgina promises I

will give you another hundred francs."

" And I will give you a part in the play,"

said the manager, smiling.

' And I an article in Le Gaulois," added

the journalist, joining in the laughter.

ARLETTE stood trembling while they

settled themselves in chairs. She was

white, and the manuscript fluttered in

her stiff fingers. Courleville struck three

times on the table with a paper-cutter, and

she drew a deep breath.

" You know the title," she said, and pro-

nounced it in a clear, steady voice : " ' Love

Wins.' "

" No, no ! " exclaimed Courleville. " I

told you not to use that."

" Too bad ! It's a splendid title for the

play," the manager protested.

" Very suggestive," said the journalist.

" But'I tell you I won't have that title ! "

cried Courleville. The two men expressed,

with glances of apology, their respect for the

dramatist's authority. " Well, mademoi-

selle, go on."

" I will read you the cast of characters,"

Ariette resumed. She began firmly to read,

when Courleville bounded from his chair.

" What's that ? " he cried. His upraised

fist still held the paper-cutter, and his face

was so furious that the two men rose quickly.

" That," said Ariette, " is the play written

by Robert d'Ormange, ' Love Wins,' the play

you tried to steal. I am Mme. d'Ormange,

my husband is Assistant Professor of Litera-

ture at the LycÃ©e Concordet. He brought

this play to you six weeks ago, and youâ��

you thought you had stolen it ! I came here

to save it, and I have succeeded."

Courleville, strangling with anger and fear,

clutched the journalist's arm. " She lies ! "

he said to the dramatist. " She lies ! " he

repeated to the journalist.

" No, gentlemen, I am not lying. If you

want to see the face of a liar, look at that

man." The two men looked, and hastily

looked away. " My husband trusted him

with his play, his play that cost him two

years' work to write. See what that man

wrote him." She searched feverishly in her

purse and found the letter. The journalist

held out his hand for it, and he and the

manager read it together.

â�¢' MONSIEUR, â�� / have read with pleasure

'Love Wins.' There are good bits in it, very

good. bife indeed, but . . ."

The two men looked at each other, then

continued to read. Courleville had collapseÂ«!

in an arm-chair, stammering words to which

no one listened. The journalist folded tl.-

letter and Courleville reached for it.

" Pardon, monsieur, that letter belongs to

Mme. d'Ormange," said the journalist, bow-

ing respectfully as he. gave it to her. " I

trust that you will allow me to have it again

if that should be necessary, madame ? " he

said.

" Madame," said the manager, quickly, in

a conciliatory tone, " there must be a way to

arrange this matter withoutâ��ahâ��without

publicity. M. Courleville's wide reputation

as a dramatistâ��we have produced many of

his playsâ��I beg you, madame, to consider

the consequences, the calamity "

Ariette turned to Courleville, her anger

melting in pity before the spectacle of the

man, dishevelled, his dignity lost, every

semblance of self-respect wiped from him by

terror. " Will you, monsieur, give me back '

my husband's manuscript ?â�¢"

Courleville, without replying, unlocked a

cabinet and handed her the sheaf of pages.

" Be calm, madame, and believe that

M. Courleville and I are your friends," the

manager urged. " I received the play from

M. Courleville, but it seems to me that it

would be simple to arrange a contract in your

husband's name. You are not only a charm-

ing, but an intelligent woman, madame ; you

will understand the situation. Will you

make an appointment for your husband.

to-morrow at three o'clock in my office ? "

" Perhaps," said Ariette, " you will be

good enough to call and make the appoint-

ment with my husband himself ? "

" With pleasure, madame," said the man-

ager, bowing to the bright-eyed, flushed

young woman who stood erect before him.

When he lifted his head he saw Ariette sob-

bing and laughing in Gcorgina's arms, while

Georgina, plumes awry, supported her and

shed tears on her rumpled hair. The man-

ager exchanged a look with the journalist.

motioned to Courleville, and the three men

solemnly retreated to the study.

" Women beat everything," said the

manager, lighting a cigar.

(Another story by Madame Bernhardt will appear in an early number.)
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I HAPPEN ED to meet the other day a

person of some consequence who was

with the Prince of Wales in Australia,

and he talked, in quite human and un-

courtly kind, of the impression the Prince

made wherever he went.

Now, these " young democracies," as Mr.

Uoyd George loves to call them, are perhaps

as hard a test as any of the power of Royal

fascination. Here in the old country we

love a lord, and therefore still more the

super-lord called a prince. In America lords

and princes are still more regarded because

the good Republican feels a thrill of delicious

wickedness in enjoying his debauch of title-

worship. The sentiment is akin to the fear-

ful delight of the schoolboy in breaking

bounds, and to the sense of satisfaction the

most moderate drinker feels in breaking the

law of a Prohibition country.

But in the British Dominions neither

instinct exists. Our love of prescription is
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unknown. Australians think of man as

man, and of a king as only a crowned man.

Their sense of democratic equality is less

defined than that of the American. But it

is a deeper and more imperious instinct.

Now it happened that the Prince was

to visit a certain small place in Australia

where this feeling, never absent in the great

towns, but there diluted with urban tolerance

and common sense, reigned with rather ir-

rational force. It was a " Republican "

townshipâ��not that it had any notion of

setting up a Republic ; Australian Re-

publicanism is not a political creed, but a

mural atmosphere. The people had no

prejudice against the Prince as an individual.

But they wanted to show him that as a

prince he could not expect to turn the heads

of good Australian democrats. In London

the guinea's stamp was all-important ; here

men were men for a' that, and Jack was not

only as good a man as Lord John, but much

better. All this was known to the Prince's

party. Nothing serious, of course, was ex-

pected, but the probability of some un-

courtly demonstration on the part of the

rougher clement of a place containing no

very smooth features had been fully dis-

counted.

When the train drew up to the station it

was at once apparent that such expectations

of trouble were justified. The appearance

of the crowd was distinctly " tough " ; its

demeanour was decidedly disrespectful. But

in ten seconds the Prince had conquered- ; in

ten minutes he had subjugated ; in a quarter

of an hour, to quote my informant, the whole

township was " feeding out of his hand " ;

and when his train left there was not a sound

heart or throat in the place.

And yet my informant could not remember

any one definite thing the Prince had doneâ��

no one thing that stood out in relief against

the vast dim background of chats, speeches,

and hand-shakings across a whole continent.

The whole incident was as simple as a

miracle and as inexplicable The Prince was

like Cansar in the passive. He came, was

seen, and overcame.

IT is curious how completely one of the

most important political facts of the time is

taken as a matter of course. The enormous

popularity of thf Prince of Wales is in sober

truth such a fact. The other day I heard a

responsible statesman say, in private, and

â�¢with no motive but the simple assertion of

what he believed to be the truth, that he

counted the personality of the Prince as the

greatest existing asset of the British Empire.

Certainly it is a not inconsiderable safeguard

in the present, and a great hope for the

future. But we accept it much as we accept

a fine summer day, without thought of the

dank misery that might have been ; there it

is, and we assume that so it must be.

Yet in reality the thing is a psychological

mystery, if not a psychological miracle.

History affords no parallel to the moral con-

quest achieved by this slim, fair, handsome

young man who, two years ago, was little

more than a name and a newspaper photo-

graph for the majority of his father's hege?.

To-day his personality is felt more widely

than that of Augustus, and as intensely as that

of Pericles. No earlier Prince of Wales ever

created such a legend. The legend of Prince

Hal was created for him, and the other

Princes of Wales, by their want of colour,

forbade even the possibility of a legend being

created. Even the late King Edward only

achieved in late life his full conquest of Un-

people ; his earlier years were overshadowed

by the personality of his mother.

The phenomenon, however, is not only

unique. It is also not a little puzzling when

we consider how arbitrary is the favour of

the multitude, and also how the minority

always tends to resent the judgments of the

majority. The crowd generally cares not a

brass button for the heroes of the clubs and

salons. The clubs and salons usually disparage

the idols of the crowd. But the Prince's

empire is as complete over the crowd as

over the coteries, and over the coteries

as over the crowd.

\Vhence this power of being, not all thing*

to all men, but the same potent thing to the

most widely differing individuals ? The

power is without question ; to him who

doubts, circumspice is a sufficient reply. The

charm of the Prince is felt by grave states-

men, by languid men of fashion, by stuffy

philosophers and fluffy " flappers," by

ancient dowagers and young working-men.

I have heard some talk about " Press

booms," " toadyism," " British snobbery-,"

and so forth, but always from people who

have, for some reason or other, not yet come

within the range of the Prince's influence.

Those who have seen him in the flesh, were

it only from a window in the Strand, may

have all kinds of inadequate explanations of

the fact. They may talk the usual common-

places about "magnetism," "subtle charm."

" personality," and so forth, which is only

an elaborate way of saying : " I don't know

the reason, but Â¿eel it incumbent on me to

pretend." But of the fact itself they are

quite certain.

Youth is not a sufficient explanation ;

youth is not always a centre of enthusiasm.

Let each of us run over the list of his private

acquaintance and reckon up the number of

men of twenty-six whose presence yields pure

delight. Still less is snobbish regard for rank

the secret. No doubt we are all snobs at

heart ; no doubt every one of us would like.
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as Thackeray put it, to be seen â�¢walking clown

Pall Mall with a duke on each arm.

Still less is " tact " an explanation ; tact

is a poor, shallow, superficial thing, meant

for superficial use, a sort of social ointment

for thin-skinned

people; a neces-

sary ingredient,

perhaps, in the

character of a

man or woman

of the world, but

no passport to

the affection of

the flimsiest son

of Adam. Man-

kind in the mass

is not flimsy ; it

is solid and real,

and only re-

sponds to solid

reality. Some-

thing widely

different from the

pinchbeck imita-

tion of geniality,

something alto-

gether more ele-

mental, is needed

to reach the uni-

versal heart.

It seems a sure

instinct which

has led so many

people to go to

the fairy-tale for

an inspiration,

and dub the Heir

to the Throne

" Prince Charm-

ing." The title

has no doubt

been bestowed in

a n unmeaning

way, but there is

a meaning in it.

Those who speak

of "Prince

Charming " are

" warm," like the

blindfolded

player in a nur-

sery game who

gets near the

secret without

being aware of it.

The point is

not the obvious one that the Prince is a

charming young man who happens to be of

the Blood Royal. It is rather, I think,

that he is so happily constituted that, while

nobody forgets that" he is a prince, nobody

remembers that he is an " august personage."

This may seem a dark saying. But there

The Prince of Wales at Launceston, Tasmania.

is all the difference between a prince who is

a prince tout court and a prince who is also

an august personage. The one belongs to all

legend and all literature, and a child shall

know him ; the other belongs to the Court

Circular, and a

West-end trades-

man shall seek to

get his arms over

the shop - front.

It is the differ-

ence between an

old Knight

Errant and the

newest K.B.E.

The prince

charms us in the

nursery; we have

got to know

about a great

many pros ai c

things â�¢â�� income-

tax and rate col-

lectors and the

American ex-

change â�� before

we realize the

e xistence of

august person-

ages. The prince

is cousin german

to Dick Whit-

tington and his

cat; the august

personage be-

longs to the same

scheme as the

latest Lord

Mayor and his

turtle.

Let us see how

it works out in

the fairy tale.

The Prince, we

know, goes riding

alone in the

forest till he

comes across the

enchanted

palace ; he kills

the wizard, or the

giant, or the

dragon, or the

evil genie, with

his own good

sword ; he wakes

the Sleeping

Princess with his own hearty kiss, takes her

back on his own horse, and lives his own life

with her happily ever afterwards.

Now an august personage could do none of

these things. He could not stir out without

due equerries (covered with medals), who

know all about drag-hunts but nothing about
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dragon-hunts. Even if the august personage

found the Sleeping Beauty, he would hardly

know what was really the matter with her :

the.Court Physician would only mystify him

with a bundle of bulletins to the effect that

":the condition of Her Royal Highness re-

mains unchanged." As for kissing her, such

a breach of etiquette would be unthinkable.

And if all the difficulties were surmounted

somehow, and the Court Physician were at

last able to announce that the Sleeping

Beauty had got up, " materially benefited

by a sound sleep," and was " taking nourish-

ment freely " (which is Court-physicianese

for cold chicken and champagne), even so

there would be no romance in the wedding.

The august personage would have to get the

Prime Minister, or the Foreign Secretary, or

the Lord Presi-

dent of the

Council, or some-

body, to arrange

matters for

him,

Now the Prince

is a prince in the

essential fairy-

tale sense. He

is, of course, not

at all likely to

go oft in quest

of sleeping beau-

ties in enchanted

palaces. He is

a very modern

person, and is

perfectly aware

that there are no

sleeping beauties now ; the modern beauty

is quite painfully wide-awake. But he has

the fairy-tale prince's way of being human,

and so humanity feels itself flattered in him.

We all have deep in us the notion of a golden

age ; we like to think what man might be if

he never had to do any mean things to keep

the pot boiling. That is the secret of the

popularity of the fairy-tale prince ; it is,

â�¢ much more than snobbery, the secret of our

love of a lord. Since we cannot all live in the

golden age, we enjoy the enjoyment of it by

a few, and watch them much as we do the

actors in a play, without the smallest envy

of the splendid time they seem to be having.

EVERY great personage is popular in

some degree who takes his greatness in

a spirit, not of condescension, but of

fellowship, regarding it as something belong-

ing, not merely to himself, but to everybody.

The Prince seems by instinct to have this

conception of his position. He wears his

rank as a garment, and not as a shell. It

is his, and not he its. He does not go about,

so to speak, in a diving-bell, taking his own

The Prince giving her son's decoration lo a bereaved

mother at Sydney, N.S.W.

atmosphere with him, but is not only readv.

but eager, to get on human terms wit!.

everybody.

It would, of course, be affectation t â�¢

suggest that everything the Prince does t .1

pleasure to him. He would not, were it m.t

his business, travel thousands of milesÂ« ir.

Colonial railway trains, stopping at even-

township large enough to nourish a CÃ�VIL

dignity, in order to listen and reply to " loyal

and dutiful " addresses. He has no absurb-

mg interestâ��what healthy young man coul'l

have ?â��in oldest inhabitants, remarkaU â�¢

citizens, phenomenal babies, provincial

mayors, local town halls, statistics, aldermen,

and workmen's dwellings. But he is gifted

with a marvellous appetite for life in genera!,

which prevents him being bored to extremiu

by the duller

phases of it ; he

possesses a lively

sense of humour,

which gets liim

cheerful Iy

through m a n y

appalling inflic-

tions ; and he has

a quite genuine

delight in the

simple act ot

giving pleasure.

His attitude t..

the crowd is quite

unaffectedly t hi.-:

How very rip-

ping of you to be

soglad toseeme."

By his mere smile

this feeling, and even the carelessly sincere

slanginess of its expression, is communicated

to the people with a swift certainty that the

most luminous eloquence could not convey.

There is, I am told, a kind of furnace in which

heat " reverberates " from one cell to another,

so that the total is far greater than the sum

of all the individual cells would be. Some-

thing of that kind operates in raising the

moral temperature wherever the Prince goes.

He makes people glad-to see him ; they make

him glad to see them ; his stimulated glad-

ness re-stimulates theirs ; and so the action

and reaction goes on until a white heat of

enthusiasm reigns on the one side, and on

the other what would be a dull duty has

become a vivid and real pleasure.

King Edward's method was quite different.

He was consciously diplomatic. His way of

winning a Radical stalwart like the late Mr.

Mundella might really be called tactful ; it

was, at any rate, deliberately thought out.

It succeeded by giving the person noticed an

intense consciousness of the honour done

him. The Prince of Wales would not work

like that. If the task were set him of con-



E. T. Raymond

ciliating, say, a violent Sinn Feiner or an un-

compromising Bolshevist, he might, perhaps,

lie awake half the night thinking of a formula.

But the formula would not be used when the

time came. The diplomatic approach would

be forgotten ; instead, there would be some-

thing like " How jolly decent of you to come,"

and the two would be

talking at once in the

humanest way.

The difference is ex-

plained, not so much by

temperament â�� for the

Prince strikingly recalls

his grandfather in many

ways â�� as by training.

King Edward was brought

up " carefully " in a sense

now obsolete. There was

a barrage of moral anti-

septic between him and

other youth. Even his

course of reading was

prescribed for him by-

heavy tutors. He was

surrounded by a freezing

etiquette. It was only

after middle age that he

was allowed to smoke

when in his mother's

houses. In such condi-

tions it was natural that,

with all his geniality,

there was ever a sense

of a boundary which

affected people's thoughts

as well as their conduct.

He was an exceedingly

good-natured King, but

very much the King.

The Prince, in one

sense, has been no less

carefully brought up.

But his education, while

retaining all the solid

Victorian virtues, omitted

the Victorian extrava-

gances. He has mixed

freely with the world.

At Oxford he was an

undergraduate like other undergraduates.

There is a story of a reverential American

who penetrated to Magdalen to gaze on

the " abode of Royalty," and could not

understand the " Pragger Wagger, third

staircase on the right " of the first man he

addressed. He was better contented when

the wicked young man, scenting an innocent,

pointed out a great building as the " Royal

residence," and volunteered the information

that the deer on the other side of the bridge

had been " specially imported from the

Pyrenees " for His Royal Highness to hunt.

Our cousins will never quite understand us.

Vol. Ixi -2.

H.R.H. replying to an address of

welcome during the Australian tour.

The great lesson of Oxford, how to get on

with men, was, of course, improved by those

years in France during which, in the Prince's

own words, he " found his manhood."

Everybody knows how he pestered Lord

Kitchener to let him go out, in any capacity,

and how Lord Kitchener, asked not to con-

sider his life of more

value than anybody else's,

replied, " I am not worry-

ing in the least about

whether you will be

killed; the trouble is

that you might be taken

prisoner."

When at last he went

it was to stay. Stories

came back from the front

of the pleasant, boyish

figure in khaki, recog-

nized here and thereâ��â�¢

stories that told of a full

measure of cool pluck,

good fellowship, and good-

nature, with just the

proper tincture of " the'

devil." Then he was

heard of further afield ;

the nation had a glimpse

of him as an unofficial

Ambassador in Italy,

there conquering all

hearts. But it was not

until after the Armistice

that the Prince became

a clearly-defined national

figure.

His first public appear-

ance was a revelation.

The nation's memory was

of a shy, fair-haired lad,

very uncomfortable in the

gaze of his father's sub-

jects. Its consciousness

was now of a figure still

boyish, but with an easy-

dignity and cool self-

possession, and withal a

shrewd understanding of

men and things. The

Prince's bearing was modest, but in no

sense timorousâ��the bearing of a man who

knows himself, and therefore is not likely to

be much out with regard to others. The

stripling of 1914 had indeed " found his

manhood."

To be a manâ��to be, that is, certain of the

one or two matters that really count, to have

a " middling tight grip of the handful of

things that one knows "â��is the surest way to

get on terms with other men, of whatever

condition. The Prince was found to be un-

appalled at twenty-five by all sorts of things

that people of fifty, who have not yet learned
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quite to be men, find appalling. He was un-

afraid of the imminent deadly speech. He

could face a bevy of young nurses without a

tremor. He could exchange laughing sallies

with a crowd of working men, without losing

his dignity or offending theirsâ��and the work-

ing man has a vivid sense of his own dignity.

To be a man in the full sense means being

at home with all that is human, and in that

sense the Prince is in the fullest degree

manly.

His success in all public functions was the

more remarkable because he is by no means

destitute of " nerves." At first his calm con-

cealed a good deal of genuine stage fright, and

he has not yet reached the point of facing an

audience without a shade of self-conscious-

ness. His busy fingers, fiddling with his

sword hilt, his tie, his top-hat, the lapel of

his coat, or what not, tell their own tale. He

still feels the strain of the formal ceremony,

and is at his happiest when it is all over, and

Edward Albert Christian George Andrew

Patrick David, Prince of \Yales, Duke of

Cornwall, Duke of Rothesay, Earl of Chester,

Earl of Carrick, Baron of Renfrew, Lord of

the Isles, and Great Steward of Scotland

can get into the loosest " civvies " and

Income the plain " David " he is to all his

family.

But it is only when lus interest in human

tilings is not engaged that this diffidence

really troubles him. The moment the time

comes for any kind of action he Incomes him-

self again. He is intensely modern in his

love of crowds, machinery, things that live or

move. The zest of doing is in his veins,

when he walks it is at a rattling pace ; when

ne motors he likes to get all there is out of a

car ; he dances the most strenuous modern

dances in the most strenuous modern style ;

and his sport is the hard, exacting, concen-

trated sport of the mcxlernâ��squash rackets

is a typical favouriteâ��rather than the

leisurely expansive field sport of the old

aristocrat; â�¢

PRINCE lias, too. all the modern

interest in " shop." " Shop " was the

last word in vulgarity in the days

when the social ideal was to do nothing

gracefully. Judged by the standards of a

hundred years ago, the Prince would be

hopelessly lacking in princeliness ; to-day

lus vivid concern in all men do is a link of

measureless value between him and the

nation.

Knowing his own job fairly well already.

intent to know it as well as it can be known,

he is full of sympathy and interest regarding

other men's jobs. He will watch machin^rv

with a fixed intentness sometimes embarra^

ing to the managers of his time-table. He

is intensely interested in the fairy-tales Â«_Â»f

science and the wonders of industry. HÂ«:

wants to know the reason of all that is hap-

pening around him, and when he disapproves

of the way things are being done he does not

hesitate to point out the fault. Usually ht-

does so with calm decision, but there art-

occasions on which the quick temper in-

herited from lois grandfather shows itself, to

the perturbation of officials who have failed

to grasp the meaning of the new princelines>.

For, modest as the Prince isâ��and his

anxious inquiries of the experienced whether

he difl the right thing in the right way on this

occasion or that sufficiently testify to his

want of foolish self-sufficiencyâ��he has plenty

of character. It is at bottom the character of

his House, which has never lacked decision.

But that character has been profoundly

modified by a wise education and early con-

tact with the wholesomest outside influences.

The good sideâ��the strong sense of duty, the

fidelity to engagements, the almost religion-

conception of responsibilityâ��remains ; of

the side not so good, which for a century at

least kept alive the sense of something want-

ing in the New Monarchy which was present,

with all its faults, in the Old, no trace is

visible.

The Prince's great-grandmother, grand-

father, and father have all helped in their

various ways to break down that barri< r

between Crown and people which was erectÂ«!

when Dutch troops first mounted guard in

Whitehall. It is his splendid business to

bring back to England the vivid sense of a

leadership (none the less real because it is

. spiritual) that is independent of Ministers

and ballot-boxesâ��a leadership'that shall not

conflict with, but supplement, the ordinary

machinery of government.

For that splendid business no prince could

be better fitted, and the wisest heads of th.-

country watch his progress with a feeling

that he is steadily advancing that truest form

of Coalition which shall bind the Monarch

and the Peopleâ��the two powers which have

no interest that is not a national interest, the

two powers which in the nature of things can

be no respecters of persons, the two powers

which cannot be flunkeyish, or snobbish, or

self-seekingâ��in a tie of sacramental strength

and sanctitv.
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ANOTHER "ARCHIE" STORY.

STRANGE. EXPERIENCES

o

J\ rtisfs Model

P.GWodehouse

ILLUSTRATED BY

A-WALL IS MILLS

I SAY, laddie ! "

Archie spoke plaintively. Sheer

amiability had led him to oblige

his friend, James B. Wheeler, the

Well-known artist, by posing for the central

figure in a cover which the latter was paint-

ing for one of the magazines'; and already

he was looking back ruefully to the time

when he had supposed that an artist's model

had a soft job. In the first five minutes

muscles which he had not been aware that

he possessed had started to ache like neg-

lected teeth. His respect for the toughness

and durability of artists' models was now

solid. How they acquired the stamina to

go through this sort of thing all day and then

bound off to Bohemian revels at night was

more than he could understand.

" Don't wobble, confound you ! " snorted

Mr. Wheeler.

" Yes, but, my dear old artist," said

Archie, " what you don't seem to graspâ��

what you appear not to realizeâ��is that I'm

getting a crick in the back."

" You weakling ! You miserable inverte-

brate worm ! Move an inch, and I'll murder

you, and come and dance on your grave

every Wednesday and Saturday. I'm just

getting it."

" It's in the spine that it seems to catch

me principally."

" Be a man, you faint-hearted string-

bean ! " urged J. B. Wheeler. " You ought

to be ashamed of yourself. Why, a girl who

was posing for me last week stood for a solid

hour on one leg, holding a tennis racket over

her head and smiling brightly withal."

Copyright, 1921, by

" The female of the species is more india -

rubbery than the male," argued Archie:

" Well, I'll be through in a few minutes.

Don't weaken. Think how proud you'll be

when you see yourself on all the bookstalls."

Archie sighed, and braced himself to the

task once more. He wished he had never

taken on this binge. In addition to his

physical discomfort, he was feeling a most

awful chump. As it was mid-winter, the

cover on which Mr. Wheeler was engaged

was for the August number of the magazine,

and it had been necessary for Archie to

drape his reluctant form in a two-piece

bathing suit of a vivid lemon colour ; for he

was supposed to be representing one of those

jolly dogs belonging to the best families who

dive off floats at exclusive seashore resorts.

J. Ð�. Ð�\ÐªÐµÐµ1ÐµÐ³, a stickler for accuracy, had

wanted him to remove his socks and shoes ;

but there Archie had stood firm. He was

willing to make an ass of himself, but not a

silly ass.

" All right," said J. B. Wheeler, laying

down his brush. " That will do for to-day.

Though, speaking without prejudice and with

no wish to be offensive, if I had had a model

who wasn't a weak-kneed, jelly-backboned

son of Belial, I could have got the darned

thing finished without having to have another

sitting."

" I wonder why you chappies call this sort

of thing ' sitting,' " said Archie, pensively,

as he conducted tentative experiments in

osteopathy on his aching back. " I say, old

thing, I could do with a restorative, if you

have one handy. But of course you haven't.

P. G. Wodchouse.
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'I suppose," he added, resignedly. Abste-

mious as a rule, there were moments when

Archie found the Eighteenth Amendment

somewhat trying.

J. B. Wheeler shook his head.

" You're a little previous," he said. " But

come round in another day or so, and I may

be able to do something for you." He moved

with a certain conspirator-like caution to a

corner of the room, and, lifting to one side a

pile of canvases, revealed a stout barrel,

which he regarded with a fatherly and benig-

nant eye. " I don't mind telling you that,

in the fullness of time, I believe this is going

/to spread a good deal of sweetness and light."

" Oh, ah," said Archie, interested. "Home-

brew, what ? "

" Made with these hands. I added a few

more raisins yesterday, to speed things up a

bit. There is much virtue in your raisin.

And, talking of speeding things up, for good-

ness' sake try to be a bit more punctual to-

morrow. We lost an hour of good daylight

to-day."

" I like that ! I was here on the absolute

minute. I had to hang about on the landing

waiting for you."

" Well, well, that doesn't matter," said

J. B. Wheeler, impatiently, for the artist

soul is always annoyed by petty details.

" The point is that we were an hour late in

getting to work. Mind you're here to-

morrow at eleven sharp."

IT was, therefore, with a feeling of guilt

and trepidation that Archie mounted the

stairs on the following morning; for in spite

of lu's good resolutions he was half an hour

behind time. He was relieved to find that

his friend had also lagged by the wayside.

The door of the studio was ajar, and he went

in, to discover the place occupied by a lady

of mature years, who was scrubbing the floor

with a mop. He went into the bedroom and

donned his bathing suit. When he emerged,

ten minutes later, the charwoman had gone,

but J. B. Wheeler was still absent. Rather

glad of the respite, he sat down to kill time

by reading the morning paper, whose sport-

ing page alone he had managed to master at

the breakfast table.

There was not a great deal in the paper to

interest him. The usual bond-robbery had

taken place on the previous day, and the

police were reported hot on the trail of the

Master-Mind who was alleged to be at the

back of these financial operations. A mes-

senger named Henry Babcock had been

;irrested and was expected to become confi-

dential. To one who, like Archie, had never

owned a bond, the story made little appeal,

lie turned with more interest to a cheery

half-column on the activities of a gentleman

in Minnesota who, with what seemed to

Archieâ��who had been the victim of much

persecution from his wife's fatherâ��a good

deal of resource and public spirit, had re-

cently beaned his father-in-law with the

family meat-axe. It was only after he had

read this through twice in a spirit of gentle

approval that it occurred to him that J. B.

Wheeler was uncommonly late at the tryst.

He looked at his watch, and found that he

had been in the studio three-quarters of an

hour.

Archie became restless. Long-suffering

old bean though he was, he considered this

a bit thick. He got up and went out on to

the landing, to see if there were any signs of

the blighter. There were none. He began

to understand now what had happened.

For some reason or other the bally artist

was not coming to the studio at all that day.

Probably he had called up the hotel and left

a message to this effect, and Archie had just

missed it. Another man might have waited

to make certain that his message had reached

its destination, but not woollen-headed

Wheeler, the most casual individual in New

York. Thoroughly aggrieved, Archie turned

back to the studio to dress and go away.

His progress was stayed by a solid, for-

bidding slab of oak. Somehow or other,

since he had left the room, the door had

managed to get itself shut.

" Oh, dash it ! " said Archie.

The mildness of the expletive was proof

that the full horror of the situation had not

immediately come home to him. His mind

in the first few moments was occupied with

the problem of how the door had got that

way. He could not remember shutting it.

Probably he had done it unconsciously. As

a child, he had been taught by sedulous

elders that the little gentleman always

closed doors behind him, and presumably

his subconscious self was still under the influ-

ence. And then, suddenly, he realized that

this infernal, officious ass of a subconscious

self had deposited him right in the gumbo.

Behind that closed door, unattainable as

youthful ambition, lay lu's gent's heather-

mixture with the green twill, and here he

was, out in the world, alone, in a lemon-

coloured bathing suit.

In all crises of human affairs there are two

broad courses open to a man. He can stay

where he is or he can go elsewhere. Archie,

leaning on the banisters, examined these

alternatives narrowly. If he stayed where

he was he would have to spend the night on

this dashed landing. If he legged it, in this

kit, he would be gathered up by the constabu-

lary before he had gone a hundred yards.

He was no pessimist, but he was reluctantly

forced to the conclusion that he was up

against it.

It was while he was musing with a certain
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This couldn't be J. B.

creature comforts.

Wheeler.

It was not. It was a tall, thin man whom

he had never seen before. He appeared to

be in a considerable hurry. He let himself

into the studio on the floor below, and

vanished without even waiting to shut the

door.

He had come and disappeared in almost

record time, but, brief though his passing

' What you don't seem to grasp is that I'm getting a crick in the back.'

'You weakling! Move an inch, and I'll murder you!'"

tenseness on these things that the sound of

footsteps came to him from below. But

almost in the first instant the hope that this

might be J. B. Wheeler, the curse of the

human race, died away. Whoever was

coming up the stairs was running, and J. B.

Wheeler never ran upstairs. He was not

one of your lean, haggard, spiritual-looking

geniuses. He made a large income with his

brush and pencil, and spent most of it in

had been, it had been long enough to bring

consolation to Archie. A sudden bright

light had been vouchsafed to Archie, and he

now saw an admirably ripe and fruity scheme

for ending his troubles. What could be

simpler than to toddle down one flight of

stairs and in an easy and debonair manner

ask the chappie's permission to use his tele-

phone ? And what could be simpler, once

he was at the 'phone, than to get in touch



22

Strange Experiences of an Artist's Model

with somebody at the Cosmopolis who would

send down a few trousers and what not in a

kit-bag ? It was a priceless solution, thought

Archie, as he made his way downstairs. Not

even embarrassing, he meant to say. This

chappie, living in a place like this, wouldn't

bat an eyelid at the spectacle of a fellow

trickling aboiit the place in a bathing suit.

They would have a good laugh about the

whole thing.

" I say, I hate to bother youâ��dare say

you're busy and all that sort of thingâ��but

would you mind if I popped in for half a

second and used your 'phone ? "

That was the speech, the extremely gentle-

manly and well-phrased speech, which Archie

liad prepared to deliver the moment the man

appeared. The reason he did not deliver

it was that the man did not appear. He

knocked, but nothing stirred.

" I say ! "

Archie Ð�Ð�Ð�Ð£ perceived that the door was

ajar, and that on an envelope attached with

;i tack to one of the panels was the name

" Elmer M. Moon." He pushed the door a

little farther open and tried again.

" Oh, Mr. Moon ! Mr. Moon !" He waited

a moment. " Oh, Mr. Moon ! Mr. Moon !

Are you there, Mr. Moon ? "

He blushed hotly. To his sensitive ear

the words had sounded exactly like the open-

ing line of the refrain of a Tin Pan Alley

song-hit. He decided to waste no further

speech on a man with such an unfortunate

surname until he could see him face to face

and get a chance of lowering his voice a bit.

Absolutely absurd to stand outside a chappie's

door singing song-hits in a lemon-coloured

bathing suit. He pushed the door open and

walked in ; and his subconscious self, always

the gentleman, closed it gently behind him.

" Up ! " said a low, sinister, harsh, un-

friendly, and unpleasant voice.

" Eh ? " said Archie, revolving sharply on

his axis.

He found himself confronting the hurried

gentleman who had run upstairs. This

sprinter had produced an automatic pistol,

and was pointing it in a truculent manner at

his head. Archie stared at his host, and his

host stared at him.

" Put your hands up," he said.

" Oh, right-o ! Absolutely ! " said Archie.

" But I mean to say "

The other was drinking him in with con-

siderable astonishment. Archie's costume

seemed to have made a powerful impression

upon him.

" Who the devil are you ? " he inquired.

" Me ? Oh, my name's "

" Never mind your name. What are you

doing here ? "

" Well, as a matter of fact, I popped in to

;f I might use your 'phone. You see "

A certain relief seemed to temper the

austerity of the other's gaze. As a visitor,

Archie, though surprising, seemed to be better

than he had expected.

" I don't know what to do with you," he

said, meditatively.

â�¢' If you'd just let me toddle to the

'phone "

" Likely ! " said the man. He appeared

to reach a decision. " Here, go into that

room."

He indicated with a jerk of his head the

open door of what was apparently a bedroom

at the farther end.

" I take it," said Archie, chattily, " that

all this may seem to you not a little rummy."

" Get on ! "

" I was only sayingâ��

" Well, I haven't time to listen. Gt-t a

move on !"

THE bedroom was in a state of untidiness

which eclipsed an ything which Archie had

ever witnessed. The blighter appeared

to be moving house. Bed, furniture, and

floor were covered with articles of clothing.

A silk shirt wreathed itself about Archie's

ankles as he stood gaping, and, as he moved

farther into the room, his path was paved

with ties and collars.

"Sit down!" said Elmer M. Moon,

abruptly.

" Right-o ! Thanks," said Archie. " I

suppose you wouldn't like me to explain, and

what not, what ? "

" No ! " said Mr. Moon. " I haven't got

your spare time. Put your hands behind

that chair."

Archie did so, and found them imme-

diately secured by what felt like a silk tie.

His assiduous host then proceeded to fasten

his ankles in a like manner. This done, he

seemed to feel that he had done all that was

required of him, and he returned to the pack-

ing of a large suit-case which stood by the

window.

" I say ! " said Archie.

Mr. Moon, with the air of a man who has

remembered something which he had over-

looked, shoved a sock in his guest's mouth

and resumed his packing. He was what

might be called an impressionist packer.

His aim appeared to be speed rather than

neatness. He bundled his belongings in,

closed the bag with some difficulty, and,

stepping to the window, opened it. Then

he climbed out on to the fire-escape, dragged

the suit-case after him, and was gone.

Archie, left alone, addressed himself to the

task of freeing his prisoned limbs. The job

proved much easier than he had expected.

Mr. Moon, that hustler, had wrought for the

moment, not for all time. A practical mar:,

he had been content to keep his visitor
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shackled merely for such a period

as would permit liim to make his

escape unhindered. In less than ten

minutes Archie, after a good deal of

snake-like writhing, was pleased to

discover that the thingummy at-

tached to his wrists had loosened

sufficiently to enable him to use

liis hands. He untied himself and

got up.

He now began to tell himself

that out of evil cometh good. His

encounter with the elusive Mr. Moon

had not been an agreeable one, but

it had had this solid advantage, that

it had left him right in the middle

of a great many clothes. And Mr.

Moon, whatever his moral defects,

had the one excellent quality of

taking about the same size as him-

self. Archie, cast-

ing a covetous eye

upon a tweed suit

which lay on the

bed, was on the

point of climbing

into the trousers

when on the outer

door of the studio

there sounded a

forceful knocking

" Open up here !"

Archie bounded

silently out

into the other

room, and

stood listen-

ing tensely.

He was not

a.. naturally

querulous

man, but he

did feel at

this point

that fate was

picking on

him with a

somewhat un-

due severity.

"In t h'

name av th'

Law ! "

There are

times when

the best of

us lose our

heads. At

this juncture

Archie should

undoubtedly

have gone to

the door, opened it, explained his presence

in a few well-chosen words, and generally

have passed the whole thing off with ready

\

tt

tact. But the thought of confronting

a posse of police in his present cos-

tume caused him to look earnestly

about him for a hiding-place.

Up against the farther wall was a

settee with a high, arching back, which

might have been put there for that

special purpose. He inserted himself

behind this, just as a splintering crash

announced that the Law, having gone

through the formality of knocking

with its knuckles, was now getting

busy with an axe. A moment later

the door had given way, and the room

was full of trampling feet. Archie

wedged himself against the wall with

the quiet concentration of a clam

nestling in its shell, and hoped for

the best.

It seemed to him that his imme-

diate future depended for better

or for worse

entirely o n

the native in-

telligence of

the Force. If

they were the

bright, alert

men he hoped

they were,

they would

see all that

junk in the

bedroom and,

deducing

from it that

their quarry

had stood not

upon the

order of his

going but

had hopped

it, would not

waste time in

searching a

presumably

empty apart-

ment. If, on

the other

hand, they

were the

obtuse, flat-

footed per-

sons who

occasiona 11 y

find their way

into the ranks

of even the

most enlight-

ened consta-

bularies, they

would undoubtedly shift the settee and drag

him into a publicity from which his modest

soul shrank. He was enchanted, therefore.

Mr. Moon shoved a sock in his guest's mouth and

resumed his packing."
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a few moments later, to hear a gruff voice

state that th' mutt had beaten it down th'

lire-escape. His opinion of the detective

abilities of the New York police force rose

with a bound.

There followed a brief council of war,

which, as it took place in the bedroom, was

inaudible to Archie except as a distant

growling noise. He could distinguish no

words, but, as it was succeeded by a general

trampling of large boots in the direction of

the door and then by silence, he gathered

that the pack, having drawn the studio and

found it empty, had decided to return to

other and more profitable duties. He gave

them a reasonable interval for removing

themselves, and then poked his head cau-

tiously over the settee.

All was peace. The place was empty.

No sound disturbed the stillness.

Archie emerged. For the first time in this

morning of disturbing occurrences he began

to feel that God was in his heaven and all

right with the world. At last things were

beginning to brighten up a bit, and life

might be said to have taken on some of the

aspects of a good egg. He stretched him-

self, for it is cramping work lying under

settees, and, proceeding to the bedroom,

picked up the tweed trousers again.

Clothes had a fascination for Archie.

Another man, in similar circumstances,

might have hurried over his toilet ; but

Archie, faced by a difficult choice of ties,

rather strung the thing out. He selected a

specimen which did great credit to the taste

of Mr. Moon, evidently one of our snappiest

dressers, found that it did not harmoni/e

with the deeper meaning of the tweed suit,

removed it, chose another, and was adjust-

ing the bow and admiring the effect, when

his attention was diverted by a slight sound

which was half a cough and half a sniff ;

and, turning, found himself gazing into the

clear blue eyes of a large man in uniform,

who had stepped into the room from the

fire-escape. He was swinging a substantial

club in a negligent sort of way, and he looked

at Archie with a total absence of bonhomie.

" Ah ! " he observed.

" Oh, there you are ! " said Archie, sub-

siding weakly against the chest of drawers.

He gulped. " Of course, I can see you're

thinking all this pretty tolerably weird and

all that," he proceeded, in a propitiatory

voice.

The policeman attempted no analysis of

his emotions. He opened a mouth which a

moment before had looked incapable of

being opened except with the assistance of

powerful machinery, and shouted a single

word :â��

" Cassidy ! "

A distant voice gave tongue in answer.

It was like alligators roaring to their mates

across lonely swamps. There was a nimble

of footsteps in the region of the stairs

and presently there entered an even larger

guardian of the Law than the first exhibit.

He, too, swung a massive club, and, like

his colleague, he gaxed frostily at Archie.

God save Ireland ! " he remarked.

The words appeared to be more in the

nature of an expletive than a practical com-

ment on the situation. Having uttered

them, he draped himself in the doorway like

a colossus, and chewed gum.

" Where ja get him ?" he inquired, after

a pause.

" Found him in here attimpting to dis-

guise himself."

" I told Cap. he was hiding somewheres,

but he would have it that he'd beat it down

th' escape," said the gum-chewer, with the

sombre triumph of the underling whose

sound advice has been overruled by those

above him. He shifted his wholesome (or,

as some say, unwholesome) morsel to the

other side of his mouth, and for the first time

addressed Archie directly. " Ye're pinched ! "

he observed.

AICH1E started violently. The bleak

directness of the speech roused him

with a jerk from the dream-like state

into which he had fallen. He had uot antici-

pated this. He had assumed that there would

be tedious explanations to be gone through

before he was at liberty to depart to the cosy

little lunch for which his interior had been

sighing wistfully this long time past ; but

that he should be arrested had been outside

his calculations. Of course, he could put

everything right eventually : he could rail

witnesses to his character and the purity of

his intentions ; but in the meantime the

whole dashed business would be in all the

papers, embellished with all those unpleasant

flippancies to which your newspaper reporter

is so prone to stoop when he sees half a

chance. He would feel a frightful chump.

Chappies would rot him about it to the most

fearful extent. Old Brewster's name would

come into it, and he could not disguise it

from liimself that his father-in-law, who liked

his name in the papers as little as possible,

would be sorer than a sunburned neck.

"No, I say, you know ! I mean, I mean

to say ! "

" Pinched ! " repeated the rather larger

policeman.

" And annything ye say," added his

slightly smaller colleague, " will be used

agenst ya 't the trial."

" And if ya try t'escape," said the firÂ»t

speaker, twiddling his club, " ya'll getja

block knocked off."

And, having sketched out this admirably
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clear and neatly-constructed scenario, the

two relapsed into silence. Officer Cassidy

restored his gum to circulation. Officer

Donahue frowned sternly at his boots.

" But, I say," said Archie, " it's all a mis-

take, you know. Absolutely a frightful

error, my dear old constables. I'm not the

lad you're after at all. The chappie you

want is a different sort of fellow altogether.

Another blighter entirely."

New York policemen never laugh when on

duty. There is probably something in the

regulations against it. But Officer Donahue

permitted the left corner of his mouth to

twitch slightly, and a momentary muscular

spasm disturbed the calm of Officer Cassidy's

granite features, as a passing breeze ruffles

the surface of some bottomless lake.

" That's what they all say ! " observed

Officer Donahue.

" It's no use tryiii'.that line of talk," said

Officer Cassidy. " Babcock's squealed."

" Sure. Squealed 's morning," said Officer

Donahue.

Archie's memory stirred vaguely.

" Babcock ?" he said. " Do you know,

that name seems familiar to me somehow.

I'm almost sure I've read it in the paper or

something."

" Ah, cut it out ! " said Officer Cassidy,

disgustedly. The two constables exchanged

a glance of austere disapproval. This

hypocrisy pained them. " Read it in th"

paper or something ! "

" By Jove ! I remember now. He's the

chappie who was arrested in that bond busi-

ness. For goodness' sake, my dear, merry old

constables," said Archie, astounded, " you

surely aren't labouring under the impression

that I'm the Master-Mind they were talking

about in the paper ? Why, what an abso-

lutely priceless notion ! I mean to say, I

ask you, what ! Frankly, laddies, do I look

like a Master-Mind ? "

Officer Cassidy heaved a deep sigh, which

rumbled up from his interior like the first

muttering of a cyclone.

" If I'd known," he said, regretfully,

" that this guy was going to turn out a ruddy

Englishman, I'd have taken a slap at him

with m' stick and chanced it ! "

. Officer Donahue considered the point well

taken.

" Ah ! " he said, understandingly. He re-

garded Archie with an unfriendly eye. " I

know th' sort well ! Trampling on th' face

av th' poor ! "

" Ya.c'n trample on the poor man's face,"

said Officer Cassidy, severely ; " but don't

be surprised if one day he bites you in the

leg ! "

" But, my dear old sir," protestet] Archie,

" I've never trampled "

" One of these days," said Officer Donahue,

moodily, " the Shannon will flow in blood to

the sea ! "

" Absolutely ! But "

Officer Cassidy uttered a glad cry.

" Why couldn't we hit him a lick," he

suggested, brightly, " an' tell th' Cap. he

resisted us in th' exercise of our jooty ? "

An instant gleam of approval and enthu-

siasm came into Officer Donahue's eyes.

Officer Donahue was not a man who got

these luminous inspirations himself, but that

did not prevent him appreciating them in

others and bestowing commendation in the

right quarter. There was nothing petty or

grvidging about Officer Donahue.

" Ye're the lad with the head, Tim ! " he

exclaimed, admiringly.

" It just sorta came to me," said Mr.

Cassidy, modestly.

" It's a great idea, Timmy ! "

" Just happened to think of it," said Mr.

Cassidy, with a coy gesture of self-effacement.

ARCHIE had listened to the dialogue

with growing uneasiness. Not for the

first time since he had made their

acquaintance, he became vividly aware of

the exceptional physical gifts of these two

men. The New York police force demands

from "those who would join its ranks an

extremely high standard of stature and

sinew, but it was obvious that jolly old

Donahue and Cassidy must have passed in

first shot without any difficulty whatever.

" I sav, you know," he observed, appre-

hensively.

And then a sharp and commanding voice

spoke from the outer room.

" Donahue ! Cassidy ! What the devil

does this mean ? "

Archie had a momentary impression that

an angel had fluttered down to his rescue.

If this was the case, the angel had assumed

an effective disguiseâ��that of a police cap-

tain. The new arrival was a far smaller

man than his subordinatesâ��so much smaller

that it did Archie good to look at him. For

a long time he had been wishing that it were

possible to rest his eyes with the spectacle of

something of a slightly -less out-size nature

than his two companions.

" Why have you left your posts ? "

The effect of the interruption on the Messrs.

Cassidy and Donahue was pleasingly instan-

taneous. They seemed to shrink to almost

normal proportions, and their manner took

on an attractive deference.

Officer Donahue saluted.

" If ye plaze, sorr "

Officer Cassidy also saluted, simultaneously.

1 'Twas like this, sorr "

The captain froze Officer Cassidy with a

glance and, leaving him congealed, turned to

Officer Donahue.
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" Oi wuz standing on th' fire-escape, sorr,"

said Officer Donahue, in a tone of obsequious

respect which not only delighted but

astounded Archie, who hadn't known he

c-iuld talk like that, " accorclin' to instruc-

tions, when I heard a suspicious noise. I

crope in, sorr, and found this duckâ��found

the accused, sorrâ��in froÃ¯it of th' mirror,

examinin' himself. 1 then called to Officer

Cassidy for assistance. We pinchedâ��ar-

rested urn, sorr."

The captain looked at Archie. It seemed

to Archie that he looked at him coldly and

with contempt.

" Who is he ? "

" The Master-Mind, sorr."

" The what ? "

" The accused, sorr. The man that's

wanted."

" You may want him. I don't," said the

captain. Archie, though relieved, thought

he might have put it more nicely. " This

isn't Moon. It's not a bit like him."

" Absolutely not ! " agreed Archie, cor-

dially. " It's all a mistake, old companion,

as I was trying to "

" Cut it out ! "

" Oh, right-o !"

" You've seen the photographs at the

station. Do you mean to tell me you see

any resemblance ? "

" If ye plaze, sorr," said Officer Cassidy,

coming to life.

" Well ? "

" We thought he'd bin disguising himself,

the way he wouldn't be recognized."

" You're a fool ! " said the captain.

" Yes, sorr," said Officer Cassidy, meekly.

" So are you, Donahue."

" Yes, sorr."

Archie's respect for this chappie was going

up all the time. He seemed to be able to

take years off the lives of these massive

blighters with a word. It was like the

stories you read about lion-tamers. Archie

did not despair of seeing Officer Donahue

and his old college chum Cassidy eventually

jumping through hoops.

" Who are you ? " demanded the captain,

turning to Archie.

" Well, my name is "_ -

" What are you doing here ? "

" Well, it's rather a longish story, you

know. Don't want to bore you, and all that."

" I'm here to listen. You can't bore me."

" Dashed nice of you to put it like that,"

said Archie, gratefully. " I mean to say,.

makes it easier and so forth. What I mean

is, you know how rotten you feel telling the

deuce of a long yarn and wondering if the

party of the second part is wishing you would

turn off the tap and go home. I mean "

" If," said the captain, " you're reciting

something, stop. If you're trying to tell me

what you're doing here, make it shorter and

easier."

Archie saw lus point. Of course, time was

moneyâ��the modern spirit of hustleâ��all that

sort of thing.

" Well, it was this batliing suit, you know,"

he said.

" What bathing suit ? "

" Mine, don't you know. A lemon-

coloured contrivance. Rather bright and so

forth, but in its proper place not altogether

a bad egg. Well, the whole thing started,

you know, with my standing on a bally

pedestal sort of arrangement in a diving

attitudeâ��for the cover, you know. I don't

know if you have ever done anything of that

kind yourself, but it gives you a most fearful

crick in the spine. However, that's rather

beside the point, I supposeâ��don't know why

I mentioned it. Well, this morning he was

dashed late, so I went out "

" What the devil are you talking about ? '"

Archie looked at him, surprised.

" Aren't I making it clear ? "

" No."

" Well, you understand about the .bathing

suit, don't you ? The jolly old bathing suit,

you've grasped that, what ? "

" No."

" Oh, I say," said Archie. " That's rather

a nuisance. I mean to say, the batliing suit's

what you might call the good old pivot of

the whole dashed affair, you see. Well, you

understand about the cover, what ? Yeu're

pretty clear on the subject of the cover ?"

" What cover ? ". ; ; : t

" Why, for the magazine." .

"â�¢What magazine ?.'.' â�¢

" Now there you rather: havethe. One of

these bright little periodicals^ -you know,

that you see popping to and fro on the

bookstalls."

" I don't know what you're talking about,"

said the captain. He looked at Archie with

an expression of distrust and hostility. "And

I'll tell you straight out I don't like the looks

of you. I believe you're a pal of his."

" No longer," said Archie, firmly. " I

mean to say, a chappie who makes you stand

on a bally pedestal sort of arrangement and

get a crick in the spine, and then doesn't turn

up.and leaves you biffing all over the country-

side in a bathing suit "

THE reintroduction of the bathing suit,

motive seemed to have the worst effect

on the captain. He flushed darkly.

" Are you trying to josh me ? I've a mind

to soak you ! "

" If ye plaze, sorr," cried Officer Donahue

and Officer Cassidy in chorus. In the course

of their professional career they did not often

hear their superior make many suggestions

with which they saw eye to eye, but he had
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" Why couldn't we hit him a lick an' tell th' Cap. he resisted us in the exercise of

our jooty ? "
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certainly, in their opinion, spoken a mouthful

now.

" No, honestly, my dear old thing, nothing

was farther from my thoughts "

He would have spoken further, but at this

moment the world came to an end. At least,

that was how it sounded.

Somewhere in the imme-

diate neighbourhood some- Â¡

thing went off with a vast

explosion, shattering the

glass in the window, peel-

ing the plaster from the

ceiling, and

sending him

staggering into

the inhos-

pitable arms of

Officer Dona-

hue.

The three

guardians o f

the Law stared

at one another.

" If ye p.'aze,

sor r," said

Officer Cassidy,

saluting.

" Well ? "

"May I spake,

sorr ? "

" Well ? "

'Something's

exploded,

sorr ! "

The information, kindly meant though it

was, seemed to annoy the captain.

"What the devil did you think I thought

had happened ? " he demanded, with not a

little irritation. " It was a bomb ! "

Archie could have corrected this diagnosis,

for already a faint but appealing aroma of an

alcoholic nature was creeping into the room

through a hole in the ceiling, and there had

risen before his eyes the picture of J. B.

Wheeler affectionately regarding that barrel

of his on the previous morning in the studio

" Something went off with a vast explosion, sending

him staggering into the inhospitable arms of Officer

Donahue."

upstairs. J. B. Wheeler had wanted quick

results, and he had got them. Archie had

long since ceased to regard J. B. Wheeler as

anything but a tumour on the social system,

but he was bound to admit that he had

certainly done him a good turn now. Already

these honest men, diverted

by the superior attraction

of this latest happening,

appeared to have forgotten

his existence.

" Sorr ! " said Officer

Donahue.

" Well ? '

"It came

from upstairs,

sorr."

" Of course

it came from

upstairs. Cas-

sidy ! "

" Sorr ? "

" Get - down

into the street,

call up the

reserves, and

stand at the

front entrance

to keep the

crowd back.

We'll have, the

whole city1 here

in five min-

utes."

"Right,

sorr."

" Don't let

anyone in."

" No, sorr."

"Well, see

that you don't.

Come along,

Donahue, now.

Look slippy."

"On the spot,

sorr!" said

Donahue.

A moment later Archie had the room to

himself. Two minutes later he was picking

his way cautiously down the fire-escape after

the manner of the recent Mr. Moon. Archie

had not seen much of Mr. Moon, but he had

seen enough to know that in certain crises

his methods were sound and should be fol-

lowed. Elmer Moon was not a good man ;

his ethics were poor and his moral code

shaky ; but in the matter of legging it away

from a situation of peril and discomfort he

had no superior.

(The concluding story in this scries will appear next month.)
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THE meeting between Mr. Crav and

Mr. Edward P. Wallin, of Seattle,

was a touching and wonderful

thing. It took place on the pave-

ment of the Strand, about fifty yards from

the entrance to the Milan, the occasion being

a gentle stroll on the part of Mr. Cray

towards one of the reopened hotels in North-

umberland Avenue, which was reputed to

possess a wizard in the art of cocktail mix-

ing. They recognized one another about

ten yards off, and their greetings were

vociferous and idiomatic.

" If it isn't Ed ! " Mr. Cray exclaimed, in

great excitement. " Welcome to the gay

little burg ! "

" Joe, old sport, if this isn't bully ! " was

the prompt and hearty response. " Put

it there, my son of the Stars and Stripes.

Why, I thought you were handing doughnuts

to the boys out in Cologne."

" Demobbed two months ago," was the

cheerful reply. " I had twelve months of it

steady."

" Gee ! but you're a wonder ! I guess the

Milan's the nearest."

Arm-in-arm, the two men swung along the

pavement, Mr. Wallin a somewhat smaller

and plumper edition of his old friend. Their

faces exuded good-humour and goodwill.

Both were filled with the joy of meeting a

friend and fellow-countryman in a strange

city.

' Ed," Mr. Cray observed, " they've hit

it up for us on the other side."
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" It's a sure Hades ! " the other groaned.

" You have to have a pain in your stomach

and drop in at the drug store to get a drop of

rye or Scotch, and even then you feel like

hiding behind the show-case. And I tell

you, Joe, to see the boys lapping up soft

drinks and getting gloomier all the time is

just one over the limit. No one's got used

to it yet. We go about kinder dazed."

Mr. Cray glanced at his watch as they

reached the Milan bar. He led the way to

two easy chairs and beckoned to a waiter.

" Two Scotches-and-soda,Tim," he ordered,

" and in a quarter of an hour see that Coley

hits us up two dry Martinis with some stick

in. Afterwards we'll have a bite of luncheon

in the Grill Room."

The programme was approved and carried

out. About half-way through the meal Mr.

Cray asked a momentous question.

" Say, what's brought you over, Ed ? "

Mr. Wallin laid down his knife and fork

and groaned. His eyes were fixed with an

indescribable expression upon the figure of a

woman a short distance away.

" That," he replied. " Her ! "

Mr. Cray turned in his chair. A smartly-

attired young woman, who had paused upon

the threshold looking around the room as

though in search of someone, was now

approaclu'ng their table.

" Why, Mr. Wallin," she exclaimed, as

she shook hands, " I had no idea that you

were staying here ! "

" I'm not," he replied. " I'm just having

Phillips Oppcnhcim.
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a bite with a friend. I'd like you to know

Mr. Joseph P. Crayâ��Miss Nora Medlicott."

Mr. Cray rose at once to his feet and shook

hands with Miss Medlicott. She was very

good-looking, her expression was pleasing,

and her manner friendly.

" I'm glad to know you, Mr. Cray," she

said. " Are you, by any chance, related to

Mrs. Georgina Cray, the Vice-PrÃ©sident of

the Women's Kill-the-Drink League ? "

" My wife." Mr. Cray faltered.

Miss Medlicott shook hands with him again.

" I am proud to know you, sir," she de-

clared. " Your wife has done a great work

in Oregon."

" Sure ! " Mr. Cray murmured, his tone

singularly lacking in conviction. "-I've been

kind of out of things for the last twelve

months."

" Mr. Cray has been over in France, doing

Y.M.C.A. work," his friend explained.

" Exactly what I should have expected

from Mrs. Cray's husband," the young lady

declared, approvingly.

" You'll sit down and have some lunch

with us. Miss Medlicott ? " Mr. Wallin begged.

The young lady appeared to hesitate. She

glanced once more around the room.

. " I promised to lunch with some of the

crowd," she said, " but "

Her eyes suddenly fell upon the bottle of

Scotch whisky which Mr. Wallin had vainly

tried to conceal behind a newspaper. Her

manner stiffened.

" We'll send this right away,"" the offender

promised, eagerly. "I'm not accustomed to

it in the middle of the day, but Mr. Cray here

has a touch of rheumatism."

. " Touch of what ? " Mr. Cray asked,

blankly, and received a kick on the sliins for

his obtuseness.

Miss Medlicott smiled gravely at him.

" You mustn't think I'm over-prejudiced,

Mr. Cray," she said, " but I am a great

believer â�¢ in total abstinence. I have many

friends, however, who do not share my views,

amongst them Mr. Wallin here. I do not,

hoivever, sit down at a table, if I can help it,

where .alcoholic liquors are being consumed."

" We'll soon make that all right if you'll

join us,". Mr. Cray promised, pushing the

bottle heroically away.

" In any case," Miss Medlicott replied,

smiling, " there are my friends. Good-bye,

Mr. Cray. You will come and call, won't

you, Mr. Wallin ? "

" Sure ! " that gentleman assented, eagerly.

" I'll be round to-morrow afternoon."

THE young lady departed. Mr. Cray

looked after her regretfully.

" Say, that's a pity, Ed !" he said.

" A real stunner, if ever I spoke to one, and a

bee in her bonnet like that ! "

Mr. Wallin groaned.

" And I love her, Joe," he confided. " I've

asked her to marry me six times, and

I've come over here because I couldn't

bear to think of her in London and these

foreign places and me back in Seattle.

Sometimes I think I'll have to take the

pledge."

Mr. Cray coughed. He found advice

difficult.

" It's a serious step, Ed. Men at our time

of life ought to be careful how we trifle with

our constitutions."

Mr. Wallin helped himself to whisky.

" You're right, Joe," he agreed ; " but I

do sure love that girl."

" How do you stand with her ?" his friend

inquired.

" All right, I guess, except for this craze

of hers," was the doleful reply. " I can't

see that it's her fault. Her father and

mother are crazy about it. She's been

brought up in the atmosphere." '; . â�¢'

" She seems a nice girl, too," Mr. Cray

sighed.

" If she'd only leave off trying to convert

me ! " Mr. Wallin murmured.

Mr. Cray finished his whisky-and -?oda

and displayed an interest in the waiter 's

suggestion as to liqueurs. The matter

having been satisfactorily dealt with, he

proceeded to the reconsideration, of -his

friend's dilemma.

" Ed," he said, " have you ever tried to

convert the young lady ? "

" Will you tell me how to start about it/;? "

Mr. Wallin asked, drearily. " JThe poor girl

doesn't know the taste of .%}ne-or |i<juor.

Nothing of the sort has ever been allowed in

the house since she was born. I'd as, sqtm

think of offering her a cocktail as of handing

her poisjoned chocolates, and I guess she'd

feel the same about it.".

" What sort of a crowd is she with over

here ? " Mr. Cray inquired.

" Why, there's her father and mother, a

reverend gentleman, two elderly men, and

Hiram Croft, the Senator. I guess he's in

the same boat that I am."

" A rival, eh ? " Mr. Cray observed. .. .

His friend assented dolefully.

" And looks like landing the goods. There

they all are, over at the round table."

Mr. Cray studied them thoughtfully

" Lot of deadheads," he declared. " Why,

Miss Medlicott is the only live figure there.

She don't belong, Ed."

" It's a cruel hobby, that water-drinking,"

Mr. Wallin remarked. " Seems to link them

together, though."

" You mean to tell me that sandy-haired,

melancholy-looking dyspeptic is your rival ? "

his host went on. " Gee ! Ed, you ought to

put it over on him ! "
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" He's the big noise when he's on the plat-

lorm."

" Sure, but the girl isn't going to live with

him on a platform ! What are they all

doing over here, Ed ? "

" Some fool's stunt," Mr. Wallin replied.

'' They're collecting recipes of temperance

drinks. The idea is, when they find one

that goes, to form a company to manufacture

it. Something that's cool and thirst-quench-

ing in summer, and warm and vitalizing in

winterâ��see the ads. that Hiram Croft is

always drawing up."

" A new soft drink, eh ? " Mr. Cray said,

thoughtfully.

" That's the idea. They're^going round

the English manufacturers, and if they can't

find anything they're going on the Continent."

" A new soft drink, eh ? " Mr. Cray re-

peated. " There's money in that, Ed."

" Sure," Mr. Wallin assented, " or Hiram

Croft wouldn't be in it. He's some water-

drinker, and he cuts out the hard stuff all

right, but his nose follows the dollars all tha

lime. Pa and Ma Medlicott know that,

too. My little pile isn't much by the side

of his."

" Ed " his friend said, firmly, " if you let

a whimple-faced, anaemic-looking weed like

that rob you of a fine girl like Miss Medlicott,

I've sure done with you."

" Do you think I want him to have her ? "

Mr. Wallin asked, almost indignantly. " Do

you think I've followed her over here for

nothing ? Say, you always were a slick sort

of chap, Joe. Do you think you could help

me ? "

Mr. Cray stretched a pudgy but muscular

hand across the table.

" I do think so and I will, Ed," he de-

clared. " Put it there."

rT"'HE Hiram Croft-cum-Medlicott party

I occupied a large round table in a

corner of the restaurant. Mr. Wallin

and his companion paused before it on their

way out.

" I want you all to know my friend, Mr.

Joseph P. Cray," the former said, with his

hand on Hiram Croft's shoulder. " Mr. Cray

has just returned from a year with the

Young Men's Christian Association out at the

Front."

Mr. Hiram Croft shook hands. The intro-

duction was made general.

" Any relation, may I ask ? " Mrs.

Medlicott began, adjusting her pince-nez.

"My friend Mr. Cray,".Mr. Wallin inter-

rupted, proudly, " is the husband of Mrs.

Cray, the Vice-PrÃ©sident of the Kill-the-

Drink League."

Mr. Hiram Croft shook hands with him

again.

" This is a privilege, Mr. Cray," he said.

Everyone seemed pleased and happy. A

chair was brought for Mr. Cray, who looked

round at the table with its four goblets of

iced water with an inward shiver. There

was a good deal of general conversation,

which Mr. Cray dexterously brought up to a

certain point.

" Mr. Croft," he said, " I am one of those

men who before the war had tÃeen accus-

tomed to use liquor in moderation."

Mr. Cray, in the eyes of everybody, became

a very black sheep indeed. Everybody's

manner stiffened perceptibly. It was hard

to connect an even moderate use of strong

drink with the husband of such an inspired

dry prophetess as Mrs. Cray.

" When I took up my post for the

Y.M.C.A.," Mr. Cray continued, " I cut it

right out. During my year in France not a

drop of liquor of any sort passed my lips.

Being naturally of a somewhat thirsty dis-

position, I developed a strong interest in

temperance drinks."

" Sure ! " Mr. Hiram Croft murmured, with

returning tolerance.

" The subject of temperance drinks," Mr.

Medlicott announced, " is one which is at the

present time engaging a large share of our

attention."

" So I understood from my friend Mr.

Wallin here," Mr. Cray said. " I gathered

that you were over here looking out for a

thoroughly satisfactory recipe for a non-

alcoholic beverage."

" Do you know of one, Mr. Cray ? " Miss

Medlicott asked, with a smile.

-" Madam," the gentleman addressed re-

plied, solemnly, " I do."

" Say, this is very interesting," the Senator

remarked. " Can we be introduced to it,

sir ? "

Mr. Cray drew his chair a little closer up

to the table.

" Mrs. Medlicott and gentlemen," he said,

" it is, in a sense, a most extraordinary thing

that I should have come into touch with you.

I claim to have discovered the most won-

derful, refreshing, thirst-quenching, and ex-

hilarating beverage the world has ever known.

I hold the recipe of it, and I value that recipe

at a good many million dollars."

" Large figures," Mr. Croft murmured.

" If the beverage," Mr. Cray proceeded,

solemnly, " stood on the market according

to my directions and sold at even a moderate

profit, its sales throughout the world would

be colossal. But," he went on, " all this is

talk. I am prepared to prove my words. I

ask you, Mrs. Medlicott and gentlemen, have

you yet discovered a satisfactory non-alco-

holic beverage ? "

" We have not," Mrs. Medlicott admitted.

" We were inclined to favour a certain,

brand of dry ginger ale," Mr. Croft observed.
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" but we-ha ve come to the decision that its

after-efiects are deleterious."

" A sense of inflation," one of the old

gentlemen murmured.

" A tendency towards pains in the lower

regions," Mr. Medlicott admitted, frankly.

" In short," Mr. Cray summed up, " you

have not yet found what you are looking

for. Now, I have brought my recipe back

t rom France, and, although I have not yet

sold a single bottle, been near the adver-

tisers, or mentioned it to a soul, I have a

plant near London, and I shall be starting out

shortly to manufacture on a very small scale.

I invite you, ladies and gentlemen, to dine

with me in the restaurant of this hotel at

eight o'clock next Wednesday night, when

my daughter. Lady Sittingbourne, will be

proud to be your hostess. You shall then

test my beverage, and if you find it what you

are looking for, there shall be no question of

dollars between us. I will give you the

recipe."

Mr. Hiram Croft shook hands with Mr.

Cray for the third time.

" Sir," he said, " if you are not led away

by the enthusiasm of the discoverer, you are

one of the world's benefactors."

" You have spoken, sir," Mrs. Medlicott

declared, " as the husband of Mrs. Cray

should speak."

" In short," Mr. Medlicott declared, " we

accept your invitation."

MR. CRAY received his guests on the

appointed day in the sitting-room of

his suite. He presented them to his

daughter, and as soon as they were all

assembled he stood by his little sideboard

and addressed them.

" Mrs. and Miss Medlicott and gentlemen,"

he said, " I can assure you that I feel it a very-

great honour to entertain you all to-night,

but I do not want you to lose sight for a

moment of the fact that in a sense this is an

educational, and I trust you will find it a

deeply interesting, gathering. I am going

to disprove everything that has ever been

written about alcohol."

" Hear, hear ! " Mr. Hiram CroÃ®t murmured.

" Now," Mr. Cray continued, smiling,

" you are all doubtless aware of a long-

established habit amongst our country-

people of taking a cocktail before dinner.

However one looks upon it, the habit itself

is, without doubt, a pernicious one."

" Deplorable ! " Mrs. Medlicott murmured.

'' Unhygienic," one of the old gentlemen

echoed.

Mr. Cray signified his unqualified assent.

" Still," he continued, " one function of

this cocktail is on the surface a pleasant one.

A little party of friends such as the present

one me.ets, a little tired with the day's toil,
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shy, perhaps, from an imperfect acquaintance

with one another, depressed with business

worries, physically, perhaps, and mentally

weary. Alcohol, in the shape of a cocktail,

has its functions upon such an occasion. \Ye

have heard the hearty laugh, we have seen

the lightning change, the smile of relief, a

spirit, perhaps, of good-fellowship, incited by

this evil means. Now, my friends, I propose

to show you how something of the same sort

can be incited without recourse to this bane

of our days, alcohol."

Mr. Cray lifted a napkin from the top of a

dozen or so of glasses which stood upon

a silver salver upon the sideboard. The

glasses .were filled with a pale amber liquid,

on the top of which was floating a small piece

of lemon. Very proudly indeed Mr. Cray

handed a glass to each of the little company.

They all accepted it with a smile of pleased

interest.

" Now this," Mr. Cray announced, " is

the subject of my first recipe. It is, I claim,

pleasant to the taste, stimulating, refreshing,

and entirely harmless. It is quite inexpen-

sive to produce, and if you share my enthu-

siasm for the beverage of which you will

presently partake, the recipe for this slight

appetizer shall also be yours. Mrs. Medli-

cottâ��Miss Medlicottâ��gentlemen ! "

They all tasted critically, tasted again,

and set down their glasses empty. Then they

all looked at one another. Mr. Wallin was

the only unenthusiastic person.

" I'm afraid I'm all for a dry Martini,

Joseph," he admitted ; " although I must

admit that this is a pleasant little appetizer

so far as soft drinks go."

" Your taste, sir," Mr. Hiram Croft said,

severely, " is vitiated. The beverage of

which we have just partaken, Mr. Cray," he

added, looking hard at the sideboard to see

it there was any more, " represents, I con-

sider, a remarkable discovery. I find it ex-

ceedingly pleasant and, if I may say so,

stimulating, without the noxious after-taste

of alcohol."

" I think it is perfectly delicious," Miss

Medlicott pronounced.

" Most soothing," Mrs. Medlicott agreed.

" Mr. Wallin's criticism," Mr. Medlicott

said, regarding him steadily, " only proves how

a taste for the really good and pure beverages

of life may be destroyed by reckless indul-

gence in alcohol. I consider this beverage

which you have offered us, Mr. Cray, a most

marvellous discovery. I Ã¶fter you my con-

gratulations. I am impatient to become,

acquainted with your other and main dis-

covery."

" I am most gratified," Mr. Cray declared,

beaming. " If you will follow me, then, we

will now get along to the restauran* "

The little party made their \va-
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corridor to the lift and thence to the restau-

rant. There was not the slightest doubt

that the tnith of Mr. Cray's contentions was

already becoming evident. The two old

gentlemen, who brought up the rear arm-in-

arm, looked a great* deal less like college pro-

fessors, and surveyed the gay scene in the

foyer with critical and appreciative eyes.

Mr. Hiram Croft talked the whole of the way.

He was even genial to his rival, Mr. Wallin.

" It is my belief, sir," he said, " that your

very interesting friend, Mr. Cray, has made a

forward to my dinner. If this . sensation

lasts I shall hail Mr. Cray as one of the bene-

factors of his generation, and I shall make it

my business, too, as a Senator and a man of

some note, Mr. Wallin, in our great country.

' ' it was a pleasing custom Â¡n my younger days,' Mr. Croft said, ' to sing songs at the conclusion

marvellous discovery. I have suffered from

dyspepsia all my life. Meals have been a

trouble to me instead of a pleasure. I have

seldom anticipated the partaking of food

except with dread. To-night I have quite

a new feeling. I am hungry. I am looking

to see that your friend's discovery brings him

the fame to which he is entitled."

Mr. Wallin listened with respect to his

companion's eulogy. Mrs. Medlicott, who

'walked at Mr. Cray's right hand, talked to

him all the time with marked graciousneK.
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She did not once raise her pin^e-nez to gaze

with disapproval at the somewhat exotic

evening dresses of the other guests in the

foyer. Her mouth had lost its severe curve,

and she, too, seemed full of pleasurable

anticipation. Miss Medlicott, who walked

on the other side of their host, was inclined

to be a little thoughtful. She, too, however,

was in the best of spirits, and a little cry of

admiration escaped her lips when, escorted

bv many bowing waiters, they were ushered

to a private room opening out of the main

restaurant, in the centre of which was a large

table beautifully decorated with great clusters

of a feast of this descriptionâ��college songs, generally.'

of red roses, and with a little American flag

rising from a fancy edifice in the middle.

There was a general murmur of interest

when, as they sat down, gold-foiled bottles,

one to every two persons, were discovered

around the table.

" So this is the .?reat discovery ? " Mrs.

Medlicott said, si . Â¿ng. " The bottle pre-

sents a most attractive appearance."

" I am glad that it meets with your ap-

proval," Mr. Cray replied. " I have in-

structed the waiter not to open any of it

until after the soup, as the contents are

slightly aerated."

Mr. Hiram Croft looked a little dis-

appointed. He ate his oysters and swallowed

his soup with almost tumultuous eagerness.

A little murmur of deep interest escaped from

everyone when, with the serving of the fi.sh,

a dark-visaged potentate dexterously opened

one or two of

the bottleb and

glasses were

filled.

" Ladies and

gen t lernen,"

Mr. Cray said,

" this may be

an epoch-

making dinner

in the history

o f American

temperance. If

you approve of

this beverage,

as I trust you

will do, there

may soon come

a time when it

will become a

familiar f e a -

ture upon the

sideboard and

dinner-table of

every self-respecting American

citizen. My best wishes to all

of you ! "

Glasses were clinked all round

the table. Mr. Cray drank with

Mrs. Medlicott and Miss Medli-

cott, Mr. Wallin drank with

Mr. Medlicott, the two old gen-

tlemen drank with one another,

Mr. Hiram Croft drank with

everybody. When he set down

his glass it was empty. His

words reflected the expression

of pleasure on everyone's face.

" Mr. Cray," he pronounced,

" there can be no manner of

doubt about the qualities of

this remarkable beverage. I

hail you, sir, as one of the

greatest discoverers of the age,

one of the greatest friends American tem-

perance has ever had."

" Let us drink," Mrs. Medlicott purred,

" to Mrs. Cray. What would she not give to

be with us to-night ! "

" To Mrs. Cray," the Senator assented.
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waving his refilled glass, " Vice-PrÃ©sident of

the Kill-the-Drink League. Also to her

worthy husband, Mr. Joseph P. Cray," he

added, bowing to his host.

The toast was duly honoured, and the

conversation continued on cheerful and

optimistic lines. After his first glass Mr.

Cray turned to Mrs. Medlicott.

" Madam," he said, " I trust that it will

not offend your susceptibilities in any way

if Mr. Wallin and I, who you know are not

abstainers, take a glass of champagne ? "

Mrs. Medlicott shook her head at him, but

her expression, as well as her tone, was kind

and genial.

" Why, you must please yourself, Mr.

Cray," she replied. " I am thankful to say

that I am not a prejudiced woman."

Mr. Cray bowed, and the waiter filled his

glass and Mr. Wallin's with champagne of a

well-known vintage. Mrs. Medlicott sighed.

" Everyone to his taste," she said, " but it

does astonish me, Mr. Cray, that when you

have a harmless and non-alcoholic beverage

of such marvellous properties as the one

which we are now drinking, you should prefer

to drink wine and face the after - conse-

quences."

" Wine doesn't disagree with me, madam,"

Mr. Cray declared, mildly.

Mrs. Medlicott squeezed his arm in friendly

fashion.

" Joseph Cray," she said, " I take an in-

terest in you because I know your wife."

Mr. Cray sighed.

" I suppose Amelia has to be in it," he

murmured.

Mrs. Medlicott shook her head playfully.

" Why, Mr. Cray," she exclaimed, " you

are getting me all confused. Now listen to

me, there's a dear man. Statistics '

MR. HIRAM CROFT'S sonorous utter-

ance suddenly descended upon them

like a mill-stream, sweeping away the

froth of lighter conversation. One hand

fondly embraced the stem of his wineglass,

with the other he beat time upon the table.

" Statistics," he interrupted, " have proved

to the conviction of every thinking man the

evil and the horror of indulgence in alcoholic

beverages of any sort. Mr. Joseph P. Cray

here has swept away the last excuse of the

wine-drinker. He has provided us with a

beverage generous in its qualities, exhila-

rating in its after-effects, delicious to the

palate. This beverage," he continued, look-

ing earnestly at the bubbles in his glass, " has

none of the thin acidity of most temperance

drinks. It hash none ofshâ��I beg your

pardon," he said, holding his hand before his

mouth and correcting himself with prenatural

gravity. " It has none of the thin limpidity

of the aerated waters in ge-general use. If I

were to search through my vocabulary for Ð»

single adjective, or rather epithet, to apply-

to this wonderful refreshment, I should call

itâ��inspired."

" Bravo ! " exclaimed the two old gentle-

men from the other end of the table.

" How eloquent you are, Mr. Croft ! " Miss

Medlicott murmured.

Mr. Croft dived for her hand under the

table, and very nearly lost his balance. The

young lady drew a little farther away.

" What I should like to know," Mr. Medli-

cott demanded, " is what can alcohol give us

that we do not find in this simple beverage ~f ''

" What indeed ? " Mr. Cray murmured,

under his breath.

The Senator straightened his tie, which he

was surprised to find had gone round to the

back of his neck.

" Mr. Cray," he declared, " is the world's

greatest benefactor. He has dug a grave for

alcohol, he has signed the doom of hard

drinks. You agree with me, gentlemen ? "

he asked, leaning over and addressing the

two gentlemen with strained politeness.

" Sure ! " they exclaimed, with one breath.

" I am glad to hear that," Mr. Groft said,

severely. " For a moment I fancied that

you were not in sympathy with our enthu-

siasm."

" That's where you were dead wrong, then,

Croft," one of them replied.

Mr. Croft looked round the table.

" If anyone has anything to say again.st

this beverage " he continued, with the

air of one spoiling for a fight.

" I thought it a little insipid," Mr. Wallin

commented. " I was glad to get a glass of

champagne afterwards."

" Inshipid ? " Mr. Croft repeated, severely.

" Mr. Wallin, you surprise me."

" Not nearly so much as you're surprising

me," that gentleman replied. " I haven't

seen you look so well or talk so well for ages."

Mr. Croft smiled. He looked steadily at

Miss Medlicott's hand, as though meditating

another dive. She promptly withdrew it

and moved her chair a little nearer to Mr.

Wallin's.

" It was a pleasing custom in my younger

days," Mr. Croft said presently, as the

wonderful repast drew to a finish, " toâ��er-â��

shing shongsâ��I beg your pardonâ��to sing

songs at the conclusion of a feast of this

descriptionâ��college songs generally. Can

anyone oblige ? "

Everyone seemed willing to oblige at once.

Mr. Cray struck the table with his fist, how-

ever, and demanded silence for Mrs. Medli-

cott, and Mrs. Medlicott, interrupted with

little bursts of laughter which necessitated

her stopping sometimes to wipe the tear-;

from her eyes, warbled a strange ditty in

which the moonlight, a coloured gentlemaji
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of amorous - opcnsities, and a chicken

seemed inextricably mixed. Mr. Cray roared

a buccaneering ditty, and Mr. Croft, in a

reedy falsetto, essayed a well-known darky

melody. Presently Mrs. and Miss Medlicott

retired into the little withdrawing-room

opening out from the suite, Mr. Croft, sup-

porting himself by the back of the chair,

throwing amorous kisses at the latter's

retreating figure. His eyes returned to the

sideboard, and rested there with marked

satisfaction.

" Two more bottles," he declared. " We'll

give thish beverage a thorough tesht, Mr.

Cray."

Mr. Cray signed to the waiter. Then he

rose to his feet. Miss Medlicott was standing

on the threshold of the withdrawing-room,

beckoning imperatively to him.

" If you will excuse me for one moment,

gentlemen," he begged.

" For one moment, but never a life-time,"

warbled Mr. Croft. " Come back shoon,

old dear."

Mr. Cray approached Miss Medlicott with

some apprehension. She drew him inside

the little room. Mrs. Medlicott was lying on

the couch with her eyes closed, and snoring

melodiously.

" Dear host " Miss Medlicott began.

Mr. Cray saw that the young lady's eyes

were dancing with humour, and he felt

relieved.

" Will you give me the recipe of your

temperance beverage, please ? " she said.

" I will if you promise to marry Mr.

Wallin," he replied.

She laughed softly.

" He hasn't asked me lately," she said.

" If he asks you to-night ? " Mr. Cray

persisted.

She looked back into the room. The two

old gentlemen were sitting arm-in-arm, telling

one another stories. Mr. Medlicott, with a

cigar in the corner of his mouth and a

beatific expression upon his face, was leaning

forward in his chair, listening to Mr. Hiram

Croft telling a story in a confidential and

suggestive undertone. Mr. Wallin, pink and

white and wholesome, was looking a little

bored.

" I agree," she whispered.

Mr. Cray drew a paper from his pocket.

" You take four bottles of old champagne,

one pint oÃ brandy " he began.

" No more," she interrupted. " Take

my advice and tear it up. Fetch Mr.

Wallin."

" Ed," Mr. Cray called out softly, " will

you step this way ? "

Next month : " The Reckoning With Otto Schreed."
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DOt'BLE Ð�Ð�-ROSTÃ�C No. 90.

" IT was a famous victory."

So Southey says, and we agree.

1. His patronymic : by another name

Thn actor won his knighthood and his fame.

2. Shorten a Grecian hero, and you find

An Irish island still IB left behind.

3. Out of itself 'tis simple agony,

Hut in itself a charming melody.

4. It is the common burden of UR all,

And plundered Peter pays to plundered Paul.

5. To beat a tailless pet what town would boast Ã�

For answer search along the Scottish coast.

6. Alas, my brother ! how the ox is pained

To see that in a, teacup he's contained.

7. Bombs were lus wttifKmÂ«. and he strove to free

From foreign yoke his native ItJilv.

8. Thus spake the cannibal, pirpaml to dine

OlÃ your compatriot, oh solver mine !

KING COLE.
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GEORGE ROBEY,

NELSON KEYS,

and CROCK.

OLLS

MANY hard things are" said, and

sometimes even thought, about

the artistic demerits of our inco-

herent revues and so-called variety

entertainments, and of the drolls who give a

< ertain coherence to the incoherent and unity

to the variety. This only shows that the

old superstition of an artistic hierarchy still

lags superfluous. A revue may be a better

work of art than a five-act tragedy in blank

verse. The real difference between the new

entertainment and the old, or the old-

fashioned, is the altered relation of play-

wright and player. In the old, it was the

author that mattered, and the player was his

.interpreter. In the new, the player, with

occasional assistance from the author, inter-

prets himself. Often enough he is his own

author, not only interpreting himself, but

inventing the material and medium for the

interpretation. This makes the task of our

drolls at once glorious and onerous. Their

talent must be real, fresh, vital, individualâ��

Â¡i genuine artistic " value "â��or that good-

humoured yet inexorable tyrant, the public,

will dismiss them with Louis XIV.'s fatal

" We are not amused." A richly-endowed

temperament, brought to its full power by

]>erfect technique, in complete possession of

its resources, dominating its public by

â�¢natural gift of drollery or wit, or astonishing

it by impeccable accomplishment : this is

Svhat is demanded, and it is no slight achieve-

ment to satisfy such a demand. There are

several artistes who satisfy it brilliantly at

the present moment. But one must make a

choice, and I have selected three : Mr. George

Robe)', Mr. Nelson Keys, and Crock.

ffiy

A. B. WALKLEY.

MR. GEORGE ROBEY.

Mr. Robey has a comic face. Why ?

\Vhat is a. comic face ? Bergson asks the

question in his essay on " Laughter," con-

necting it with his general theory of the

comic as the mechanical encrusted on the

living, and answers that a comic face will

present something rigid in its wonted

mobility, an ingrained twitching, or a fixed

grimace. Mr. Robey gets the something

rigid by heavy semi-circular eyebrows, and

the fixed grimace is one of surprise. The

mouth is flexible and humorous, and often

contradicts the wondering fixity of the brows,

so that the face seems in two compartments,

the pursed knowingness of the lower half

" giving away " the round innocence of the

upper. But surprise is the dominant ex-

pression, and Mr. Robey's whole attitude is

one of surprise. He is mildly surprised Ñ�*

Johnny Jones. He is haughtily surprised

as Louis XV. He is indignantly sur-

prised at his audience.

NEEDLESS to say, the relation of every

droll to his audience is of the last

intimacy. It is of the essence of

his art to take them into his confidence,

to share his good tilings with them, never

to take his eye off them. Here he is at

the opposite pole from the serious actor,

who must appear totally unconscious of

his audience, never speak to them or look

at them. The sense of illusion must never

be broken. There are cases of half-illusion

â��Charles Lamb instanced the " artificial "

comedy of Congreve and Sheridanâ��where a

certain subconsciousness of the audience on

the actor's part may be permissible, or, as
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I said, of surprise. Someone in the audience lias indiscreetly

laughed at a supposed double meaning which Mr. Robey

meant in all innocence, and Mr. Robey is surprised, painfully

surprised. Mr. Robey is

always on the alert for

the audience's peccadilloes,

always prompt to reprove

them with his eyebrows

raised in surprise. Some-

times he will give a little

start and a severe look, as

though to check unseemly

laughter in advanceâ��with

the result, of course, that

" Have you ever looked at

a worm ? Have you ever

examined a worm ? "

George Robey as an Italian

street musician.

Lamb maintained, desirable.

But about the droll there can

be no doubt. There is no

pretence of illusion or half-

illusion in his case. He is

assuming a part only to act

himself. And so he is not to

be content with the " arti-

ficial " comedian's device of

under-lining passages for the

audience's especial benefit, as

Lamb said Jack Palmer did

with the sentiments of Joseph

Surface ; he must break off

the action to address his

audience directly. Of this

peculiar function of the droll

Mr. Robey is an accomplished

master. The point is to choose

the right moment and to say

the right thing. Very often

Mr. Robey will say nothing.

but will " look volumes."

And it is generally a look, as

'' As a Red Indian, George Robey wore a plumed head-dress

that stood on end when he was shown a rum-bottle."
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the laughter is louder than ever. His general battle. The public know their Robey, and

demeanour is that of a nervous, sensitive Mr. Robey knows Us public.

man, worried by an audience of whose taste

and tact he can never be quite sure. He has

to be ever on the watch to keep them on the

right path. At times he openly upbraids

Ami, among other things, he knows that

thev like to hear clearly and to understand

THE FRENCH

LOVER.

A BURLESQUE OF THE

STAGE GERMAN.

IN " A DRESSING-

ROOM EPISODE."

them. But always in a tone ami

with a face of surprise.

Note that in an inferior artiste

this attitude, far from provoking

roars of laughter, would be resented.

You must have conquered your

audience, proved your ability to

amuse it without fail, before it

Neis

will grant 5-ou the privilege of and the characters he plays in

familiarity. Prestige is half the " London, Paris, and New York."

what they hear. Mr.

Kobey takes care that

not a word he utters

shall fail to reach the

remotest corner of the

house, and every key-

word in a sentence is

emphasized as with
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the..stroke of a hammer. Indeed, for this

quality of hammering opt emphatic words I

can recall no artiste to equal Mr. Robey save

Sarah Bernhardt. But then Sarah gabbled

all the little intermediate words, and that

Mr. Robey never does. He is not afraid of

looks like two inches ofâ��nothing. You pat

it on the headâ��and it's ten to one you've

got the wrong end," etc., etc. This disquisi-

tion, read in cold blood, is not deliriously

funny. But Mr. Robey's bewilderment at

the unfamiliar epithet is obviously so sincere,

repetitions any more

than he is of italics.

He means, at all costs,

to be plain. Thus, A SPANISH

someone has called MUSICIAN.

him a " she-worm."

This is a novelty, and he ponders over it.

" \Vhy she-worm ? Why s/ic-worm ? " Then

(to trie audience) : " Have you ever seen a

worm ? Have you ever looked at a worm ?

Have you ever examined a worm ? Well, it

BEAU

BRUMMELI-.

he has so honest a desire to solve the mystery

by considering the anatomy and physiology

of the worm, his face of surprise is so much

more surprised than usual, that the effect of

the passage, as delivered, is highly ludicrous.

Highly ludicrous, that is to say, provided you

are in the right mood. It would be absurd

to go to him in your ultra-fastidious moments,

when nothing but the choicest epigrams will

serve your turn. You do not gather grapes

of thorns or epigrams from Mr. Robey. He

addresses a vast popular axidience who would

simply yawn (and perhaps throw things at

him) if he were too clever. Probably he is a

wittier man in real life than he ever dares to
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be on the boards. There he must be simple,

direct, not to say blunt. But his fun is

always genuine fun, of its kind. Indeed,

genuineness is his chief attraction. His

jokes seem to be spontaneous, his attitude

and gestures those of the natural man, in-

capable of dissimulation or disguise. See

him shrinking under the eagle eye of the

gendarmeâ��shrinking, shrinking in an agony

of nervous apprehension, yet with a desperate

attempt to appear unconcerned. And just

as naturally as he expresses fear of the

gendarme he expresses joy over the whisky-

bottle, or gratification at the sight of a pretty

face. All his emotions are unrestrained, like

a child's. Drolls appeal to the child in us.

That, though we may not know it (the child

in us being instinctive and not self-conscious),

is why we love them. And as children like

to hear the same stories over and over again,

so they like to find the old recognizable badge

in their drollsâ��-if it's only a red nose. In

Mr. Harry TÃ¤te they expect a certain mous-

tache. In Mr. Robey the badge is a certain

hatâ��-a shallow bowler, several sizes too small

for himâ��and a semi-clerical frock-coat. He

probably " came out " in that garb, and he

assumes it whenever he gets the chance. At

the same time, he has the gift of fantasy in

character costumes. As a Red Indian he

wore a plumed head-dress that stood on end

when he was shown a rum-bottle. As an

Italian street musician he wears a monkey

pinned to his coat-tails. Yes, drolls appeal

to the child in us, and it is wise to be a child

again as often as you can.

MR. NELSON KEYS.

There are many ways of serving the Garnie

Spirit. No two temperaments could be,

superficially, more unlike than those of Mr.

Robey and Mr. Nelson Keys. Mr. Robey is

stolid, phlegmatic, fond of appearing un-

moved amid contrasted agitation on the

stage or the storm of laughter provoked by

his last joke all over the house. The eye-

brows go up, but the man himself stands

still. Mr. Keys is mercurial, all vivacity,

all " air and fire," here, there, and every-

where, translating himself into a score of

different individualities in as many minutes,

not one but all mankind's epitome, a human

kaleidoscope. Mr. Robey is, like Mr. Wopsle's

Hamlet, massive and concrete ; you never

lose sight of him in his make-up. Mr. Keys's

make-up is often a perfect disguise, so perfect

that, until he has opened his mouth and

declared himself, you have failed to " spot "

him in the stage crowd. But it is not merely

a question of make-up. He identifies himself

with his assumed character, loses himself in

it, lives it. In other words, Mr. Keys is a

better mimic than Mr. Robey, though it by

no means follows that he is a better droll.

Indeed, any classification of artistes in some

supposed order of merit, whether they art-

drolls or tragedians, or novelists, or poets, or

painters, belongs to the school-boy order of

criticism. There is a commercial classifica-

tion, no doubt, which managers and pub-

lishers and picture-dealers cannot afford to

ignore, but market values do not enter into

Å�sthetic estimates. Mr. Robey and Mr.

Keys have their several publics. The wise,

the catholic-minded in humour, will know

how to enjoy them both. Let us like what

is excellent, no matter what it is : whether it

be a tragedy of Sophocles, the wit of Congreve,

Mr. George Robey's iroriic surprise at his

audience, or the mimetic antics of Mr. Nelson

Keys. They are all, to borrow one of Mr.

Keys's catchwords from " London, Paris, and

New York," " awf'ly good."

HE is seen, perhaps at his best, certainly

at his most various, in this revue. The

catchword quoted, not remarkable in

itself, but uttered in a hundred different tones

and coming in as a perpetual " refrain " to the

quaintest conversational amenities, is from

" A Dressing-Room Episode." Mr. Keys, as

himselfâ��that is, as the miniature, span-

figure in evening dress, with dangling cane

and silk hat perched on the back of the head,

so familiar in the postersâ��has strolled into

a fellow-actor's dressing-room, evidently after

dining a little too well, and inflicts on his

friend a series of what in any other man

would be tiresome inanities. He praises his

friend's performance, but upsets his looking-

glass and dislodges his wig from its blockâ��

and he incoherently prattles on and on. In

any other man, I say, this would be tiresome.

But it never tires you with Mr. Keys, his

mischief is so impish, his caricature of the

importunate visitor abounding in inoppor-

tune compliments is so true. Caricature ?

Hardly ; say rather criticism.

For I venture to claim Mr. Keys as a fellow-

critic. What is the first business of criticism ?

Is it not to put yourself in the criticized's

place, to adopt his point of view, to recreate

his work within yourself ? From tliat stand-

point you proceed to your own critical re-

serves. Well, Mr. Keys goes through the

same process. To represent a character, you

must first apprehend it ; but you may appre-

hend it merely, and then you are the dupe of

it. Mr. Keys apprehends it critically, and so

represents it as to mark his critical reserva-

tions by slightly emphasizing its weaknesses,

its absurdities. You laughâ��and the chief

end purposed is thereby gainedâ��but you

feel that you are laughing intelligently, that

you have gained an insight into the character

you are laughing at. " Interrnge-toi quand

tu ris," wrote Stendhal to his sister. Ask

yourself about the quality of your laughter



Ð�. Ð�. Walkley

43

over Mr. Nelson Keys, and you will find that

there is an intellectual element in it, it is

never empty laughter. I must not do Mr.

Keys the disservice of pretending that he

appeals exclusively to the " high-brows " ;

he appeals to every human being with a

sense of fun. But he will always be a special

favourite with the people who prefer

to season their fun with a little admix-

ture of thought.

This same critical faculty of his,

the faculty of commenting on a part

in the very way he plays it, is shown

in his impersonation of the three

lovers, English, French, and American,

in the triad of brief scenes illus-

trating the stock dramatic " motif

of one-woman-between-two-men.

The contriver of the scenes (I

suppose Mr. Arthur Wimperis)

has made each lover ridiculous,

and that is all right. But

Mr. Keys has marked the

international " nuances " of

the ridiculous ; his English

lover, vapouring, romantic

(a kind of " Georgian " poet,

shall one say ?), is as unlike

his ecstatic, gesticulating French

lover as both are unlike the

sentimental '' Johnny-get-your-

gun " cowboy lover. I cited

Stendhal just now. The

author of " De l'Amour,"

who was fond of inter-

national contrasts in amor-

ism, would have been de-

lighted with these three

presented by Mr. Keys.

Nor do these exhaust his

international types. His

German, laboriously but

unsuccessfully disguised as

an Englishman, is an old

favourite of his, and a

remarkable burlesque it is

of the stage Teuton. But

his Spanish musician is quite

new and more Spanish, you

guess, than anything in

Spain. You have just seen a

real bit of Spain, Laura de

Santelmo, a most graceful

dancer, and you have noticed

how she punctuatest he slow,

voluptuous rhythm of the dance by an

abnipt toss of the head and sudden stiffening

of the bodyâ��a sharp staccato to interrupt

the languid legato. To this lovely vision of

Spain on the romantic, the Don Quixote,

side, as you may say, Mr. Keys furnishes a

pendant of Spain on the Sancho Panza side

â��-a darting, whistling, thrumming little

figure, pouring out a voluble patter that

sounds authentically Spanish though it is

really Cockney. Vi'hether Mr. Keys is a

linguist or not, I haven't the remotest idea ;

but Jie is one of those (the late Mr. Evelyn

Beerbohm was, notably, another) who have

a fine ear for the melody, the pitch, the

accentuation of a foreign language, though

they may be quite ignorant of its

vocabulary. His ear, again, has caught

exactly the flat, toneless notes of a

Japanese speaking English. His im-

personation of a Japanese juggler

is (especially when his tricks fail)

one of the drollest, and at the same

time one of the most accurately

>bserved, things he does.

Indeed, this actor's gift

>f observation should per-

haps count first in the

long list of his assetsâ��

that, and the gift of

mimicry, which enables

him to reproduce what

he has observed. No

detail escapes liim,

and he has the critical

flair for the right, the

characteristic, detail.

This is the peculiar

talent of the realist ; when

he is required to present

something that he has

had no chance of observ-

ing he is by no means so

happy. Mr. Keys's Beau

Brummell, I should gxiess

(for it can only be guess-

work for any of us) ie no

more like Brummell than

his companions are like

Fox and Sheridan and

the Prince of Wales.

But he has seen many

a Cockney visitor to

Brighton, and he must

have seen an old white-

haired retired admiral,

and these two types he

reproduces for you in

perfection. They bring

his bunch of characters

in one evening up to

ten. As you have seen,

no one of the ten is in

the least like another,

and not one of them is a conventional type,

wherein the actor has merely to imitate

another actor. I spoke of his observation,

but, remember, his impersonations have not

only to be true, they have to be funnyâ��and

the amount of comic invention he has lavished

on them is prodigious.

All this, I think it must be agreed, makes

up a remarkable total of temperament, talent,

Crock the Inimitable.
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and art. The blend presupposes an inex-

haustible vitality. Obviously, there goes

with it a passionate desire to please. The

desire is richly gratified. London likes to be

thrilled now and then by a serious actor ; it

enjoys its few comedians, but it goes almost

crazed with delight over its drolls. We are

all, it has been said, born Platonists or Aris-

totelians. That may be. But it is certain

that we are all born Robeyites or Keysians.

And some of us, the luckiest, are born both.

CROCK.

Drollery may range from the meticulously

realistic to the extravagantly grotesque. The

most extravagant form of the grotesque is

what may be called the grockesque. For

Crock the inimitable must have an adjective

to himself. None but himself can be his

parallel. To describe him as a musical

clown would be misleading, because it would

put him in a class, and Crock is a unique

institution, like the moon or the Marble Arch.

He is a bundle of contradictions : bland and

sinister, as stupid as an owl and a Machiavelli

of astuteness, flat-footed and feather-light,

cacophonously riotous and " most musical,

most melancholy." On his first entrance

you are not quite sure whether he is human

or simian, but he at once settles the question

by startling you into laughter with a visual

jo-ke beyond the compass of any ape, however

accomplished. A strange monster with a

very high and very bald cranium, and in very

baggy breeches, waddles in with an enormous

portmanteauâ��which proves to contain a

fiddle no larger than your hand. It seems a

simple thing to laugh at, but your laughter

may be explained by one of the many

theories of the comic (not M. Bergson's), the

theory of suddenly relaxed strain. Your

psychic energies have been strained to cope

â�¢with the idea of Crock's huge portmanteau,

and are suddenly in excess and let loose by an

inadequate sequelâ��the tiny fiddle.

Then the monster has a monstrous voice,

which seems in the fff passages almost to lift

the roof. It can be used for musical sounds

â��as when Crock counterfeits the deep notes

of an imaginary double bass, which he

balances himself on the back of a chair to

playâ��and it can be used for reminiscences of

the Zooâ��as when he roars with contemptuous

surprise at being asked if he can play the

piano. Play the piano ! (Here the violinist

gives him a friendly hint that pianists usually

appear in evening dress, whereon the accom-

modating monster waddles off to change, arid

returns looking like a grotesque beetle.) His

chair being too far from the! keyboard, he

makes violent and repeated efforts to push

the piano nearer. When it is whispered to

him that it would be easier to move the chair

he beams with naÃ¯ve delight at the ingenuity

of the suggestion, and expresses his apprecia-

tion in -a peculiarly bland roar. Then he

slides, in. apparent absence of mind, all over

the piano case, and, on finally deciding tu

play a tune, does it with his feet. There-

after he thrusts his feet through the seat of

the chair and proceeds to give a performance

of extraordinary brilliance on the concertina.

HERE one must have recourse to another

theory of the comic, the old theory

of Aristotle that the comic is ugli-

ness without pain. That will account for

your laughter at Crock's grotesque appear-

ance, his baggy breeches, his beetle-like

dress clothes, his hideous mouth giving

utterance to harmless ejaculations. Again,

there is the pleasure arising from the dis-

covery that an apparent idiot has wholly

unexpected superiorities, acrobatic skill,

and virtuosity in musical execution. And

the final attraction of Crock is in your

divination of a certain benignity of nature

behind the mask of powder and paint.

You feel that the monster is an amiable

monster. You seem to discern in him

a ripe wisdom and competence in the

art of life, not without something of that

philosophic indifference of the sage which

the Greeks called " ataraxy."

Clowns always suggest contrasts. Against

his buffoonery in public you see some tragic

grief in private, say a faithless wife. But

that is "Pagliacci." Or under the daubs of red

and white you see the pale hue of disease

and death. But that is Dickens. Poets,

notably Theodore de Banville, have con-

ceived the clown as himself a poet. For im-

part, I like to think of him, or at any rate of

Crock, as a contemplative philosopher, who,

while lie slides over the piano case or plays on

the keyboard with his feet, is conscious all

the time of possessing the secret of the

universe, hidden from all the rest of us who

laugh at him. That, I imagine, is why he

regards us so benignly.
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SYNOPSIS OF FIRST INSTALMENT.

Dot Burton, living in the wilds of Australia with her brother Jack and his wife Adela, is

anxious to earn her own living. Her brother, however, does not wish her to leave home except

to marry, and strongly urges her to accept a great friend of his, Fletcher Hill, a magistrate who

had attained his prominent position by sheer hard work in the police force.

But Dot's heart had been given five years previously to a man who saved her from death by

snake-biteâ��an outlaw known as Buckskin Bill, who had managed to slip through Fletcher Hill's

fingers, and who had promised Dot to come back when he had turned over a new leaf.

Fletcher's persistence, however, backed by her brother's advice, at last had its reward, and

Dot has Â¡ust given a reluctant consent to their engagement.

CHAPTER V.

THE LOST ROMANCE.

JACK looked in vain for any sign of

elation on his friend's face when

he entered. He read nothing but

grim determination. Dot's de-

meanour also was scarcely reassuring. She

seemed afraid to lift her eyes.

Isn't it nearly bed-time ? " she mur-

mured to Adela as she passed.

Adela looked at her with frank curiosity.

There were no fine shades of feeling about

Adela. She always went straight to the

pointâ��unless restrained by Jack.

" Oh, it's quite early yet," she said, wholly

missing the appeal in the girl's low-spoken

words. " What have you two Ix-en doing ?

Moonshim'ng ? "

Fletcher looked as contemptuous as his

immobile countenance would allow, and sat

down by his untouched drink without a

word.

But it took more than a look to repress

Adela. She laughed aloud. " Does that

mean I am to draw my own conclusions,

Mr. Hill ? Would you like me to tell you

what they are ? "

Copyright, 1921,

" Not for my amusement," said Hill,

dryly. " Where did you get this whisky

from, Jack ? I hope it's a legal brand."

" I hope it is," agreed Jack. " I don't

know its origin. I got it through Harley.

You know him ? The manager of the

Fortescue Gold Mine."

" Yes, I know him," said Hill. " He is.

retiring, and another fellow is taking Ins

place."

" Retiring, is he ? I thought he was the

only person who could manage that crowd."

Jack spoke with surprise.

Hill took out his pipe and began to fill it.

" He's got beyond it. Too much running

\\ith the hare anil hunting with the hound-.

They need a younger man with more de-

cision and resourceâ��someone who can handle

them without being afraid."

" Have the}' got such a man ? " questioned

Jack.

" They believe they have." Hill spoke

thoughtfully. " He's a man from the West,

who has done some tough work in the desert,

' but brought back more in the way of ex-

perience than gold. He's been working in

the Fortescue Mine now for six months, a

foreman for the past three. Harley tells

by Ethel M. Dell.
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me the men will follow him like sheep. But

for myself, I'm not so sure of him."

" Not sure of him ? What are you afraid

of ? Whisky-running ? " asked Jack, with

a twinkle.

There was no answering gleam of humour

on Hill's face. " I never trust any man

until I know him," he said. " He may be

sound, or he may be a scoundrel. He's got

to prove himself."

" You take a fatherly interest in that

mine," observed Jack.

" I have a reason," said Fletcher Hill,

briefly.

" Ah ! Ever met Fortescue himself ? "

" Once or twice," said Hill.

" Pretty badly hated, isn't he ? " said

Jack.

" By the blackguards, yes." Hill spoke

with characteristic grimness. " He's none

the worse for that."

" All the better, I should say," remarked

Adela. " But what is he like ? Is he an

old man ? "

" About my age," said Hill.

" I wish you'd give us an introduction to

him," she said, with animation. " I've

always wanted to see that mine. You'd

like to, too, wouldn't you. Dot ? "

Dot started a little. She had been sitting

quite silent in the background.

" I expect it would be quite interesting,"

she said, as Hill looked towards her. " But

perhaps it wouldn't be very easy to manage

it."

" I could arrange it if you cared to go,"

said Hill.

" Could you ? How kind of you ! But

it would mean spending the night at Trelevan,

wouldn't it ? Iâ��I think we are too busy

for that." Dot glanced at her brother in

some uncertainty.

" Oh, it could be managed," said Jack,

kindly. " Why not ? You don't get much

fun in life. If you want to see the

mine, and Hill can arrange it, it shall be

done."

" Thank you," said Dot.

Adela turned towards her. " My dear, do

work up a little enthusiasm ! You've sat

like a mute ever since you came in. What's

the matter ? "

Dot was on her feet in a moment. This

sort of baiting, good-natured though it was,

was more than she could bear. " I've one

or two jobs left in the kitchen," she said.

" I'll go and attend to themâ��if no one

minds."

She was gone with the words, Adela's

ring'ng laugh pursuing her as she closed the

door. She barely paused in the kitchen.

but fled to her own room. She could notâ��

no, she could notâ��face the laughter and

congratulations that night.

SHE flung herself down upon her bed

and lay there trembling like a terrified

creature caught in a trap. Her brrin

was a whirl of bewildering emotions. She

knew not which way to turn to escape the

turmoil, or even if she were glad or sorry

for the step she had taken. She wondered

if Hill would tell Jack and Adela the

moment her back was turned, and dreaded

to hear the sound of her sister-in-law's foot-

steps outside her door.

But no one came, and after a time she

grew calmer. After all, though in the end

she had made her decision somewhat sud-

denly, it had not been an unconsidered one.

Though she could not pretend to love

Fletcher Hill, she had a sincere respect for

him. He was solid, and she knew that her

future would be safe in his hands. The pa^t

was past, and every day took her farther

from it. Yet very deep down in her soul

there still lurked the memory of that past.

In the daytime she could put it from her.

stifle it, crowd it out with a multitude of

tasks ; but at night in her dreams that

memory would not always be denied. In

her dreams the old vision returnedâ��tender,

mocking, elusiveâ��a sunburnt face with eyes

of vivid blue that looked into hers, smiling

and confident with that confidence that is

only possible between spirits that are akin.

She would feel again the pressure of a man's

lips on the hollow of her armâ��that spot

which still bore the tiny mark which once

had been a snake-bite. He had come to her

in her hour of need, and though he was a

fugitive from justice, she would never forget

his goodness, his readiness to serve her, his

chivalry. And while in her waking hours

she chid herself for her sentimentality, yet

even so, she had not been able to force herself

to cast her brief romance away.

Ah, well, she had done it now. The way

was closed behind her. There could be no

return. It was all so long ago. She had

been little more than a child then, and now

she was growing old. The time had come to

face the realities of life, to put away the

dreams. She believed that Fletcher Hill

was a good man, and he had been very

patient. She quivered a little at the thought

of that patience of his. There was a cast-

iron quality about it, a forcefulness, that

made her wonder. Had she ever really met

the man who dwelt within that coat of mail ?

Could there be some terrible revelation in

store for her ? Would she some day find

that she had given herself to a being utterly

alien to her in thought and impulse ? He

had shown her so littleâ��so very littleâ��of

his soul.

Did he really love her, she wondered ?

Or had he merely determined to win her be-

cause it had been so hard a task ? He was
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a man who revelled in overcoming difficulties,

in asserting Ms grim mastery in the face of

heavy odds. He was never deterred by

circumstances, never turned back from any

purpose upon the accomplishment of which

he had set his mind. His subordinates were

afraid to tell him of failure. She had heard

it said that

Hloodhound Hill

could be a savage

animal when

roused.

THERE came

a low sound

at her door,

the soft turning

of the handle,

Jack's voicewhis-

pering through

the gloom.

"Are you

asleep, little

'un ? "

She started up

Â«in the bed. "Oh,

Jack, come in,

dear ! Come

in!1

He came to

her, put his arms

about her, and

held her close.

" Fletcher's been

telling me," he

whispered into

her ear. "Adela's

gone to bed.

It's quite all

right, little "un,

is it ? You're

notâ��sorry ? "

She caught the

anxiety in the

words as she

clung to him.

" Iâ��don't think

so," she whis-

pered back.

" Only I â�� I'm

rather fright-

ened, Jack."

"There's no

need, darling,"

said Jack, and kissed her very tenderly.

" He's a good fellowâ��the best of fellows.

He's sworn to me to make you happy."

She was trembling a little in his hold. " He

â��doesn't want to marry me yet, does he ? "

she asked, nervously.

He put a very gentle hand upon her head.

" Don't funk the last fence, old girl ! " he

said, softly. " You'll like being married."

" Ah ! " She was breathing quickly. " I

He came to her, put his arms about her, and

held her close."

am not so sure. And there's no getting

back, is there, Jack ? Oh, please, do ask

him to wait a little while ! I'm sure he will.

He is very kind."

" He has waited five years already," Jack

pointed out. " Don't you think that's

alnmst long enough, dear? "

She put a hand

to her throat,

feeling as if

there were some

constriction

there. " He has

been speaking to

you a bo u t it !

He wants you to

â��to persuade

meâ��toâ��to make

" No, dear,

n o !" Jack

spoke very

gravely. " He

wants you to

please yourself.

It is I who think

that a long delay

would be a mis-

take. Can't you

be brave, Dot ?

Take what the

gods send â�� and

lie thankful ?"

She tried to

laugh. " I'm an

awful idiot, Jack.

Yes, I willâ��I

will be brave.

After all, it isn't

as ifâ��as if I were

really sacrificing

anything, is it ?

And you're sure

lie's a good man,

aren't you? You

are sure he will

never let me

down ? "

" I am quite

sure," Jack said,

firmly. " He is

a fine man.

Dot, and he

will always set

your happiness before his own."

She breathed a short sigh. " Thank you,

Jack. I feel better. You're wonderfully good

to me, dear old boy. Tell himâ��tell him

I'll mam- him as soon as ever I can get

ready ! Ã� must get a few 'things together

first, mustn't I ?"

Jack laughed a little. " You look very

nice in what you've got."

" Oh, don't' be silly ! " she said. " If I'm
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going to live at Wallacetownâ��Wallacetown,

mind you, the smartest place this side of

Sydneyâ��I must be respectably clothed. I

shall have to go to Trelevan, and see what

I can find."

" You and Adela had better have a week

off," said Jack, " and go while Fletcher is

busy there. You'll see something of him in

the evenings then."

" What about you ? " she said, squeezing

his arm.

" Oh, I shall be all right. I'm expecting

Lawley in from the ranges. He'll help me.

I've got to learn to do without you, eh, little

'un ? " He held her to him again.

She clasped his neck. " It's your own

doing, Jack ; but I know it's for my good.

You must let me come and help you some-

timesâ��just for a holiday." Her voice

trembled.

He kissed her again with great tenderness.

" You'll come just whenever you feel like it,

my dear," he said. " And God bless you ! "

CHAPTER VI.

THE WAY TO HAPPINESS.

ON account of its comparative proximity

to the gold mine, Trelevan, though of

no great size, was a busy place. Dot

had stayed at the hotel there with her brother

on one or two occasions, but it was usually

noisy and crowded, and, unlike Adela, she

found little to amuse her in the type of

men who thronged it. Fletcher Hill always

stayed there when he came to Trelevan.

The police-court was close by, and it suited

his purpose ; but he mixed very little with

his fellow-guests and was generally regarded

as unapproachableâ��a mere judicial machine

with whom very few troubled to make

acquaintance.

Fletcher Hill in the rue of a squire of

dames was a situation that vastly tickled

Adela's sense of humour. As she told Jack,

it was going to be the funniest joke of her

life.

Neither Hill nor his grave young fiancee

seemed aware of any cause for mirth, but

with Adela that was neither here nor there.

She and Dot never had had anything in

common, and as for Fletcher Hill, he was the

driest stick of a man she had ever met. But

she was not going to be bored on that

account. To give Adela her due, boredom

was a malady from which she very rarely

suffered.

She was in the best of spirits on the

evening of their arrival at Trelevan. The

rooms that Fletcher Hill had managed to

secure for them led out of each other, and

the smaller of them, Dot's, looked out over

the busiest part of the town. As Adela

pointed out, this was an advantage of little

value at night, and it could be shared in the

daytime.

Dot said nothing. She was used to her

sister-in-law's cheerful egotism, and Adela

had never hesitated to invade her privacy if

she felt so inclined. Her chief consolation

was that Adela was a very sound sleeper, so

that there was small chance of having her

solitude disturbed at night.

She herself was not sleeping so well as

usual just then. A great restlessness was

upon her, and often she would pace to and

fro like a caged thing for half the night.

She was not actively unhappy, but a great

weight seemed to oppress herâ��a sense of

foreboding that was sometimes more than

she could bear.

Fletcher Hill's calm countenance as he

welcomed them upon their arrival reassured

her somewhat. He was so perfectly self-

controlled and steady in his demeanour.

The very grasp of his hand conveyed confi-

dence. She felt as if he did her good.

They dined together in the common

dining-room, but at a separate table in a

corner. There were many coming and going,

and Adela was frankly interested in them all.

As she said, it was so seldom that she had

the chance of studying the human species in

such variety. When the meal was over she

good-naturedly settled herself in a secluded

corner and commanded them to leave her.

" There's something in the shape of a

glass-house at the back," she said. " I don't

know if it can be called a conservatory. But

anyhow I should think you might find a

seat and solitude there, and that, I conclude,

is what you most want. Anyhow, don't

bother about me ! I can amuse myself here

for any length of time."

They took her at her word, though neither

of them seemed in any hurry to depart.

Dot lingered because the prospect of a ti'te-a-

t'le in a strange place where she could not

easily make her escape if she desired to do so

embarrassed her. And Hill waited, as his

custom was, with a grim patience that some-

how only served to increase her reluctance

to lx> alone with him.

" Run along ! It's getting late," Adela

said at last. " Carry her off, Mr. Hill !

You'll never get her to make the first move."

There was some significance in words and

smile. Dot stiffened and turned sharply

away.

Hill followed her, and outside the room

she waited for him.

" Do you know the way ? " she asked,

without looking at him.

He took her by the arm, and again she had

a wayward thought of the hand of the law.

She knew now what it felt like to be mar-

shalled by a policeman. She almost uttered

a remark to that effect, but, glancing up at
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him, decided that it would be out of place.

For the man's harsh features were so sternly

set that she wondered if Adela's careless

talk had aroused his anger.

She said nothing, therefore, and he led

her to the retreat her sister-in-law had

mentioned in unbroken silence. It was

certainly not a very artistic corner. A few

straggling plants in pots decorated it, but

they looked neglected and shabby. Yet

the thought went through her, it might have

been a bower of delight had they been in the

close accord of lovers who desire naught but

each other.

THE place was deserted, lighted only

by a high window that looked into a

billiard-room. The window was closed,

but the ' rattle of the balls and careless

voices of the players came through the

silence. A dusty bench was let into the

wall below it.

" Do you like this place ? " asked Fletcher

Hill.

She glanced around her with a little

nervous laugh. " It's as good as any other,

isn't it ? "

His hand still held her arm. He bent

slightly, looking into her face. " I've been

wanting to talk to you," he said.

" Have you ? " She tried to meet his look,

but failed. " What about ? " she said,

almost in a whisper.

He bent lower. " Dot, are you afraid of

me ? " he said.

That brought her eyes to his face with a

jerk. " Iâ��Iâ��noâ��oi course not ! " she

stammered, ih confusion.

" Quite.sure ? " he said.

She collected herself with an effort.

" Quite," she told him with decision, and

met hia gaze with something of a challenge

in her own.

But he disconcerted her the next moment.

She felt again the man's grim mastery be-

hind the iron of his patience. " I want to

talk to you," he said, " about our marriage."

" Ah !" It was scarcely more than a

sharp intake of the breath, and as it escaped

again Dot turned white to the lips. His

close scrutiny became suddenly more than

she could bear, and she turned sharply from

him.

He kept his hand upon her arm, but he

made no further effort to restrain her,

merely waiting mutely for her to speak.

In the room behind them there came the

smart knocking of the balls, and a voice

cried, " By Jove, he's fluked again ! It's

the devil's own luck ! "

Dot flinched a little. The careless voice

jarred upon her. Her nerves were all on

edge. Fletcher Hill's hand was like a steel

trap, cold and firm and merciless. She

Vol. Ui â��4.

longed to wrench herself free from it, yet felt

too paralysed to move.

And still he waited, not urging her, yet by

his very silence making her aware of a com-

pulsion she could not hope to resist for long.

She turned to him at last in desperation.

" Whatâ��have you to suggest ? " she asked.

"I ?" he said. " I shall be ready at the

end of the weekâ��if that will suit you."

She gazed at him blankly. " The end of

the week ! But of course not-â��of course

not ! You are joking ! "

" No. I am serious," Fletcher said.

" Sit down a minute and let me explain ! "

Then, as she hesitated, he very gently put

her down upon the seat under the closed

window, and stood before her, blocking her

in.

" I have been wanting this opportunity of

talking to you," he said, " without Jack

chipping in. He's a good fellow, and I know

he is on my side. But I have a fancy for

scoring oft my own bat. Listen, Dot ! I

am not suggesting anything very preposter-

ous. You have promised to marry me.

Haven't you ? "

" Yes," she whispered, breathlessly.

" Yes."

" Yes," he repeated. " And the longer

you have to think about it, the more scared

you will get. My dear child, what is the

point of spinning it out in this fashion ?

You are going through agonies of mindâ��for

nothing. If I gave you back your freedom,

you wouldn't be any happier, would you ? "

She was silent.

" Would you ? " he said again, and laid

his hand upon her shoulder.

" Iâ��don't think so," she said, faintly.

He took up her words again with magis-

terial emphasis. " You don't think so.

Well, there is every reason to suppose you

wouldn't. You weren't happy before, were

you ? "

She gripped her courage with immense

effort. " I haven't been happyâ��since," she

said.

He accepted the statement without an

instant's discomfiture. " I know you haven't.

I realized that the moment I saw you. You

have been suffering the tortures of the

damned because you're in a positive hell of

indecision. Oh, Ã� know all about it." His

hand moved a little upon her shoulder ; it

almost seemed to caress her. " I haven't

studied human nature all these years for

nothing. I know you're in a perfect fever

of doubt, and it'll go on till you're married.

What's the good of it ? Why torture your-

self like this when the way to happiness

lies straight before you ? Are you hoping

against hope that something may yet turn

up to prevent our marriage ? Would you

be happy if it did ? Answer me !"
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But she shrank from answering, sitting

with her hands clasjied tightly before her

and lier eyes downcast like a prisoner awaiting

sentence. " I don't knowâ��what I want,"

she told him, miserably. " I feelâ��as ifâ��

whatever I doâ��will be wrong."

" That's just it," said Fletcher Hill, as if

that were the very admission he had been

waiting for. And then he did what for lum

was a very curious thing. He went down

upon one knee on the dusty floor, bringing

his .face on a level with' hers, clasping her

tense hands between his own. <l You don't

trust yourself, and yon won't trust me," he

said. " Isn't that it ? Or something like

it?"

The official- air had dropped from him like

.a garment. She looked at him doubtfully,

almost as if she suspected him of trying to

trick her. Then, reassured by something in

the harsh countenance which his voice and

words utterly' failed to express, she leaned

impulsively forward with a swift movement

of surrender and laid her head against his

shoulder.

" I'll doâ��whatever you wish," she said, in

muffled tones. " I will trust you ! I .do

trust you ! "

He put his arm around her, for she was

trembling, and held her so for a space in

silence.

THE voice in the billiard-room took up

the tale. ".That fellow's luclc is posi-

tively prodigious. He can't help scoring

â��whatever he does. He'd dig gold out of.an

ash-heap."

Someone .laughed, and there came again

the clash of the billiard-balls, followed in a(

second by a shout of applause. .

The noise subsided, and Fletcher spoke.

" My job here will be over in a week, jack

can manage to join us at the end of it. Your

sister-in-law is already here. Why not finish

up by getting married and returning to

Wallace-town with me ? "

" I should have to go back to the farm and

get the rest of my things," said Dot.

" You could do that afterwards," he said,

" when I am away on business. I sha'n't be

able to take you with me everywhere. â�¢

Some of the places I have to go to would be

too rough for you. But I shall be at Wallace-

town for some weeks after this job. You

have never seen my house there. I took it

over from the last Superintendent. I think

you'll like it. I got it for that reason."

She started a little. " But you didn't

know then How long ago was it ?"

" Three years," said Fletcher Hill. " I've

been getting it ready for you ever since."

She looked up at him. " Youâ��took a

good deal for granted, didn't you ? " she

said.

Fletcher was smiling, dryly humorous.

" I knew my own mind, anyway," he said.

" And you've never hadâ��any doubts ? "

questioned Dot.

" Xot one," said Fletcher Hill.

She laid her hand on his arm with a shy

gesture. " I hope you won't be dreadfully

disapjxiinted in me," she said.

He bent towards her, and for a moment she

felt as if his keen eyes pierced her. " I don't

think that is very likely," he said, and kissed

her with the words.

She did not shrink from his kiss, but she

did not return it ; nor did he linger as if ex-

pecting any return.

He was on his feet the next moment, and

-she wondered with a little sense of chill if lu-

â�¢were really satisfied.

CHAPTER VII.

THE CONQUEROR.

THEY found Adela awaiting them in her

corner, but chafing for a change.

" I want you to take us to the billiard-

room," she said to' Fletcher. ". There's a

great match on. I've heard a lot of men

talking about it. Arid I ado're watching

billiards. I'm sure we .sJjft}n.T be in the

way,. I'll promise not '(Ã³1, talk; arid Dot is

as jjuiet as a mouse." ':': ].'"'

Fletcher considered the"point. " I believe

it's a fairly respectable" crowd, ' ÐªÑ� said,

looking at Dot. " But you're tired:".

'.' .Oh, no," she said at .once..; .'.".I 'dorr't.ieel

a bit sleepy. Let us f&jkt'by- alV means if

~you think no one wiU.irtjhÃ±"!-.;-~Ã like watching

billiards, too." Ñ�'; ; ^

" It's a man called \\arden," AiiÂ£~ Adela.

." That's the'new manager "of"JÃ�fe'iÃ®ortÃ©scue

Gold Mine,-isn't if? They savv'hÂ»1 hsw-.the

m'ost marveUons luck. He 4s,r>laying~-the

old managerâ��Harley, and giving ham. fifty

points. â�¢ There's'some pretty, warm betting

going on, I can tell you. Do let 'us go and

have a look at them ! They've got the girl

from the bar to mark for them, so we sha'n't

be the only women there."

She was evidently on fire for this new ex-

citement, and Fletcher Hill, seeing that Dot

meant \vhat she said, led the way without

further discussion. He paused outside the

billiard-room door, which stood ajar ; fur a

tense silence reigned. But it was broken in

a moment by the sharp clash of the balls and

a perfect howl of enthusiasm from the

spectators.

" Oh, it's over ! " exclaimed Adela. " What

a pity ! Never mind ! Let's go in ! Per-

haps they'll play again."

The barmaid came flying out to fetch

drinks as they entered. The atmosphere of

the room was thick with smoke. A babel of

voices filled it. Men who had been sitting
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' And then he did what (or him was a very curious thing. He went down upon cne

knee on the dusty floor, clasping her tense hands between his own."
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" She saw him approach Warden and tap him on the shoulder. Warden wheeled sharply, so

sharply that the drink he held splashed over the edge of the glass. She watcKed the two men

with an odd breathlessness."

round the walls were grouped about the

table. In the midst of them stood the victor

in his sliirt-sleeves, conspicuous in the crowd

by reason of his great heightâ��a splendid

figure of manhood with a careless freedom of

bearing that was in its way superb.

He was turned away from the door at their

entrance, and Dot saw only a massive head

of straw-coloured hair above a neck that was

burnt brick-red. Then, laughing at some

joke, he wheeled round again to the table ;

and she saw his face. . . .

It was the face of a Viking, deeply sun-

burnt, vividly alive. A fair moustache

covered his upper lip, and below it the

teeth gleamed, white and regular like the

teeth of an animal in the wilderness. He

had that indescribable look of morning-

time, of youth at its best, which only

springs in the wild. His eyes were intensely

blue. They gazed straight across at her

with startling directness.

And suddenly Dot's heart gave a great

jerk, and stood still. It was not the first

time that those eyes had looked into hers.

The moment passed. He bent himself

over the table, poised for a stroke, which

she saw him execute a second later with a

delicacy that thrilled hÂ£r strangely. Full

well did she remember the deftness and the

steadiness of those brown hands. Had they

not held her up, sustained her, in the greatest

crisis of her life ?

Her heart throbbed on again with hard,

uneven strokes. She was straining her ears

for the sound of his voiceâ��that voice that

had once spoken to her quivering soul,

pleading with her that she would at their

next meeting treat himâ��without prejudice.

The memory thrilled through her. This was

the man for whose coming she had waited so

long !

He had straightened himself again, and

was coming round the table to follow up his

stroke. Fletcher Hill spoke at her shoulder.

" Sit down ! " he said. " There is room .

here."

There was a small space on the corner of

the raised settee that ran along the side of

the room. Dot and Adela sat down together.

Hill stood beside them, looking over the faces

of the men present with keen eyes that missed

nothing.

Dot sat palpitating, her hands clasped

before her, seeing only the great figure that

leaned over the table for another stroke.
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Would he look at her again ? Would he

remember her ? Would he speak ?

Fascinated, she watched him. He executed

his stroke, again with that steady confidence,

that self-detachment, that seemed to set

him apart from all other men. He was

standing close to her now, and the nearness

of his presence thrilled her. She tingled

from head to foot, as if under the power of

an electric battery.

His late opponent stood facing her on the

other side of the table, a grey-haired man

with crafty eyes that seemed to look in all

directions at the same time. She took an

instinctive dislike to him. He wore a furtive

air.

Warden stood up again, moving with

that free swing of his as of one born to

conquer. He turned deliberately and faced

them.

" Good evening, Mr. Hill ! " he said. " I'm

standing drinks all round. I hope you will

join us."

It was frankly spoken, and Hill's instant

refusal sounded unnecessarily curt in Dot's

ears.

" No, thanks. I am with ladies," he said.

" I suppose the play is over ? "

Warden glanced across the table. " Un-

less Harley wants his revenge," he said.

The grey-haired man uttered a laugh that

was like the bark of a vicious dog. " I'll

have that another day," he said. " It won't

spoil by keeping. You are a player your-

self, Mr. Hill. Why don't you take him

on ? "

" Oh, do ! " burst forth Adela. " I should

love to see a good game. You ask him to,

Dot ! He'll do it for you."

But Dot sat silent, her fingers straining

against each other, her eyes fixed straight

before her, seeing yet unseeing, as one beneath

a spell.

T

HERE was a momentary pause. The

room was full of the harsh babel of

men's voices. The drinks were being

distributed.

Suddenly a voice spoke out above the

rest. " Here's to the new manager ! Good

luck to him ! Bill Warden, here's to you !

Success and plenty of it ! "

Instantly the hubbub increased a hundred-

fold. Bill Warden swung round laughing to

face the clamour, and the tension went out

of Dot. She drooped forward with a wcarv
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gesture. As in a dream she heard the

laughter and the shouting. It seemed to

sweep around her in great billows of sound.

But she was too tired to notice, too tired to

care. He did not know her. She was sure of

that now. He had forgotten. The memory

that had affected her so poignantly had slipped

like a dim cloud below his horizon. The

glory had departed, and life was grey and cold.

" You are tired," said Fletcher's voice

he-side her. " Would you like to go ? "

She looked up at him. His eyes were

searching hers, and swiftly she realized that

t his discovery that she had made must be

kept a secret. If Hill began to suspect, he

would very quickly ferret out the truth,

;md the man would be ruined. She knew

Hill's stern justice. He would act instantly

and without mercy if he knew the truth.

She braced herself with a great effort to

baffle him. " No, oh, no ! " she said. " I

am really not tired. Do play! I should

love to see you play."

He looked sardonic. " Love to see me

beaten ! " he said.

She put out a quick hand. " Of course

not I You will beat him easily. You are

always on the top. Do try ! "

He smiled a little, and turned from her.

She saw him approach Warden and tap him

on the shoulder.

Warden wheeled sharply, so sharply that

the drink he held splashed over the edge of

the glass. The excitement in the room was

dying down. She watched the two men with

an odd breathlessness, and in a moment she

realized that everyone else present was

watching them also.

Then they both turned towards her, and

through a great singing that suddenly arose

in her ears she heard Adela whisper excitedly,

"My dear, he is actually going to introduce

that amazing person to us ! "

She sat up with a stiff movement, feeling

cold, inanimate, strangely impotent, and in

a moment he was standing before her with

Fletcher, and she heard the latter introduce

her as his " affianced wife."

Mutely she gave him her hand. It was

Adela who filled in the gap, eager for enter-

tainment, and the next moment Warden had

turned to her, and was talking in his careless,

leisurely fashion. The ordeal was past, her

pulses quieted down again. Yet she realized

that he had not addressed a single word to

her, and the conviction came upon her that

not thus would he have treated one who was

a total stranger to him.

Because of Fletcher, who remained beside

her, she forced herself to join in the conversa-

tion, seconding Adela's urgent request that

the two men would play.

Warden laughed and looked at Fletcher.

" Do you care to take me on, sir ? " he said.

From the other side of the table, Harlt-y

uttered his barking laugh. " Xow is your

chance, Mr. Hill ! Down him once and for

all, and give us the pleasure of seeing how it's

done! "

There was venom in the words. They

were a revelation to Dot, the almost silent

looker-on. It was as if a flashlight had

given her a sudden glimpse of this man's

soul, showing her bitter enmityâ��a black

and cruel hatredâ��an implacable yearning

for revenge. She felt as if she had looked

down into the seething heart of a volcano.

Then she heard Hill's voice. " I am quite

willing to play," he said.

A buzz of interest went through the room.

The prospective match plainly excited

W'arden's many admirers. They drew to-

gether, and she heard some low-voiced

betting begin.

But this was instantly checked by Fletcher.

"I'm not doing it for a gamble," he said,

curtly. " Please keep your money in your

pockets, or the match is off ! "

They looked at him with lowering glances,

but they submitted. It was evident to Dot

that they all stood in considerable awe of

himâ��all save Warden, who chalked Hill's

cue with supreme self-assurance, and then

lighted a cigarette without the smallest hint

of embarrassment.

THE match began, and though the

gambling had been checked a breath-

less interest prevailed. Fletcher Hill's

play was not well known at Trelevan, but

at the very outset it was evident to the

most casual observer that lie was ^ skilled

player. He spoke scarcely at all, and his

face was mask-like in its composure, but

Dot, watching, knew with that intuition

which of late had begun to grow upon

her that he was grimly set upon obtain-

ing the victory. The knowledge thrilled her

with a strange excitement. She knew that

he was in a fashion desirous of proving

himself in her eyes, that he had entered

into the contest solely for her.

As for Warden, she believed he was playing

entirely to please himself. He took an

artistic interest in every stroke, but the

ultimate issue of the game did not seem to

enter into his calculation. He played like

a sportsman, sometimes rashly, often bril-

liantly, but never selfishly. It was impossible

to watch him with indifference. Even his

failures were sensational. As Adela had said

of him, he was amazing.

Hill's play was absolutely steady. It

lacked the vitality of the younger man's,

but it had about it a clockwork species of

regularity that Dot found curiously pleasing

to watch. She had not thought that her

interest could be so deeply aroused ; before
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the game was half through she was as deeply

absorbed as anyone present.

It did not take her long to realize that

public sympathy was entirely on Warden's

side, and it was that fact more than any

other that disposed her in Fletcher's favour.

She saw that he had a hard fight before

him, for Warden led almost from the begin-

ning, though with all his brilliancy he never

drew very far ahead. Fletcher kept a steady

pace behind him, and she knew he would

not be easily beaten.

Once he came and stood beside her after

a very creditable break, and she slipped a

shy hand into his for a few seconds. His

fingers closed upon it in that slow, inevitable

way of his, but he neither spoke nor looked

at her, and she had a feeling that his atten-

tion never for an instant wandered from the

job in hand. She admired him for his con-

centration, yet would she have been less than

woman had she not felt slighted by it. He

might have given her one look !

Adela was full of enthusiasm for his op-

ponent, and that also caused her a vague sense

of irritation. She was beginning to feel as it

the evening would never come to an end.

The scoring was by no means slow, how-

ever, and the general interest increased

almost to fever pitch as the finish came in

sight. Hill's steady progress in the wake

of his opponent seemed at length to dis-

concert the latter. He began to play wildly,

to attempt impossible things. His sup-

porters remonstrated without result. He

seemed to have flung away his judgment.

Hill's score mounted till it reached and

passed his. They were within twenty points

of the end when Warden suddenly missed

an easy stroke. A noisy groan broke from

the onlookers, at which he shrugged his

shoulders and laughed. But Hill turned

upon him with a stern reproof.

" You're playing the fool, Warden," he

said. " Pull up ! "

He spoke with curt command, and the

man he addressed looked at him for a second

with raised brows, as if he would take offence.

But in a moment he laughed again.

" You haven't beaten me yet, sir," he said.

" No," said Hill. " And I don't valueâ��

an easy victory."

There followed a tense silence while he

resumed his play. Steadily his score mounted,

and it seemed to Dot that there was hostility

in the very atmosphere. She wondered what

would happen if he scored the hundred before

his opponent had another chance. She hoped

he would not do so, and yet she did not want

to see him beaten.

He did not, but he left oft with only three

points to make. Then Warden began to

score. Stroke after stroke he executed with

flawless accuracy and with scarcely a pause,

moving to and fro about the table without lift-

ing his eyes from the balls. His play was swift

and unswerving, his score mounted rapidly.

Dot watched him spellbound, not breathing.

Hill stood near her, also closely watching,

with brows slightly drawn. Suddenly some-

thing impelled her to look beyond the man

at the table, and in the shadow on the farther

side of the room she saw again Harley's face,

grey, withered-looking, with sunken eyes

that glared forth wolfishly. He was glancing

ceaselessly from Hill to Warden and from

Warden to Hill, and the malice of his glance

shocked her inexpressibly. She had never

before seen murderous hate so stamped upon

any countenance.

INSTINCTIVELY she shrank from the

sight, and in that moment Warden's eyes

were lifted for a second from the table.

Magnetically hers flashed to meet them. It

was instantaneous, inevitable as the sudden

flare of lightning across a dark sky.

He stooped again to play, but in that

moment something had gone out of him.

The stroke he attempted was an easy one ;

but he missed it hopelessly.

He straightened himself up with a sharp

gesture and looked at Hill. " I am sorry,"

he said.

Hill said nothing whatever. Their scores

were exactly even. With machine-like pre-

cision he took his turn, utterly ignoring the

grumbling criticisms of his adversary's play

that were being freely expressed around the

room. With the utmost steadiness he made

his stroke, scoring two points. Then there

fell a tremendous silence. The choice of two

strokes now lay before him. One was to

pocket his adversary's ball ; the other a long

shot which required considerable skill. He

chose the second without hesitation, hung a

moment or two, made his strokeâ��and failed.

A howl of delight went up from the

watchers, their hot partisanship of Warden

amounting almost to open animosity against

his opponent. In the midst of the noise

Hill, perfectly calm, contemptuously in-

different, touched W'arden again upon the

shoulder, and spoke to hiir.

Warden said nothing in reply, but he went

to his ball with a hint of savagery, bent, and

almost without aiming sent it at terrific

speed up the table. It struck first the red,

then the white, pocketed the former, and

whizzed therefrom into the opposite pocket.

A yell of delight went up. It was a brilliant

stroke of which any player might have been

proud. But Bill Warden flung down his

cue with a gesture of disgust.

" Damnation ! " he said, and turned to

put on his coat.

(Ð�Ð¾ be continued.)
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SOME day a cold-blooded Izaak Walton

will write a treatise on the complete

art of man-hunting. The tracking by-

society of the men who prey on Man

is already something of a sport and some-

times an artâ��in fiction. In real life it is a

crusade, a science, a profession ; there is no

sporting ethics in it as yet, and police prefer

the shortest way to the kill, whether it is

good sport, art, or neither. But the quarry

has grown clever with science and technique.

And the hunter has had to keep up with him.

The result is that so infinitely complex,

delicate, and manifold have become the means

and weapons of crime and of man-hunting

with X-ray, dictaphone, micro-photography,

chemical reagents, psycho-analysis, organ i-

/ation technique, card cataloguing, and

ten thousand other devices, that the modern

detective has come to exercise something

of the care of the artist in choosing weapon

and trail in his hunt. It is interesting to

observe, therefore, the differences hi the

manner of man-hunting shown by the

detective systems of London, Paris, Berlin,

and Vienna; and how in their hunting

they reveal their racial traits.

Let u's consider four actual cases.

A LONDON MURDER MYSTERY.

In a half-asleep residential section of

East London there is a neglected three-

storey private dwelling with heavy shutters

and doors, inconspicuous and unattractive.

It was just the kind of house for which an

old man, who called himself Smithers, had

been looking. For twenty years he had

been accumulating money by buying all

kinds of objects and no questions asked.

He could drive a shrewd bargain, and his



Joseph Gollomb

57

business associates usually acceded to his

terms, though not without many a curse

and often more or less impressive* threats.

Smithers did not mind the former ; but

as he grew more and more rich, he worried

about the threats. He knew his customers.

So he tried to hide his riches, lived penu-

riously, whined about every penny, and,

from assuming the miser, he. with the years

became one. Fear of being murdered and

robbed drove him from his business to a

retreat. The house, by reason of its incon-

spicuousness and strong doors and windows,

attracted him and he bought it.

He secured every possible entrance into

the house with bars and double locks and,

with an expensive knowledge of burglar

alarms, he had his home wired so that

nobody could touch a door-knob, window-

sash, or grating without setting an electric

bell ringing. In addition, he arranged it

so that if anyone detected the wiring and

cut it, the loosened wire, dragged down by

a leaden weight, would fall on a cartridge,

and, exploding it, would give as effective

notice of danger as the electric bell. He

lived by himself, received no one, and

attracted as little attention as he could.

Nevertheless, one day tradesmen began

to wonder why he did not take in off the

front steps the articles he had ordered to

be delivered. The police were notified,

an entrance was 'forced. Smithers was

found murdered. The burglar alarm had

been cut, and under the fallen leaden

weight was found'Ð²Ñ� pad of cloth and the

cartridge unexphxtedr A strong box had

been rifled. Whoever had done the business

was no novice. There was not a finger-

print to be found)jthe work having obviously

been done in gloves. The only clue left

for the police to work on was a small dark

lantern, a child's toy without a doubt,

which had been left contemptuously behind

by the burglars.

SCOTLAND YARD went to work on the

case. With only the child's lantern

to work on as a clue to the murder

mystery the problem became at first mere

drudgery. A tedious round of manu-

facturers and toy-shops followed, to deter-

mine, if possible, where that lantern was

Ijought. In this search team-work was

i-verything, individual cleverness availed

nothing. Finally it seemed probable that

the lantern was such as a mother in one

of many tenement districts in London would

buy for a seven-year-old child to play with.

Another council was held and a simple

plan devised as the next phase of the hunt.

Ð� detective who had a seven-year-old son

was assigned to an exceedingly easy task.

He was told to allow his boy to play with

the lantern in the streets of the quarter

from which it may have come and to see

what happened. For a week nothing at

all happened, and father and son were asked

to do the same in the adjoining district.

Here the simple device brought no better

results, and again they were assigned new

territory. This happened several times,

until it began to look as though nothing at

all would come of it.

But with the doggedness of the race,

Scotland Yard hung on to the trail, if trail

it was. Then one day a little boy of the

quarter edged up to the policeman's son,

looked sharply at the lantern with which

the youngster was languidly playing, and

set up a wail :â��

" I want my lantern ! "

'Tain't your lantern ! " the detective's

son retorted, indignantly.

" Yes, it is. I know it is ! "

The detective came forward.

" Are you sure ? " he asked, gently.

" Because my son has had it for many weeks,

you know."

" 'Ere, I'll prove it's mine," the strange

boy said. " When my wick burned out

I cut off a little piece of my sister's flannti

petticoat for a new wick."

The detective opened the lantern and,

examining the wick, found it to be of flannel,

as the boy had said.

" We'll have to ask your mother about

this," the detective said. " If you're telling

the truth you shall have your lantern

back."

The three went to the boy's mother, a

widow, who kept lodgers. The woman,

honest and hard-working, confirmed her

son's claim. The detective kept his word, .

returned the lantern, but questioning the

widow further, found out that the boy

missed the lantern at about the same time

that two of her lodgers had left without

paying their bills. One had told her that

he was an electrician, the other a plumber's

apprentice, and she remembered seeing toc ils

of their trade, or what she thought were

such, in their room.

Then followed another series of weary

searches by the men of Scotland Yard :

searches among young plumbers and among

electricians ; in the underworld for two

young fellows answering to the descriptions

the widow gave ; in the files of criminal

records in Scotland Yard ; in more expensive

lodging-houses, and in dance-resorts. Noth-

ing short of a big organization imbued with

team-work and bulldog perseverance could

have accomplished that search. But at

last two young men were found whom the

widow, unknown to them, identified as

her former lodgers.

The police had as yet notliing more serious
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against them than unpaid bills. So they

secretly kept them under observation.

It was thus they learned that the young men

were fond of target-shooting with a revolver

at trees in the country. The bullets ex-

tracted from the trees proved to be of the

same exceptionally large size as that found

in the murdered miser's brain.

Tactfully, patiently, a corps of detectives

searched into the past of the two men,

each finding out some seemingly unimportant

item. But the whole was becoming a net

in which one day the two men found them-

selves inextricably fast on the charge of

the murder and robbery of Smithers.

How fast they were caught they did not

know until the trial. Then the smaller

of the two defendants, suddenly losing

courage, cried out that he would turn King's

evidence against his accomplice. Before

he could blurt out another word the other

leaped at his throat and almost succeeded in

killing him before they could be separated.

" I'll stand a free man and watch you

hang, you ! " the little man sobbed.

" Listen to me, my Lord ! If you promise

to let me go free "

But he was gently informed that the

case for the Crown needed no help from

himâ��as it proved.

HOW THE FRENCH POLICE WORK.

Now let us contrast with this man-hunt

another under similar circumstances in

Paris. There had been a remarkable series

of burglaries in the aristocratic Etoile

section. In each case the burglarâ��for

there was every sign that one man was com-

mitting themâ��took art objects of

considerable value but never of such

marked uniqueness that they could

not be disposed of without difficulty

or danger. Indeed, the man's skill iii

entering well-guarded homes, in gather-

ing his loot, and in disposing of it was

such that the Paris police had not a

trace to work on. It goes without

saying that this man, too, worked with

gloves, so that there was never a finger-

print left as a clue.

The Paris police, so to speak, ran

round in circles trying to find

his trail. One theory was as

little fruitful as another, and

each man on the hunt followed

his own. One detective-inspector

(let us call him Dornay) struck

out on a lone hunt. Posing as

a nouveait riche art-collector and

bon vivant. he made scores of

acquaintances in the fast set

where his quarry might con-

ceivably be found. In this way ' ' I want

he became interested in a rather

quiet, alert man who knew where good values

in art objects could be had. Dornay showed

more friendliness than the other accepted

and, apparently hurt, the detective there-

after avoided the unsociable man, whom he

knew by the name of Laroche.

Thus far Dornay had only a more or less

nebulous theory about Laroche's connection

with the elusive burglar he was hunting.

It was so nebulous that the detective could

not convince liis colleagues sufficiently to

secure the number of men needed to keep

track of all Laroche's movements. For

the latter had an uncanny way of eluding

Dornay's vigilance, in spite of all that

Dornay could do by himself to keep Laroche

in sight.

Thereupon Dornay determined to get

Laroche unconsciously either to clear or

to implicate himself. Watching one night

outside Laroche's hotel, he saw the latter

leave in evening dress. Dornay stole up

to the man's room, let himself in with a

skeleton key, and thoroughly searched.

The only discoveries that interested him

were a much-used pair of gloves, and the

water carafe and drinking-glass Laroche

kept on a little stand to the left of his bed.

With a file, Dornay rubbed gently at

a spot in the thumb of the left-hand glove

until little more than a thin filament of

chamois remained, which, however, would

not be noticeable at a careless glance. Then

the detective carefully polished clean the

outsides of the carafe and the drinking-

â�¢

my lantern 1' ' 'Tain't your lantern !' the

know it is ! * Then the
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glass. He took nothing with him when

he left.

But next morning when Laroche again

left the hotel, Dornay stole back into the

room and eagerly examined the carafe and

the drinking-glass. With a camel's-hair

brush he dusted some graphite powder

on it until Laroche's finger-prints showed

clearly. Substituting other glassware. Dor-

nay carefully brought Laroche's to police

headquarters.

Three weeks later still another burglary

was reported, bearing all the marks of the

elusive burglar. But this time the police

found faint impressions of a left thumbâ��

and only that. However, it was sufficient.

Dornay's instinct and little plot had won.

As he knew, the moisture of the human finger

is sufficient to leave a print even through

gloves if the intervening texture is thin.

And the finger-prints on the scene of the

detective's son retorted, indignantly,

detective came forward."

' Yes, it is.

latest burglary were identical with those

on Laroche's carafe and drinking-glass.

Call it Anglo-Saxon love of team-play,

or a racial disinclination of the individual

to shove himself forward at the expense

of the group interest, or whatever other

trait it illustrates, the Scotland Yard treat-

ment of the Smithers murder mystery was

characteristic. Certainly the instinct for

organization and organized effort, which

has made Scotland Yard the foremost

man-hunting medium in the world, is the

inspiration not of individuals but of the

race. In contrast in method was the Paris

police treatment of the Laroche burglaries.

The Frenchnian is keenly individual in

his work. It makes him less patient, there-

fore less efficient in organization, and,

consequently, throws him back again on

individual effort. He is much more prono,

as a detective, to hunt by himself than with

his colleagues.

GERMAN METHODS.

Like the Anglo-Saxon gift for organization

is the German passion for it. But there is

a vital difference between the two in the

outcome of the organization, a difference

whicli is illustrated in the treat-

ment by the Berlin detective

force of a murder-mystery that

occurred in that city several

years ago. The imder-secretary

for one of the important

governmental departments was

found dead in an alley near

his home in a Berlin suburb.

He had evidently been seized

from behind, garrotted until

dead, dragged into the alley, and

robbed. It was not till late the

next day that his body was

found ; no one had been seen

lurking about the scene of the

crime ; so that the police had

practically notliing to work on,

other than the manner of the

crime.

But they have a machine in

the Berlin police department

that works almost automati-

cally in the solution of such

mysteries. It is typically a

German product in the thorough-

ness of its organization, in the

ruthlessness of its operation, in

the vastness and, at the same

time, in the minuteness of its

product. Its principal part is

the Meldwesew. Every citizen

and visitor in Germany, the

former from the day of his or

her birth, the latter from the

day of arrival, is recorded at
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police headquarters, a card for each individual

â��and every card is kept up to date. If,

for instance, the police want to know some-

thing about Carl Schmidt, respectable citizen,

in three minutes after his name reaches

police headquarters they know the date,

place, and circumstances of his birth, a

brief history of each of his parentsâ��if

German, a cross-reference to their individual

cards will give a complete history ; his

education, religion, successive residences,

dates of removals, names of business and

other associatesâ��again cross-references afford

fuller information on each of these ; name

of his wife, date of marriage, names and

other data of his children ; dates of the

death of any of the family, place of burial ;

names and histories of servants, employÃ©s,

etc., etc.

In the police headquarters at Berlin

this Meldwesen department contains over

twenty million cards to-day, occupies one

hundred and fifty-eight rooms, requires

two hundred and ninety employes â�� and is

daily growing in size. The cards of names

commencing with H alone take up ten

rooms, S requiring seventeen rooms.

If Carl Schmidt has a criminal record

there is a wealth of additional data about

him on the file, including photographs,

finger-prints, Bertillon data, and much

information on his methods of crime, a list

of accomplices and confederates, past and

present, their personal relations to him

other than in crime, etc., etc.

WHAT happens to any individual in

Germany who fails to register can

be seen in the working of the Razzia

system, which is used by the police of

Germany as a complement to the Meld-

wesen, and which the police of Berlin

proceeded to use -in the case of the

strangled under-secretary on an unpre-

cedented scale. The Razzia consists of

police raids without warrants on gathering-

places of every kind, and even on private

dwellings. Every person caught in such a

raid is required to give a complete account

of himself or herself. This account is

checked with the record in Meldwesen. If

there is a discrepancy,, it means anything

from a fine, for a first offence for failing to

register, to prison if it is repeated.

In this particular case the Berlin police

raided " Jungfernheidc," an amusement

resort. Of the people there, three hundred

could not give a clear account of discrepancies

between their status then and what the

Meldwesen showed. They were all arrested,

and a minute investigation of each case

begun. Out of the three hundred there

were found sixty who were

" wanted " by the police of

other cities for various

crimes.

At the same time that this

sifting was going on a special

"murder commission," which

was appointed to deal only

with tlÃºs particular case, was

'The celebrated German police method of 'sweating,' or 'third degree,' which includes
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proceeding with co-ordinating investigations.

Such a commission, consisting of seven or

eight men as a rule, but calling in as many

others as necessary, usually includes three or

four of the higher officials of the detective

force, a police surgeon, a photographer, and

one or two men from some highly-specialized

detective staff. There are thirty-one such

staffs, each sharply specialized, and its

members practically never go outside their

specialities.

To the special commission in this case

were added two members of a staff which

specialized on highway robberies, and another

detective who had made a study of stranglers.

All these men went to work sifting out the

small mountain of cards dealing with every

individual who could even in the remotest

way be suspected of a possible connection

with the murder of Under-Secretary

Rheinthal. Meanwhile forty-two individuals

caught in the " Jungfernheide " were waiting

in prison, together with some other suspects,

arrested without warrant or charge.

THE residuum of all this searching was

that one of the young women detained

was found to be the mistress of a man

against whom there were recorded in the

police departments of two cities three former

highway robberies and a burglary in which

the victim was found nearly dead of stran-

gulation. Through the elaborate system of

records of the man's accomplices, friends

and family, each of whom were shadowed,

the man was finally caught. His attempt

at alibi was quicl&y frus-

trated by the Meldwesen of

another townâ��-the system is

uniform throughoutGermany

â�¢â��where he said he was on

the night of the murder. Once in the

clutches of the police the celebrated German

police method of "sweating," or "third de-

gree," which includes every possible means

of coercion, pinned the man to the crime

itself and he confessed.

Clearly, then, what solved the Rheinthal

mystery was a machine, which is what the

German passion for organization produces,

rather than a team, as in the case of Scotland

Yard. ^"ith the Germans, organization

reduces its human element to cogs and parts

of an automaton. In England it binds

human beings into a group, which retains

initiative on the part of the individual and

adds to it the increased competence of

the group. In France, organization is the

minor fact, the individual is everything.

MAN-HUNTING IN AUSTRIA.

In Vienna the detective system can draw

on neither a people gifted with regimentalized

efficiency, nor the individual efficiency of

the Scotland Yard man or of the French

detective. Yet the man-hunting done by

the Vienna police equals in efficiency any

other in Europe. For, in the professorial

chairs, the laboratories, and the research

every possible means of coercion, pinned the man to the crime itself and he confessed."
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departments of Austrian universities man-

hunting has attained its highest develop-

ment. Whatever the explanation the fact

is that in Viennaâ��which acts for all

Austriaâ��it is not organization or the

individual detective or a marvellous machine

that hunts the criminal most successfully,

but modern science with its microscope,

chemical reagents, the orderly processes of

inductive reasoning, carried out for the most

part by university professors, and only a

minimum contribution on the part of the

professional detective.

LET us illustrate with the murder and

robbery of a millionaire recluse who lived

in a villa on the border of Wiener Wald.

He was found dead in his barn, his skull

crushed in with some blunt instrument wlÃºch

could not be found. The only clue left by the

murderer was an ordinary workman's cap.

Dr. Gross in his celebrated work on

criminal investigation, which is the most

exhaustive study of the science of man-

hunting in existence, stresses the importance

of hairs and dust as clues. The inside of

the cap, therefore, was carefully examined

and two hairs found, which were not those

of the murdered man. These hairs were

placed under microscope examination, ex-

perts called in, and the following was scien-

tifically ascertained as the description of

the man to whom those hairs belonged :â��

" Man about forty-five years old, robust

constitution, turning bald, brown hair nearly

grey and recently cut."

The cap itself was placed in a tough paper

bag, which -was then sealed and beaten with

a stick. When it was opened again there

was dust at the bottom of the bag. This

dust was microscopically examined and

chemically analyzed. Disregarding the ele-

ments that came obviously from the floor

of the barn where the cap was found, it

was discovered that there predominated

wood-dust, such as is found in the shop of

a carpenter ; also minute particles of glue.

The combination pointed to a wood-joiner.

There was such a man living near the

scene of the crime, who also answered to the

description derived from the two hairs, a

man of morose temperament rendered des-

perate by drink and poverty. A search of

his premises for the instrument which might

have caused the death of the murdered man

yielded a hammer and two mortar pestles.

The hammer with its octagonal nose was

found incapable of inflicting the shape of

the wound in the man's skull. The pestles

fitted. There were two of them, an iron

one rusted in spots and a polished brass one.

The rust spots on the iron one were found

on chemical analysis to be due to water.

But under the metal polish of the brass

pestle, when it was carefully scraped away,

were found remnants of stains which on

analysis and microscopic examination proved

to be blood. By a system of reagents

developed by Professor Uhlenhut, the blood

was found to be that of the murdered man.

After the investigation had proceeded a

little further the murderer broke down and

confessed his guilt.

Nothing is too small or insignificant t-.

furnish clues to the Vienna school of labora-

tory detectives. The marks of teeth on a

cigar-holder left on the scene of the murder

were found to indicate unusually long canines,

a clue which led to the murderer. The

dust found in pocket-knives or clasp-knives

with which crimes had been committed

brought many criminals to justice wholly

through laboratory methods. Through the

chemical reagents developed by Professor

Uhlenhut, blood-stains, not only of human

beings, but even of animals, can be differ-

entiated. Nor are these delicate tests used

only in important cases. In accordance

with recent food regulations in Austria,

farmers were for a time forbidden to kill

young calves and pigs. When Government

agents found some farmers with blood-

stains on their aprons and suspected them

of having violated food regulations, the

farmers denied the charges by insisting

that the stains were of the blood of animals

the law permitted them to slaughter. In

every such case. Professor Uhlenhut's re-

agent was employed, and infallibly brought

out the truth.

AS the criminal becomes more and more

international in his operations, more

and more cosmopolitan in his knowledge

of the ways of man-hunters, so the latter, too,

are forced to become broader in their hunt-

ing methods. The science and some of the

organization technique of the Austrians and

the Germans are being added to the equip-

ment of Scotland Yard. Republican Ger-

many, on the other hand, is modifying some

of the autocratic police abuses established bv

an imperial rÃ©gime. Paris police are working

in close harmony with Scotland Yard and

are assimilating from them some of the

lessons of team work. Vienna is borrowing

German organization and Scotland Yard

emphasis on the selection of the raw material

of its detective force, and has surpassed

Scotland Yard in the educational training it

now gives its operatives. Some day there

may even come true the dream of several

visionaries among police chiefs, that in the

Hague or in some other city there will soon

be an international police headquarters from

which man-hunting in Europe will proceed

on an international scope and with the

combined skill of all the nations.
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THERE'S about

forty-seven dif-

ferent ways of

get tin' into

debt, but only the one

way of gettin' out of it,

as far as I ever heard.

Matthew Savage had

thried the most of the

forty-seven in his time, an'

done well at them all, him

havin' a wife an' seven small

childher to help him at it ; an'

then instead of puttin' his nose

down to the grindstone an' takin'

the one way out, here doesn't he turn

to lame Arthur M'Craw, the moneylender.

Now Matthew would ha' knowed the sort

of M'Craw as well as the rest of us, an' would

never ha' got bogged with him the way he

did but for a piece of what looked like good

luck, an' turned out to be bad.

I suppose just to balance the long head he

had on him, Arthur, as he grew older, was

afflicted with a very uncertain kind of a

heart, an" likely havin' a notion that he

mightn't do just as well in the next world as

he'd done in this one, he used to get very

frightened when anything went wrong with

the heart, an' a deal softer with his clients

â��till the attack was over. I've heard of

liitn takin' as low as twenty per cent, at a

settlement afther a bad turn of palpitation.

Matthew Savage, bein' in a by-ordinary hole

for twenty pounds, years before, had bor-

rowed oft Arthur ; an' Arthur havin' a bad

turn of the heart at the time had treated

him extra well. From that on Matthew

would hear no harm of M'Craw ; an' when

the shop-keepers began to press him. out-

rageous he turned to Arthur again.

But Matthew hadn't much hope of Arthur,

all the same ; for it was a bigger thing he

wanted this time ; an' besides, there was a

queer kink in him that always stood again

him borrowin'.

" I'll sign no law papers," he'd still say.

" My father was near ruined over a law paper

he signed. Ye'11 have to take an honest

man's word."

Many a man did, too, .for an honest poor

fellow Matthew was ; but

it was hardly to be ex-

pected of Arthur M'Craw.

But, lo an' behold ye,

here doesn't he throw out

to Matthew every penny

he wanted, an' never

asked the scrape of a pen.

Now that looks queer ;

but it wasn't, an' ye'll see

why presently.

Ye must know that Arthur's

land marched with Matthew's,

an' their two houses were undher

the one roof. They used to be the

double gate-house on the Carr demesne,

before horse-racm' broke the family an' the

estate was sold. Queer old-fashioned houses

they were, with high tiled roofs, an' wee

diamond-paned windows, an' big hearths yu

could burn a tree in. The two together

would make one grand house, an' the two

farms one great farm ; an' there was Arthur's

notion in lendin' poor Savage on the terms

he did. He lent him, an' he lent him, till

Matthew had a hundhred an' fifty pounds

from him, an' accordin' to Arthur there was

another hundhred an' fifty due for intherest

â��an1 then he lit on him ! If Mr. Savage

didn't find it convenient to pay, Mr. Savage

must give a mortgage for three hundhred.

It fair knocked the wind out of Matthew.

He come up to me that nightâ��a dirty

November ' night it wasâ��an' told me the

whole story.

" Do ye mean to tell me," sez I, " that

Arthur has nothin' to show for all he has

lent ye ?"

" Not a line," sez Matthew. " Only my

bare word. I wouldn't ha' took the money

but for that."

" I see," sez I. " Arthur's cute ; there's

no doubt he's cuteâ��but he's been too cute

this time, an' now ye have him. Give him

no mortgage, an' give him only the bare

money ye got off him, an' that in your own

good time. He can't lay a finger on ye if ye

never give him nothin'."

But Matthew cried out again this alto-

gether. He'd pay the last penny should

he work his fingers to the bone. But a
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mortgage he would not give ; no, he would

not ; that he was determined on.

I spoke again mortgages very bitther

myself ; Ñ�Ð¿' he agreed with every word I

said. Away he went in the pourin' rainâ��

an' caught a cold that hung on him an'

turned to peumonia an' killed him. A week

afther the funeral I made an excuse down to

Mrs. Savage's with a bit of berried holly for

the childher, meanin' to put her up to payin'

Arthur nothin' at all ; an' would ye believe

it, but Matthew had given him a mortgage

two days before he lay down.

" Are ye sure he did give the mortgage ? "

sez I, " an' that Arthur's not makin' up a

story ? "

" I seen it," sez she. "'I seen it with my

own eyes. Arthur was in about it last night.

He wouldn't let it out of his hands, but he

let me read it over his shouldher. It was

dhrew up by Fitzsimmons, the lawyer, for I

seen his name on it. An' it's for three hun-

dhred poundsâ��three hundhred pounds, an'

my man never had the half of it from him.

Oh ! Pat, Pat ! Seven wee fatherless chil-

dher, an' nothin' for us but the roadside ! "

" He's for puttin' ye out, then ? " sez I.

" He'll let me have another hundhred if I

give him quiet possession," sez she ; " an'

that's the best he'll do, though I went down

on my bended knees to him last night. Oh !

what'11 become of us at all, at all !"

" Do nothin' till ye hear from me," sez I,

risin' to go. " I'll step in to Mr. Anthony,

the solicitor, an' hear what he has to say.

Don't be uneasy, now. He'll not charge ye

anythin'." An' I knew he wouldn't ; for

Mr. Anthony was a hot-headed wee body,

but there wasn't a mean dhrop in him.

I TOLD Mr. Anthony the whole story the

next day in his own office in Ballygullion,

an' then sat back in my chair to listen

to him cursin' Arthur. For Mr. Anthony

was inclined to swear a bit when he got

wound up.

But the boot was on the other foot, if ye

please. A lawyer's notion of tilings is very

different from anybody else's. He cursed

Matthew for a fool for I suppose five minutes,

an' then he spent another five minutes

admirin' Arthur's cleverness.

" He'd have made a great solicitor, that

man," sez he. " Blast me, Pat, but there's

a good deal stupider men on the Bench. An'

do you mark the way he led poor Savage on,

tradin' on his honesty ? I know somethin'

of human nature, mind ye, an' I'm a child to

him, begad, a child. An' then when he gets

the man far enough in, he nails him with a

mortgage. Beautiful ! He deserves to get

the place, confound me if he doesn't ! It

would be a shame to keep him out of it."

" If that's the way of it, I'll not ask ye to

intherfere, Mr. Anthony," sez I, a bit short.

For I was vexed with him.

" Sit down now, ye old fool," sez he. " I've

just been lookin' at the matther in a pro-

fessional way. An' say what you like, it's a

neat bit of work. We'll come down to busi-

ness now. Does the widow want to engage

me ? "

" She does, Mr. Anthony," sez I. " But

she doesn't want to pay ye."

" There's deuced little business about that.

Pat," sez he. " Well, well, thrade. has been

good lately, but dull ; not even a breach of

promise case to liven things up a bit. An'

I'll maybe knock some fun out of Arthur.

Ye say the mortgage is good ? "

" I think so," sez I. " Fitzsimmons dhrew

it."

" It'll be all right an' tight, then," sez

Mr. Anthony. " There's only one other man

in Ballygullion can dhraft a deed betther

than the same Fitzsimmons. She'll have to

pay or go out."

" She can't pay, I tell ye, Mr. Anthony,"

sez I. " But should she go out or be put

out ? That's what I want to know."

" She'd betther go out on the terms Arthirr

is offering," sez he. " She'd get no such

terms if the land didn't lie alongside his. If

he has to put her out she'll have little or

nothing left. There'd be some rascal of an

auctioneer to payâ��I wish my father had

made me an auctioneerâ��an' a few triflin'

legal expenses. Wait now. Pat. Hasn't she

well-to-do friends ? Wouldn't they lend her

the money ? "

" The most they'll promise among them is

a hundhred," sez I. " They were in with

Matthew before, an' glad to get out."

" Well, couldn't she pay the other two

hundhred?" sez Mr. Anthony, " an' deal

Ð¾Ð¹ the mortgage ? "

" She could not, Mr. Anthony," sez I.

" The woman's penniless. She hasn't as

much in the house this minit as'll buy the

childher a Christmas puddin'."

" Lord bless us. Pat ! " sez Mr. Anthony,

all in a flusther. " Is it as bad as that ?

Are there many of them ? "

" Only seven," sez I.

" Well, well ! " sez Mr. Anthony, rumplin'

up his hair with his hands. " An' me as old

a man as Matthew, an' not even married yet.

It's a shame, Pat ; blast me, but it's a

shame. They'll have their Christmas pud-

din', an' they'll have Christmas presents,

every one of them. Wait now ! Begad, I've

a notion. I'll get a false face an' go out an'

do Father Christmas for them, an' I can have

a chat with Mrs. Matthew aftherwards. Did

ye ever see me actin', Pat ? I'm good at it,

mind ye. There's times I think I'd ha' made

a name for myself on the stage. Come back

for me about dusk, an' I'll have the things
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bought an' go out there with ye.

Don't be late. I'll close the oCice

at four."

An' out he pushes me, as pleased

as Punch, the way he always was

whenever he seen some chance of

makin' a fool of himself. I was

pleased myself, too ; for Mr. Anthony

was a warm-hearted wee fellow, an'

a good friend ; an' I knowed

if he once got keen on

the childher he'd

fight for them

like a badger.

" As the old woman

turned the corner of

the stairs, out he

steps. It was too

much (or the old

woman. She just

gave one screech an'

sat down."

When I went back for him he was standin'

in the hall waitin' for me, with a big parcel

in his hand.

" Look al this," sez he, layin' down the

parcel an' whippin' out a very wicked-lookin'

false face, an' clappin' it on lus face. " What

do you think of it, Pat ? " sez he. " It's

Vol. lxi.-5.

hardly as pleasant a one as I'd like ; but

there has been a run on false faces, an' it

was the best I could do."

" You'll frighten the childher to death,

Mr. Anthony," sez I. " That's all."

" Not a bit of me," sez he. ' When 1

put out my tongue it changes the whole
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expression. Hold on !" sez he, as there came

a clatterin' down the stairs. " Here's the

old charwoman. I'll thry it on her." An'

just as the old woman turned the corner of

the stairs, out he steps into the light of the

landin' lamp.

" Ha, ha !" sez he, in a big deep voice

away down in his chest, throwin' out one

hand an' stampin' with his foot. In troth

he wasn't bad. I've seen men in Pepper's

Ghost do it a deal worse. But it was too

much for the old woman. She just give one

screech an' sat down. The bucket of wather

in her hand leapt down the stairs three steps

at a time, lit on the hall flags with a desperate

blatther, an' poured itself about Mr. An-

thony's legs as high as the ankles. I just

lifted the parcel off the ground in time.

Mr. Anthony dashed out into the sthreet

in a flash an' pulled off the false face.

" Did she know who it was, Pat ? " sez he,

very anxious-lookin'.

" How would she," sez I, " an' that thing

over your face ? "

" That's a good job," sez he, lookin'

relieved. " She'd never have had any re-

spect for me again ; an' I couldn't have

raised her wages less than half a crown a

week. The parcel ! " sez he, stoppin' short.

" I have it here," sez I. " It's quite safe."

" Did the water get at it ?" sez he.

" Not a dhrop," sez I.

" Come on," sez he. " That's all right.

The currants an' raisins would ha' stood it

all right, but it would ha' played the deuce

with the soft sugar. Be careful how ye

handle that parcel, Pat. There's a half-pint

of whisky in it. No, wait nowâ��it's in the tail

pocket of my coat. I gave that old fool a

bit of a fright, I doubt. Never mind ; I can

always sack the office boy for doin" it. Don't

say a word to me now for a while. There's

two or three bits of rhymes I've made up, an'

I want to be sure I have them off."

I COULD hear him muttherin' to himself

as he walked along; an' every now an'

then he'd give a snirt of a laugh.

" It'll be good this. Pat," sez he ; " damme,

it'll be good ! The children'll like it. You'll

like it yourself. I wish I'd had a bit more

time. I could have more verses made up,

an' have dhressed myself right."

" Now, ye'll be just grand, Mr. Anthony,"

sez I, buttherin' him.

" I'll not be bad, now, Pat," sez he, " will

I ? But I could make improvements. Let

me think a minit. Tell me, Pat," sez he, all

excited, " isn't there big, old-fashioned chim-

neys in the Carr gatehouse cottages ? "

" Aye, as big as would do a facthory boiler,"

sez I. " But what about it ? "

" Couldn't I go down it," sez he, " like

the real Santa Claus ? It would just crown

the whole thing. An' the children would

love it."

" They would," sez I, " afther they had

come out of the convulsions."

" Aye," sez he, " I never thought of that."

" By the time ye have seven of your own

these things'll begin to occur to ye, Mr.

Anthony," sez I ; "or it'll not be your wife's

fault if they don't, any way."

" It's a pity, too," sez he. I could tell by

his voice he was all disappointed. " Couldn't

we tell the mother to warn them ? " sez ho,

perkin" up.

" It wouldn't make a bit of differs," sez I.

" By the time ye had rasped your face down

fifteen feet of a sooty chimney ye'd be

lookin' a deal liker the divil than Santy

Claus."

" That's right," sez he, " that's right ; an'

besides, it would play puck with the false

face. I'll tell you what we'll do. We'll

lower the parcel down the chimney, an' then

I'll come in by the front door an' tell them

they should have had the chimney swept for

me. That's a good notion, Pat," sez he.

" Eh ? I mayn't have any of my own, but

what I don't know about children isn't worth

talkin' about. Now don't say another word.

That's what we'll do. You go in an' prepare

Mrs. Matthew."

" They'll hear us on the roof," sez Iâ��

though I knowed I was only wastin' my

breath.

" Let them," sez Mr. Anthony. " They'll

think it's reindeer."

" They'll think it's a Clydesdale horse,"

sez I, " an' me with my workin' boots on."

" You'll not need to come on the roof,"

sez he. " I can manage by myself."

" Troth, an' ye won't," sez I. " I'm not

goin' to run the risk of havin' the only

decent solicitor in Ballygullion breakin' his

neck."

" That's right. Pat," sez Mr. Anthony, all

pleased. " That's right. I would be missed,

I believe. Away in, now," sez he, " an'

warn Mrs. Matthew. I'll be tyin' on the

false face."

SO in I goes an' tells Mrs. Matthew the

piece ; an' troth, though she was in poor

enough heart, as ye may guess, the notion

of it made her laugh, an" she promised to

warn all the young ones that wasn't in their

beds, an' told me where to find a laddher,

an' a rope to lower the parcel with.

" Come on, now, Mr. Anthony," sez I,

puttin' the laddher again the wall afther I

had the parcel tied to the rope. " An' do

you hold my coat-tails when I'm lowerin'

this."

" No," sez he, " I'll go first an' carry the

parcel. I've a great head on a high place."

An' up the laddher he goes.



Lynn Doyle

" What's holdin' me. Pat ? " sez he,

stoppin' about the second step. " Am I

caught in a nail ? No," sez he ; "I'm

standin' on my overcoat. Wait till I throw

this cursed thing off. Come on."

" For Heaven's sake, Mr. Anthony," sez

I to him when we got to the roof, " don't

thry to walk along the ridge tiles ! Sit down

an' slither along."

" I suppose I'd betther," sez he. " I

could walk it, mind ye, but for the parcel.

An' if I was sure my glasses would stay on

my nose in this wind I could walk it any way,"

" Now slither," sez I. " It'll be safer."

But even as it was I was holdin' my breath

till we were safe at the chimney.

" Lower away now," sez I, in a whisper,

"an' keep to this side, or Arthur M'Craw'll

have the eatin' of the puddin'."

" How ? "sez he. " Is there no division ? "

" Not till near the bottom," sez I.

" I'll stand on the copin', then," sez he,

" to make sure." An' before I could catch

him he had speeled up.

" Come down out of that, Mr. Anthony,"

sez I ; for the wits was near frightened out

of me. I could just make him out again

the sky, perched there like a swallow on a

telegraph wire. " Ye'll break your neck, I

tell ye."

" Blethers ! " sez he. " Gimme the parcel.

Shure I could walk round the edge of a mill

chimley." An' with that a brick turns

undher his foot an' he disappears with a yell.

" Holy angels ! " sez I to myself, " he'll be

desthroyed ! " An' away I goes slitherin'

along to the laddher, thinkin' in all the

confusion how well it was I'd told Mrs.

Matthew to damp down the fire.

I DASHED into the kitchen with my heart

jumpin' out of my mouth, thinkin' to

find Mr. Anthony with not less than a

broken leg, an' the childher in hysterics, an'

behold ye they were all sittin' round the

fire an' not a sign of him at all !

" What's wrong ? " sez Mrs. Matthew,

leppin' up, all scared.

" He's fell down ! " sez I. " He's stuck in

the chimley ! Wait till I look." But when

I put in my head an' looked up, I could

see a glimmer of sky, an' there it come on

me in a flash.

" He's gone into Arthur's ! " sez I, dhrawin'

back an' gapin' at Mrs. Matthew. " What's

to be done ? Is Arthur at home ? Could

we break the door ? "

" Arthur's in," sez she. " Run yourself.

I would not go near him for ten pound."

Out I goes, an' to Arthur's door. The

latch lifted an' in I went. There was only

one bit of a candle burnin', but I could see

ould Arthur lyin" on the floor, an' what was

left of Mr. Anthony bendin' over him.

There was more of Mr. Anthony left than

ye'd have expected. The nose of the false

face had gone, an' one sleeve of his jacket,

an' if the back of his breeches was as far

gone as the front he was in no great trim tu

go to a party ; but I could tell by him there

was no bones broke.

Hush ! " sez he, as I went to speak :

" he's comin' round. Out wi' ye, Pat."

An' he pulled me out an' closed the door.

" Are ye anythin' the worse, Mr.

Anthony ? " sez I. " No ? Well, ye might

ha' been killed, that's all. I told ye what

would happen."

"Happen," sez he, "happen? Did you

not see that I did it on purpose ? "

" On purpose ! " sez I. For I could not

hold my tongue in the face of that.

" To be sure," sez he, never turnin' a hair.

" It was you talkin' of the danger of goin'

to Arthur's side that put it in my head. I

thoughtrl'd give old Arthur a fright."

" Aye, well, ye did that," sez I.

" I did," sez he. " An' he give me one.

too. I thought he was gone. If I hadn't

seen his bottle of drops on the dresser an'

pushed a dose into him, he was away. But

I think he's all right. Look in, Pat."

I looked, an' there was Arthur dotterin'

round the kitchen, very feeble, searchin' for

somethin' on the floor.

" That's all right," sez Mr. Anthony, when

I told him. " He'll do now." An' then h<:

begins to dance round an' laugh. " He took

me for the divil,'' sez he. " I landed right

in the middle of the fire ! It's well he's a

miser, or I'd been cremated. The half-pint

broke on the way down, an' the blue flames

was whiffin' round me as if I was a plum-

puddin'. It's no wondher Arthur was scared.

I must have looked very like the real thing.

It's the best bit of actin' ever I did in my

life."

" What did he do, Mr. Anthony ? " sez I,

chucklin' to myself. For, troth, I was no

way sorry for the old villain.

" He just let two prayers an' a yell out

of him, an' dropped," sez Mr. Anthonv.

It's a good job I saw the medicine," sez

he, soberin' down a bit. " But never mind.

All's well that ends well. It was a great

thought, Pat, wasn't it ? I have a head on

me. It's well ye thought of gettin' me into

this case."

" I don't see what good this'll do in the

case," sez I.

" Do ye not, ye old dunderhead ? " sez

he, in great heart. " Listen, then. I'm

goin' in to Arthur in about five minutes as

Mrs. Matthew's solicithor to make a settle-

ment, an1 with the fright he's got, an' his

heart fluttherin' like a bird in a basket, it'll

be a queer thing if I don't cut him down

half ; an' if her friends won't lend her that
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much I'll do it myself. It's a great scheme,"

sez he, " to be planned out all in a second

on the top of a chimley." An' upon my

soul, by this time I think he believed it.

" Ye'll not make much of him," sez I.

" He'll think the whole thing was a dhream.

The divil doesn't go about these times, the

way he used to."

" Does he not ? " sez he. " \\'el\, he was

there to-night, any way, an' brought this

away with him." And he pulls a paper out

of his pocket an' shoves it into my face.

" The mortgage," sez he ; " Arthur was

readin' it when he fell."

" That's dangerous, Mr. Anthony," sez I,

lookin' at him a bit scared.

" Blethers ! " sez he, but I could tell by

his voice he was very much of the same

opinion. " Any way, I'll have to go through

with it now. Come into Mrs. Matthew's till

I get myself straited up."

" Ye can't go in with them trousers on

ye," sez I, sthrikin' a match.

" I suppose I couldn't," sez he. " Never

mind. I'll put oh my overcoat. Bring me

some water out to the yard, till I wash my

hands. My face is all right, I think," sez

he, feelin' the end of lus nose, a bit gingerly.

" Tell Mrs. Matthew to put the childher to

bed, an' say I'll be in presently with news.

An', Pat," sez he, " fetch a candle to the

stable till I read this document. Blast it !

I wish I had left it alone ! It was the one

oversight in a great'pian."

But when I went back to him in the stable

he was as full of himself again as ever.

" Come you in to Arthur's when you hear

me knockin' on the wall," sez he, "an1

you'll witness the overthrow of that old

grabber. He's cuteâ��he's cute ; but he

hasn't a chance with me. Damme," sez he,

" when my brain's in good order I could

bamboozle Napoleon ! " An' away he goes.

1 COULDN'T tell ye how long it was till

he knocked, I was that busy tellin' Mrs.

Matthew lies; for I couldn't satisfy her;

but at last the knock came. When I went in

Arthur was sittin' at the table, very white

an' shook-lookin', an' Mr. Anthony on the

other side of it with a paper in front of him.

" Pat," sez Mr. Anthony, " I want you

to witness this document, an' a very credit-

able document to Mr. M'Craw it is. It has

come into his head that he's been a bit hard

on Mrs. Savage, an' mightn't have luck with

it, an' he's releasing her for orte hundred

an' fifty pounds, just the actual amount he

says he lent her husband, an' ma kin' her a

present of all costs an' interest. They came

to another one hundred an' fifty pounds, an'

Mr. Savage had given Mr. M'Craw a mortgage

for three hundred. Just at the moment

Mr. M'Craw can't lav his hands on the

mortgage, but we'll not press for that as he

is acting so generously."

" He's actin' well," sez I ; " an' a blessin'll

follow himâ��I hope it'll be a long while

catchin' up with him," I put in undher my

breath. " Where'11 I sign, Mr. Anthony ? "

" Wait a second," sez Mr. Anthony, " Mr.

M'Craw must sign first. You're satisfied with

the document, Mr. M'Craw ? "

" Reach me them drops," whispers Arthur.

" Yes, I'm satisfied," sez he, puttin' down

the glass, an' breakin' into a kind of a whine,

" an' I think I'm actin' like a Christian an'

a neighbour. I hope people will give in to

that ; for it's at a heavy cost. But we must

be Christians ; for who can tell when his

hour will come ? " .

" That's right," sez Mr. Anthony. " Sign

here. Wait a minit, there's a mistakeâ��

there's a mistake in this. The date of the

missing mortgage is the first of December,

not the fifteenth."

" Ye wee idiot ! " sez I to meself.

I was right, too. Arthur jumps to his

feet as if he had the heart of a bullock.

" How do you know that ? " sez he, lookin'

hard at Mr. Anthony. " What ! " he screams.

" It was you ! I know ye now ; it was, you.

trickin' me an' hmnbuggin' me, was it ?

But you'll pay, an' your client'll pay. I'll

disbar ye, for theft an' fraud, ye muniherer !

Ye near killed me, an' ye would rob me, too.

An' your client'll pay down three hundred

pounds an' costs, or go. But first of all I'll

deal with you."

He takes a gulp at the dhrops again, an'

sits down fair foamin' at the mouth. An' as

for me, I was that vexed at Mr. Anthony that

I could ha' kicked him round the kitchen.

But Mr. Anthony was as cool as a cucumber.

" Don't get excited, Mr. M'Craw," sez he.

"I've done nothing unprofessional."( "You've

a cheek on ye ! " thinks I.) " I merely took

a favourable opportunity of examining a

vital document in the case. You can have

it back ; or, better still, I'll hand it to your

solicitor. I'll not lose it, you may be sure,

seein' it's all you have to show for the money

you allege you lent to Matthew Savape.

An' I'm done with it," sez he ; " for I've

read it from date to signature." Arthur

never answered a word, but sat there lookin'

very hard at him. " Come, now," sez Mr.

Anthony, pushin' forward the agreement,

" sign this, an' don't spoil a generous action

by a little useless ill-temper."

" Ye may save your breath thryin' to bluff

Arthur," thinks Ã�. " He has you, an' he'll

salt you. An' ye had the whole thing your

own way, if ye'd kept your silly mouth shut."

Ye could ha' tied me with a straw when I

seen Arthur takin' up the pen like a lamb

an' signin'. I near spilled the ink-bottle I

was that keen to witness.
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'What!' he screams. 'It

was you I I know ye now ; it

was you, trickin" me an' hum-

buggin' me, was it ?' '

" Good night, Mr. M'Craw," sez

Mr. Anthony, gettin' on his feet an'

puttin' the agreement in his pocket.

" The hundhred an' fifty pounds'll be

paid over to your solicitor."

But Arthur never looked up.

1 was still half-dazed when we got out.

" In the name of all that's queer,"

sez I, " will ye tell me, Mr. Anthony,

why Arthur gave in when he had you in

his hands ? "

" I'll tell you why," sez Mr. Anthony.

" Ye said this afthernoon that Matthew

Savage always swore he'd never sign a

mortgage. Well, he kept his word. The

mortgage is a very nice mortgage, an' a

credit to the lawyer that drew it. Except

here an' there, I could hardly improve on

it myself. But there's one thriflin' flaw in

it, Pat. It isn't signed !

" I knew it," sez Mr. Anthony, dancin'

round like a tin toy. " I knew Matthew had

refused to sign at the last minit. I felt it

in my bones. It flashed over me as I climbed

up on the chimley. Damme," sez he, " I'll

have a wee chimley built in my own back

yard, an' walk round it whenever I meet a

knotty case ! Come on, till we tell Mrs.

Matt."

But I could only stand still an' look at

him with my mouth open.
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MARSHALL-HALL,

whose name has

been so much

before the public

recently, has a presence.

More than six feet high,

with the broad shoulders of a Hercules

and something of the grace of an Ð�]*Ð�1Ð¾,

with a long face with pronounced feature.-,

a large nose, large eyes, well chiselled and

mobile lips, he might well claim to be one

of the handsomest men of the Barâ��anil

the Bar does not consist entirely, as

writers of fiction, from Dickens downwards,

suggest, of skeletons with pallid faces and

owl-like eyes.

He is the athlete he looks. His golf is

superb ; I believe his cricket and his

tennis and his shooting are also excellent;

but I can only speak of his golf from

l>ersonal experience. What is the secret

of the strange and somewhat mixed
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feeling there is about him ? He has

great courage, vehement zeal, a re-

sounding and often touching eloquence

â��I thought his use of the quotation

from " Othello " in his speech for Mr.

Greenwood was wonderfully touching.

But very sober people sometimes shake

their heads and black - letter lawyers

purse their lips now and then when

his name is mentioned. Is it because

he has the defects of his .fiery qualities

and of his hot tongue, and that he

cannot brook easily pompous interrup-

tions by staid judges ? I suspect there

must be a drop of Irish somewhere

in a temperament so ebullient and a

temper so ' susceptible. Anyhow, if I

wanted to be defended from murder,

he's the advocate I'd choose !

1 may say that if he were not a

barrister he might have made a

fortune as an art dealer. He

knows all about all sorts of

PRESENT DAYâ��AGE

I Into rÂ«,l.

collecting â�� old silver, pic-

tures, ivories, etc. And if

he hadn't been a lawyer and

a collector, he might have

made a great doctor. That

is always one of his strong

points when he is in a

poison case. He has studied

medicine profoundly, which

indeed is natural, for his

father was a doctor in

Brighton with a big prac-

tice, and that brilliant and

receptive young son of lus

took in from his lips much

of the medical lore which

has stood him in such good

stead Marshall-Hall makes

enemies, I dare sayâ��most

strong temperaments do â��

but he makes warm friends

â�¢â��of whom I'm glad to be

one.
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TH E man

looked up

as the

bushes

parted, and a girl

stepped into the

little glade. A

glint of sunshine

just caught her

face and hair as

she stood, watch-

ing him with a

slight frown, and

instinctively he

took off his hat.

Below them a

brook gurgled and

bubbled its cheer-

ful way through

the heat of the

summer after-

noon ; above their

heads a blackbird

was pouring out

his song ecstatic-

ally. And in the

glade itself was the

awkward silence

of two unintro-

tluced humans,

who have met in

such circum-

stances as render

silence foolish.

The glade was

far away from the

beaten track, and

the man had wan-

dered there aim-

lessly that after-

noon. He had an

:.

I

' 1 hope I'm not trespassing,' he remarked. ' Unless you're

you are. The place is

Copyright, 1921, by H. C. McNeile.
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uncomfortable feeling that he had passed

at least two notice-boards stating that

" Trespassers will be prosecuted." But the

coolness of the woods had lured him on, and

then he had come to the stream and followed

it. It had led him to the gladeâ��just a little

clearing in the heart of the big treesâ��with

thick undergrowth screening it from outside

view. And there he had lit his pipe and

endeavoured to concentrate on the destiny

of his hero and heroine, who, at the moment,

refused point-blank to behave as he con-

sidered a well-written hero and heroine

should behave.

The glade had not helped him. First a

rabbit had appeared on the scene and

contemplated him gravely ; and then the

blackbirdâ��or was it a thrush ?â��had com-

menced its song. It struck him with a feeling

blind," she answered, uncompromisingly,

stiff with notice-boards.' "

akin to surprise that a man, acknowledged

by all the critics to be one of the cleverest'

of the younger generation of authors, should

not know the difference between the song

of a blackbird and that of a thrush. How-

ever, the bird itself settled the question by

obligingly showing itself, and once again he

concentrated on his heroine.

She was quite up to his usual form as far

as he had gotâ��one of his typical heroines,

who had earned him the reputation of being

an uncompromising realist. He saw life as

it was, and he wrote it down on paper,

strongly flavoured with a delightful cynicism

which was peculiarly his own. At least, so

he had constantly been fold by a'host of

admirers.

But this particular heroine showed a

strong desire to break out on a line of her

own. She had posi-

t i v e hankerings

after marriage with

a penniless subal-

tern, which is all

right in theory, but

in practice is simply

not done. Not by

a realist. At least,

if it is, the result

is a foregone con-

clusion. And he

wanted her to live

as happily ever

after as is possible

in the world he

sketchedâ��the real

world. Not the

imaginary one of

the idealistsâ��that

he scorned. The

truth was all-im-

portant ; to sacri-

fice it for a sugar

and spice effect

struck him as

cowardlyâ�� worse

still, as being false

to his art. And he

was a conscientious

artist of his own

school.

It was just as he

had lit his second

pipe that the girl,

swinging a sun-

bonnet in her hand,

provided the third

interruption. She

was an amazingly

pretty girlâ��that he

noticed at once ;

under her arm

you must know that she held a book

â��that he noticed
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immediately afterwards ; for the book had a

very familiar paper wrapper on it; the book

was his own latest novel. And he liked

pretty girls who read his books, even though

he was a realist.

" I hope I'm not trespassing," he remarked,

at length.

" Unless you're blind," she answered,

uncompromisingly, " you must know that

ypu are. The place is stiff with notice-

boards."

He bowed. " I'm sorry," he said, gravely.

" I don't think I've done any damage, and

it's so perfectly lovely in these woods that

I wandered on aimlessly."

The frown gradually relaxed, and she

came a few steps towards him.

" They are lovely, aren't they ? " she

agreed. " And this spot is the most perfect

of all."

" Do they belong to you ? "

" To my father," she said. " We live up

at the Hall."

" A delightful house. I saw it from the

road as I motored past. And then I came

in here to try and think. My heroine is

proving most intractable. I spoil paper, by

way of something to do," he explained,

seeing the puzzled look in her eyes.

" Oh ! an author ! " She regarded him

with a new interest. " What does the poor

woman want to do ? "

" Marry a hopelessly ineligible fellow

merely because she imagines herself in love

with him."

" Merely ! " The girl looked at him

curiously. " Isn't that a good enough

reason ? "

" In a book, perhaps," he smiled. " But

not in real life."

" Oh ! you're wrong, you're wrong."

With a little scornful laugh she threw the

book she was carryingâ��his bookâ��on the

ground. " You're like that manâ��Basil Mill-

ward." She pointed an accusing finger at

the familiar paper wrapper. " Realismâ��-

realism-â��at least, what he imagines to be

realism ! And all he does is to write things

that hurt."

" Vet you read his books," remarked the

man, gravely.

"Oh! I read themâ��yes," -she cried.

" But I hate them."

HE knocked out the ashes of his pipe,

and started to fill it again. This was

another side of the picture with a

vengeance.

" I've read 'em, too," he said, casually.

" And I don't think they struck me that

way. Why do you hate them ? "

" Because they're so cruel; because

they're so true."

â�¢ The truth is cruel more often than not."

" That's why he oughtn't to write it."

" Rather a Bolshevik suggestion that,

isn't it ? " Through the blue smoke curling

up from his pipe he watched her critically.

" Why ? " she demanded. " We don't

want the truth in what we read ; we get

that without reading. We want what ought

to be the truthâ��beauty, love, kindliness.

We want to see visions and dream dreams.

We want to forget. Don't you see ? Don't

you understand that ? That's why Barm-

is so wonderful. We know it isn't trueâ��that

it's only a fantasy. But he makes us think

it isâ��for two hours."

His pipe forgottenâ��he was staring at her

now with unfeigned interest.

" But surely," he began, " an author has

no right to paint a world of make-believe.

Each in his separate star shall draw the

thing as he sees it, for the God of things as

they are.' " He quoted the tag with a smile.

What did this decided young person think

of Kipling ?

"But he's an idealist!" she cried, "one

of the greatest we have. He dreams in

Empires. Don't you see that the realist

only follows ? The big manâ��the idealistâ��

leads. His ideals may be wrong, impossible ;

but he's tried. He's not a plagiarist, any-

way."

" Good Lord ! " exploded the man. " Do

you mean to say that you consider a man

who writes the truth is a plagiarist ? "

" Well, he's copying, isn't he ? " She

stared at him defiantly. " He's only a

glorified journalist."

" My sacred aunt! " he muttered. " You're

a dangerous revolutionary."

She laughed, and after a moment or two

he joined in.

" I suppose I'm young and foolish." she

remarked. " And also I'm getting out of

my depth. But what I do feel most strongly

is this. There's so little beauty and pleasure

in this world, that the man who can do it

should add to it. There are ideals, and

they're glossed over to-day in real life by

every sort of rottenness. Can't the men liktÂ»

Basil Millward try and keep them alive ?

Can't they lead instead of following ? Isn't

it better to paint an impossible love in a

cottage with your hopeless ineligible than

picture a successful society marriage from

the worldly point of view ? "

"You think Basil Millward could do

that ? " he asked, gravely.

" Of course he couldâ��but he won't. It

wouldn't pay him." She gave a little scornful

smile.

" Probably the poor devil must live,"

murmured the man, " however incompre-

hensible the necessity. Besides, I don't

think it's quite his style, is itâ��the fairy

story stunt ? "
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" But it isn't a.fairy story, I tell you."

She stamped her foot. " It's the truthâ��the

real truth. That's the falsehood." Again

she pointed at the offending novel, lying in

mute resignation between them.

He stared at her with thoughtful eyes.

" I see," he remarked, at length.. " I see,

oh lady of the decided views ! And might

I askâ��without being impertinentâ��if you

propose to practise what you preach ? " He

pointed at the diamond ring on the third

finger of her left hand.

She blushed slightly and nodded. " If by

that you meanâ��am 1 marrying the- man I

loveâ��yes."

" I don't quite mean that," he said, with

â�¢i faint smile. " This lucky manâ��is he the

hopelessly ineligible fellow of my recalcitrant

heroine ? "

" He hasn't got any money," she answered,

defiantly. " But if there is love nothing else

matters." And then suddenly she pulled

herself up short. " You know, this is the

most extraordinary conversation between

two complete strangers."

" Is it ? " said the man, casually. " I

hadn't noticed it. It struck me as being

peculiarly interesting. And what does your

future husband do to sustain body and soul ?''

" He's an engineer," she answered. " And

I know he's bound to get on. Though "

She broke off, frowning.

" Though your certainty is not shared by

everyone in the picture." He appeared

engrossed in relighting his pipe. " Quite so ;

the older generation are most uncompromising

realists sometimes. And when does the

deed take place ? "

" As soon as he can get enough money."

Then, apropos of nothing in particular,

" Oh ! I hate the older generation. I bet

you he is a soured, middle-aged man."

" Whoâ��the engineer ? " He looked up

in amazement: then a grin spread over his

face. " Oh ! You mean Basil Milhvard.

Forgive my denseness. For a moment I

failed to follow you."

" On the rare occasions he has written of a

happy marriage, he's done it with his tongue

in his cheek."

" That's not fair," said the man, quickly.

" You know you're exaggerating."

" Well, at any rate," cried the girl, " he's

always insisting on the importance of money,

andâ��and " She kicked the offending

tome viciously away from her.

For a moment there shone in the man's

eyes a strange look of pity and understand-

ing ; the story was so clear in spite of the

gapsâ��perhaps because of them.

" I read him a little differently," he said,

quietly. " It seems to me that under his

so-called cynicism there lies a great longing

for what might be. But every time his pen

would stray in that direction he comes up

against the inexorable fact thatâ��it isn't.

And maybe he feels that it is betterâ��more

honestâ��not to paint a lie, which perhaps

would deceive ; would make peopleâ��some

peopleâ��think it was the truth. Perhaps he

knows that only to the very few does God

grant a love which is all-sufficing ; and,

what is more important, that from century

to century the very many refuse to believe

that fact. They go on trying ; they go on

failingâ��because they've started wrong. Just

for a while love is enoughâ��and then-â��-â��"

He knocked out his pipe against a tree and

put it in his pocket. " Unless, of course,

they belong to the very few. But it's a big

risk."

" A risk that is worth while every time,"

said the girl, steadily.

" So the very many have always said."

He held out his hand. " Shall I make my

heroine say it ? "

" Of course. What else could she sayâ��if

she's anything of a heroine ? "

" She's rather good up to date." He

smiled at her, still holding her hand. " Thank

you for not prosecuting me for trespassingâ��

and for what you've said. And may I wish

you luck ? "

" One of the very few ? "

" One of the very few," he said, gravely.

The next moment he had left her, and, at

last, long after he was gone, the girl picked

up the book, and sat down with her back

against a tree. In the undergrowth near by

the blackbird had started its song again ;

the brook still gurgled on its merry way.

" One of the very few," she whispered

under her breath. " Why, Jim, dearâ��of

course we are ; of course."

And Basil Millward's book dropped un-

heeded on the grass beside her.

T the 'All, sir ? Mr. Bannister do live

there. Children ? Only oneâ��Miss

Ruth. The son, "e was killed in

France."

The landlord of tke Three Cows leaned

genially over the bar.

" Good beer ? Ayeâ��but not what it was

before the war. No body in it, says I.

All along of this 'ere danged Government."

The man put down his tankard and

laughed.

" There are two things in this world,

landlord, that never change. And I've

heard 'em both this afternoon. One is the

certainty of youth that it is always rightâ��â�� "

" They do be pig-headed at times," agreed

Boniface. " And what would be the other,

sir ? "

" The certainty of everybody that the

Government is always wrong," said the man,

with a smile.
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And the worthy proprietor of the Three

Cows was still pondering when the hum of

the car had died away in the distance.

II.

" '""T'HE editor of Dalian's Magazine appears

I somewhat amused." That prince of

literary agents, Mr. Hastings, leaned

back in his chair and regarded Basil

Milhvard with twinkling eyes.

" Oh, does he ? " grunted Mill ward. " And

what particularly has tickled his young

fancy ? "

" You, my dear man, youâ��and your short

story. He rang me up on the telephone

to find out when the marriage was going to

take place."

" Hang his impertinence ! " Millward

grinned a little sheepishly. " Just because

a fellow happens to write something a little

different to his usual trash "

"A little different ! " Mr. Hastings laughed

outright. " And then your special instruc-

tions about the illustrations tickled him to

death. Do you really want to take the illus-

trator down to look at the scene of the

tragedy ? "

" I do," answered Millward, doggedly.

" And is the heroine to be looked at also ? "

" No, confound you, you old scoundrel !

I suppose I shall have to gratify your vulgar

curiosity. That story is a wedding present."

" Indeed," murmured the other, politely.

" How nice ! "

" Don't be sarcastic, or I shall refuse to

ask you to hmch. A fortnight ago, Hastings,

I wandered in the country, and in the course

of my wanderings I encountered a charming

and lovely maiden, who was about to be

married to an impecunious and, in all

probability, totally unworthy engineer. But

what particularly interested me about her,

after her appearance, was her intense anti-

pathy to the novels of one Basil Millward.

She was carrying one when I met her, and

in the intervals of our conversation she

kicked it with vim and accuracy. In fact,

she completely ruined the elegant paper

cover which caused our one and only Williams

so many sleepless nights."

" Dear, dear ! " The twinkle was in-

creasing in the agent's eyes.

" Needless to say, she did not know that

I was Basil Millward, and I did not enlighten

her on the point."

" It might have cramped her style, un-

doubtedly," conceded the other.

" I gathered that his realism was abhorrent

to her ; that she regarded him as a plagiarist

of about the standing of a fifth-rate journal-

ist. I further gathered that it was hiÃ³

bounden duty to write of love in a cottage.

Ideals she wantedâ��not reality. Not the

truth."

" I see," said Mr. Hastings, quietly.

" She wanted someone to tell her she was

right. Tell her the gamble was worth while."

" You've got it," answered Millward.

" She's up against it at homeâ��I could see

that ; and, by God, Hastings, it was like a

breath of. one's own childhood to hear her

talk. The old simplicity came back "

He rose and walked up and down the room

with his hands thrust deep in his pockets.

" She's not an ignorant child," he went on.

after a moment, " talking for effect. She's

got brains, that girl ; and " He paused.

staring at his own photograph, which con-

fronted him. "And she said that it was his

business "â��he pointed at the likeness,

thoughtfullyâ��" to draw what might beâ��not

what is. That he could do itâ��only it

wouldn't pay. To lead instead of follow.

Hang it, Hastings "â��he swung round and

stared at the otherâ��" almost she persuaded

me to be a Christian."

" Almost ? Quite, I should sayâ��judging

by your effort for Dalian's."

" Oh, that's a flash in the pan. I shall go

back to the old style ; unlessâ�� He lit

a cigarette with ostentatious deliberation.

" An engineer, you say," murmured Mr.
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Hastings, tilting back his chair and gazing

at the ceiling. " And to come back to busi-

nessâ��your charming fantasy is at once an

atonement and a present. You want a

copy of the magazine sent her ? "

" Yesâ��direct from the publishers. "

Mr. Hastings made a note on a slip of

The prince of literary agents bent over his

desk to conceal his face.

"Quite," he murmured, soothingly, " quite.

Would you like to use my telephone to tell

them to take the chill off the claret for lunch ?"

' You vile materialist ! " laughed Mill-

ward. Have you ever heard the proverb

" He paused, staring at his own

photograph, which confronted him.

' And she said that it was his busi-

ness' he pointed at the likenessâ��

' to lead instead of follow.' '

paper. ' It shall be done. And you'd better

6x up direct with the illustrator as to when

you go down."

" It'll be awkward if she discovers us in

the act," said Millward, dubiously.

" Very," agreed the other. " By the way

â��date of publication ? "

" As soon as possible."

" And what about America ? "

" Bother America ! Confound it, man, this

is a wedding present ! You're singularly

dense to-day."

anent the fruit of the oyster and one of the

baser denizens of the farmyard ? "

III.

IT was two months later that Basil Mill-

\vard, glancing through his morning mail,

came across a letter which made him pause

and stare at the postmark. It was unread-

able, and he turned the envelope over two or

three times in his hand. It was addressed

to him care of Dalian's Magazine, and in-

stinctively he felt it was from Ruth Bannister.
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He got many letters similarly addressed, but

over this one he felt sure before he opened it.

The number of the magazine containing

his story had been out about a week : the

Copy had been duly sent from the office.

And here was the answer.

With a faint smile playing round his lips

he opened the letter and glanced at the signa-

ture. He was right : it was from the girl,

and, propping it up against the coffee-pot,

he began to read.

" So you were Basil Millward," it ran.

" Stupid o'f me not to have recognized youâ��

seeing that your photograph is not unknown

in the illustrated papers. And I presume

your story in Dalian's was meant for me. I

don't quite know what induced you to write

it, or whether you expect me to thank you

for it. If you want the truth, I am not in

the slightest degree grateful ; in fact, I con-

sider you were rather impertinent. When a

child cares for a toy that it thinks is the

biggest thing in the world, you give it that

toy with an indulgent smile. And then, after

a while, it finds out its mistake and the toy

is discarded.

" But I'm not a childâ��and I dislike being

handed toys with an indulgent smile. As I

say, I think it is impertinent. You don't

believe what you wrote ; you had your

tongue in your cheelt the whole time. That's

what makes me angryâ��not so much with

you as with myself. Because I don't believe

what you wrote myselfâ��now.

" Yours faithfully,

" RUTH BANNISTER."

Twice did Basil Millward read it through

from end to end ; then he rose and went to

the telephone.

" I don't believe what you wrote myselfâ��

now."

Poor kid ! Disillusioned already. Truly

that engineer must be an unworthy man.

He got through to the garage and told

them to get his car ready. Then he rang up

a theatrical manager and cancelled a luncheon

engagement. After which interval the in-

dubitable fact that cold kidneys are depress-

ing articles of diet forced itself on his mind.

He glanced anxiously through the window

at a somewhat watery sun, but decided that

it might be better in the country. And half

an hour later, with the letter in his pocket,

he was threading his way through the traffic.

Discreet pumping of the landlord of the

Three Cows revealed nothing save that Miss

Ruth was not away from home ; and after

lunch Millward drove slowly off in the direc-

tion of the wood where he had met her. He

was going to chance her coming again to the

little glade ; and if she didn't that after-

noon, he'd come back the next, and the next,

until she did. It was there that he must

meet her ; he couldn't go to the Hall.

HE struck the stream without difficulty,

and followed it till he reached his goal.

It was j ust the sameâ��not a twig seemed

different. The brook still murmured past his

feet ; a little lower perhapsâ��but there hadn't

been much rain. The blackbird was an

absentee, but the hum of the insect world

supplied the orchestra. And with his back

against a tree Basil Millward sat and waited.

Once he pulled out her letter and read it

again with a frownâ��a most unworthy

fellow, that engineer ! Gradually the frown

disappeared ; another train of thought

appeared to have replaced his anger against

the sinner. One that brought a smile to his

lips ; one that

And then, with dramatic suddenness,

came the girl. At one moment he had the

glade to himself ; the next he saw her stand-

ing on the opposite side, staring at him in

silence. She made no movement as he

stood upâ��only went on staring at him ; and

after a while he smiled.

" I have come to apologize," he said, with

a bow.

" There's no excuse for trespassing this

time, Mr. Millward," she said, gravely.

" You know the way out, don't you ? "

" Part of my creed is that I never run away

from things I don't understand," said Mill-

ward. " Why don't you believe yourselfâ��

now ? "

" Do you want material for another short

story ? " Her lips curled a little, and the

man winced.

" That's not fair, Miss Bannister," he said,

quietly. " You're not quite just."

She shrugged her shoulders. " Let us

put it, then, that I'm not very interested,"

she remarked. " Are you going or am I ?"

" Is my presence so very distasteful to

you ? " he asked, slowly.

" Distasteful ! Good heavens, Mr. Mill-

ward, please don't become melodramatic.

You've got no right to be here, as you know

â��so I should be obliged if you would go.

I'm not in the mood for talking this after-

noon."

He bowed. " Then that leaves me no

alternative. But before I go there is one

thing I want to .make clear. When I wrote

that short story I was not actuated by the

feeling you attributed to me in your letter.

There was nothing I felt less like than a

grown-up handing a child a toy with an in-

dulgent smile. It was a tributeâ��feeble, I

admit, but one that I thought you would

understandâ��to a far greater reality than ray

realism has ever painted."

" What do you mean ? " she asked,

wonderingly.

" During the half-hour we talked. Miss

Bannister." he went on. gravely, â�¢' you made

me understand the difference between God's
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reality and man's ; see the immeasurable

gulf between the two. I have written the

truth as I saw itâ��man's truth. Clamorous,

perhaps, in its insistence on being portrayed ;

clamorous, perhaps, because it is ephemeral

and passing ; clamorous because, in the big

scheme, it is a lie. And God's truthâ��which

men call idealismâ��is pushed aside. It is

magnificent, doubtless, but it is not life. It

doesn't stand much chance to-day ; it has

to creep away into little secret placesâ��

where Clod is. And there, perhaps, for a

space it may be given to a man to under-

stand its infinite beauty. Sometimes the

interpreter is his own soul ; sometimes it is

another person. My story, for what it was

worth, was a tribute to my interpreter."

He raised his eyes and looked at her, and

the tears were trembling on her lashes.

"An interpreter who got it all wrong,"

she said, shakily. " All wrongâ��from begin-

ning to end."

" Ah ! noâ��don't say that." He took a

step towards her. " I'm relying on you."

She shook her head wearily. " He broke

it offâ��the engagementâ��the day after we

had our talk. By letter. Said it was impos-

sible to afford it ; would hamper him in his

work. And he's gone to Peru for five years."

" Ah ! " He looked away lest she should

see the sudden flaming hope in his eyes.

" And does it still hurt ? "

" No," she answered, slowly. " I don't

think it does. At least, not the fact that

he's gone. It's the crumbling of one's ideals

â��however stupid they areâ��that takes the

timo to heal."

" But you mustn't let them crumbleâ��just

because one man has failed. Why not keep

them standing for some other man, whoâ��

who may come along ? " His face was still

averted, and he heard her give a little laugh

that was half a sob.

" Men don't want ideals. Oh ! I don't

blame them. Theirs is the responsibility of

the home, of supporting their wife and chil-

dren ; theirs is the necessity of battling

with man's truth, as you call it. God's truth

doesn't supply you with bread and butter.

It may have infinite beauty, as you say :

once I thought it did. But it fails to fill

one's stomach." She laughed again ; then,

very low, he heard her say : " It's a shamâ��

a mocker}'."

AFTER a while he turned and laced her.

And, being a man, with a man's foolish-

ness, he imagined she saw nothing un-

usual in his face ; while she, being a woman,

with a woman's intuition, met his eyes for

one half-second and then looked away.

" Men do Avant ideals," he said, gravely.

" More than ever to-day. But because they

realize all too early in life that what you said

is the truthâ��that ideals don't give you bread

and butterâ��they forget them. They fold

them up and put them away ; and then in.

years to come if they take them outâ��they

find they don't fit, and throw them away.

But they miss themâ��all their lives, either

consciously or unconsciously. You made me

take mine out. Iâ��Iâ��want help to make

them fit."

She was engrossed in throwing sticks into

the stream, and seemed unconscious of his

closeness to her.

" I'm not going to ask you now if you will

give me that help." His voice was very

low. " I'm only going to say that you're

the most wonderful thing I've ever metâ��and

thatâ��and thatâ��I lo that I can supply

the bread and butter." He finished with

a gasp.

Her shoulders began to shake gently.

" But can you alwaysâ��always, I repeatâ��

guarantee strawberry jam as well ? "

" Invariably," he answered, stoutly.

" Then you must have a most wonderful

grocer. Mr. Millwardâ��Basilâ��my dear, don't.

Not yet. Let me think."

" You very glorious girl ! " he whispered,

and his voice was shaking. " It isn't pos-

sible. I must be dreaming."

And now her eyes met his without falter-

ing.

" Let's keep it God's truth, dear man,"

she said, gently. " Let's keep it God's

truth as long as we can."

Basil Miliward bent his head. " That's

for all our lives, darling," he answered,

gravely. " Till Journey's End."

From the. branches above poured out a

flood of songâ��the blackbird's overture to

the world-old play that is ever new.

IMPORTANT ANNOUNCEMENT.

NEW LIGHT ON NAPOLEON!

Discovery of his Wife's Honeymoon Diary !

The Romantic Story of the Private Journal of the Empress Marie LouUe, which has

just been brought to light and is to be published for the first time in our next number.
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IT is strange, but true, that many

clever conjurers fight shy of children's

parties. I used to like them, and

yet I suppose I had my fair share

ot mishaps before, during, and after the

parties.

I remember once being bothered by a boy

of twelve, my

host's son, before a

performance. He

wanted to come

behind my screen

and see me unpack

and get everything

ready. His father

got him away, but

while I was out of

the room for a

moment the boy

slipped back again.

Suddenly the

whole house was

startled by a loud

report. Everybody

rushed to the

drawing - room. I

had to pretend to

rush, but I knew

what had hap-

pened.

That inquisitive

boy had picked

up the revolver I

trick and had pulled the tngger to see if it

was loaded. The noise and a damaged

Venetian blind showed that it had been

loaded. The boy's mother said that it was

disgracefully careless of me to leave loaded

revolvers about, but luckily for me the boy's

father came to my rescue and said that the

boy was at fault in meddling with my thine;-.

But it wasn't the nicest way to begin Â¡x

performance.

The boys who offered to help nu>

pack up after a party used to bother me ;

some of them were very old " boys "â��in

fact, fathers of families. Their wish to

know how some of the tricks were really

done would make them forget to speak the

truth.

" Ix)ok here, let me help you pack up,"

they would say. " You needn't mind me,

because I've read all about these things in a

book and I'm a bit of a conjurer myself."

Of course, I never accepted their kind

offer, and when they found that there was

nothing doing they would generally join the

others at the party. I remember one young

man who was very persistent ; I couldn't

get rid of him, so I laid a little trap for him.

I told him that if he would kindly, fold up a

few flags and handkerchiefs for me I should

be greatly obliged. I added that I was just

going into the hall to put my rabbit back in

its basket. I picked up the rabbit, went

out, closed the door, and opened it again

instantly. The young man bad dropped

had placed in

readiness for a

The boys some of them were very old 'boys'â��in fact, fathers of

families--who offered to help me pack up, used to bother me."
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the flags and had started to overhaul my

tricks. 1 waited for a moment ; then the

young man, caught in the act, suddenly

remembered that he really ought to be going

down to supper.

I've had scores and scores of troublesome

boys to deal with at partiesâ��boys who say

that they know how everything is done. I

remember one who kept this up for half an

hour without any reproof from his elders.

1 had to do something in the way of self-

protection, so I began my memory feat.

The audience write down the names of

thirty articles, read them to me once, and I

remember them.

Tills precocious youth said that he could

do that himself. I thanked him and said I

should be very grateful if he would kindly

do half the feat for me, as it would give me

an opportunity of going behind my screen

to prepare for the next trick. I retired be-

hind the screen, and the boy took his place

on the " stage." The only article he could

remember was the one he had written down

himself, and I am g'ad to say he got well

laughed at for his fourteen failures. I then

presented the feat in the usual way, and I

had no more trouble with that boy.

One of the strangest children I've ever

met was a little girl who came to me in a

room in which I was waiting before a per-

formance. She asked me my name, age,

place of my birth, if I ever went for a holiday,

if so, where, to, and-heaps of other questions.

I answered them all and then ventured to

ask what her name was. She drew herself

up to her full heightâ��which wasn't very

muchâ��suddenly assumed the dignified air

of a dowager duchess, and exclaimed :â��

" How dare you ask me my name I "

That ended the conversation.

The easiest performance I ever gave was

before a party of three hundred poor chil-

dren. The man who was giving the party

told me that the performance was not to

last a minute over the hour. (I knew that

it wouldn't.) Just as I was going to begin

he brought me three hundred threepenny-

pieces and asked me to produce those in a

trick and hand them out to the children.

As I couldn't scramble the money I had to

give away each coin separately, and that

one little trick took up about twenty-five

minutes.

MY shortest performance lasted five

minutes, but I was engaged for an

hour. My host would not let me

begin at the right time ; I reminded him

that I had to get back to the Egyptian

Hall, but he seemed to think that was

bluff. Having been kept waiting for fifty-

five minutes I gave a performance which

lasted exactly five minutes and then went

VOL ixi.-e.

" How dare you ask me my name ? "

away. My host refused to pay the fee, but

I am glad to be able to add that my agent

sued Mm for it and got it;

Some Christmas conjurers do not under-

stand children, and so they persist in doing

clever sleight-of-hand tricks to them and

disregard the fact that children do not like

such tricks. Such conjurers are " conjuring

mad." They are excellent for an audience

composed entirely of conjurers or of people

who are intensely interested in conjuring,

but they are worse than useless for any other

audience. They accept engagements for

children's parties simply because they want

the money, and the conjurer who performs

for that reason alone is seldom successful.

Other conjurers dislike children's parties

because they are frankly afraid of the

children. The}' know-â��probably from bitter

experienceâ��that if a child, by a lucky guess,

hits on the secret of a trick, that child will

make the information known to others. .

I have often been asked what a conjurer

should do in such painful circumstances.

Having been pulled off his pedestal by a

mere child, how is he to get back again with-

out loss of dignity ?

Well, there is one thing he must not be

tempted to do ; he must not make the fatal

mistake of trying to argue the matter with

the child. To do that is to ask for trouble

and, in most cases, to get it I Neither

should the conjurer appear crestfallen or

confused, and he will not be if he tells him-

self that he has not really given a trick away

(let us hope he hasn't) and that the child

merely happened to guess right. In most



'82

The Christmas Conjurer

erases the child has not really seen through

the trick.

A little bluffing in such cases is sometimes

advisable, but the wisest course is to take

no notice of the interruption. The chances

are that few people in the audience will hear

all the child said, and that fewer still will

believe that the child's guess has hit the

mark.

Happily for conjurers, children's guesses

about tricksâ��and if they do not guess

audibly they are not enjoying the perform-

anceâ��are nearly always wrong. I know

conjurers who make it a rule not to hide

anything in their handsâ��" palm " is the

technical name for itâ��when they are per-

forming to children, because they are so

afraid of being bowled out by the children.

When I was a Christmas conjurerâ��many

years agoâ��I invariably found that children

would charge me with having something

hidden in my hand when my hand was

empty, but that when I really had some-

tiling there the children were never sus-

picious. I cannot remember ever having

been asked to show my hand at an incon-

venient time.

If they were allowed to choose, the

children would, I am sure, ask for " tricks

which make you laugh " ; they cannot

do with a conjurer who takes conjuring

too seriouslyâ��at any rate, when he is

performing to them ; he can be as serious

as he likes when he is at home. And

some conjurers are dreadfully in earnest

when they are at home and are talking

conjuring to other

conjurers.

Some parents de-

scribe the conjurerâ��

before his arrivalâ��

as " the funny man,"

which is rather hard

on the conjurer. If

he is not careful he

may overhear a child

demanding to know

â��-after he has been

working for all he

is worth for twentv

minutesâ��" when the

funny man is going

to be funny." For-

tunately, it is not

difficult to supply a

child's demand for

fun, but a little

thought is necessary,

and the average con-

jurer is usually so

intent on thinking of

Ids conju riii}, that

he forgets to be an

entertainer.

A REALLY first-rate man will not be

jf^^ content with doing tricks merely for

the children; they will be his firs';

consideration, of course, but he will take

care, while entertaining them, to mystify

the grown-ups as well. A man who can do

thisâ��and very few men can do itâ��scores

in more ways than one.

In amusing and entertaining the children

and mystifying the adults he also amuses

the adults, and laughter is very infectious.

After the children have laughed at the points

in a trick which they can understand they

will often start laughing at something in a

trick which they cannot quite understand

because they hear their elders laughing.

Happy the conjurer who can achieve this

miracle, and happy the hostess who secures

his services, for, thanks to the Christmas

conjurer, that party will be a big success.

I remember one charming hostess who

came to me at the end of my performance,

thanked me, and added :â��

" And although they were children's

tricks, I didn't see through any of them ! "

I told her I was very glad, and then her

husband chimed in :â��

" Neither did I, and I was quite close to

you all the time."

I gathered that they had both expected

to have a few lessons in " how it is done,"

and were secretly a trifle disappointed.

Well, they ought to have been at some

of my other parties, for I have had a few

accidents.

I used to do a trick with a lamp chimney.

" A wild-looking Indian rushed into the dress circle, fired off his

revolver twice, and exclaimed: ' Here I am ! ' "
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I closed one end with a piece of wet paper,

tilled the chimney with water, put a piece

of wet paper on the top, and held it still for

a moment. Then I took off the top paper

and then the lower one, but the water re-

mained in the chimney until I told it to flow

out into a glass bowr on the table.

On one occasion the water got out of hand

and poured out all over my shirt-front. I

hurriedly explained that I always did that,

just to show people that the water was real

water. The water was very cold, and I had

to pretend that I was accus-

tomed to being wet through.

1 used to conclude my per-

formance with the production

of two very large flagsâ��the

Union Jack and

the Stars anil

Stripesâ��on long

posts, lonce

brought these out

with a great

flourish in rather

a small drawing-

room, and in

doing so just

missed a collision

with a large glass

chandelier hang-

ing in the centre

of the room. My

host said to me

afterwards :â��

" What a splen-

did eye for dis-

tance you must

have ! Do you

know, when you

brought out those

(lags I quite

thought you had

caught the chan-

delier."

1 didn't tell him

so, but I, too,

quite thought I

" As the boy received each egg he pressed it against

his velvet jacket ; by the time I had finished he was

smothered with eggs."

had caught the chandelier, until the trick

was over and I found I had missed it by

an inch.

IN thinking of conjurers' mistakes I recall

one made by an Indian conjurer who was

performing at a music-hall in the provinces.

The, big.- trick of the performance was an

escape from a cabinet on the stage. The

performer got into the cabinet and a curtain

was dra.vm 'across it; In an instant the

performer appeared in the auditorium and

the assistant in the cabinet.

That is how the illusion should have been

presented, but on the occasion I refer to the

music-hall was being painted and a door

leading from the stage to the auditorium

had been locked. The room below the

stage was also being whitewashed. \Vhen

the Indian secretly made his way out of the

cabinet he ran up against a good deal of

whitewash, but could not run out of the

door which led to the auditorium, so he

popped out of the stage door, intending to

run round to the front of the house. By

this time, thanks to the whitewash, he was

a very piebald Indian. When he got outside

the hall he could not find his way round to

the front, and, knowing that seconds were

valuable in an illusion of this kind, he sought

help from a boy.

" Where's the front of the theatre ? " he

shouted.

The boy showed him. He got just what

he asked forâ��the

theatre, which

happened to be

close to the music-

hall ; only a nar-

row passage sepa-

rates the two

buildings. There-

fore, the audience

in the theatre

were disturbed in

the middle of an

intense love-scene

by a wild-looking,

piebald Indian,

who rushed into

the dress circle,

fired off his re-

volver twice, and

exclaimed :â��

" Here I am ! "

I once came

across a little boy

who seemed to

have no sense of

touch. He came

up to help, me in

a trick in which I

produce a number

of eggs from a hat.

I give the eggs to a little girl, with instruc-

tions to pass them on to the boy. The fun

begins when the boy gets overloaded with

eggs and starts to drop them.

This little boy did not wait for that mo-

ment. As he received each egg he clutched

it eagerly and pressed it against his nice

little velvet jacket ; by the time I had

finished he was smothered with eÃ§gs, and I

don't think I have ever heard louder laughter

from an audience. That trick cost me a

new velvet suit for the boy.

A very short experience with audiences

of the rustic labourer type taught me what

tricks to avoid doing to them. I remember

when I was a beginner having some good

card -tricks spoiled by such audiences. I
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â�¢would get to the

end of the trick and

ask the rustic who

had taken a card :

" Isthat your card,

sir ?" And the

answer would be :

" Blest if I knowâ��

I've clean forgot ! "

My assurance that

the card was the

card which he had

taken out of the

pack in the first

instance was never

accepted.

I used to have a

very raw assistant

who was a per-

petual joy to me.

He was splendid 'at

carrying things and

looking after the

luggage and pre-

paring matters Ix:-

hind t ho scenes, but

he was not exactly

a diplomatist. I

remember once

going to a country rectory with him. After

the performance the kindly rector suggested

that we should like a little refreshment,

and asked my assistant if he would have a

glass of sherry.

" No, thank you, sir," said my assistant,

with much feeling ; " I had some last year ! "

I once found myself in a very awkward

fix after a performance at a big house near

Epping Forest. I was down to give a per-

formance in the afternoon to the children

and another in the evening to the grown-ups.

I had a pianist with me. "After the first

performance my host took us round the

garden and showed us, among other things,

a very large and ferocious dog, which-was

chained up. He warned us not to go near

the dog. He explained that the dog was

necessary because, being so near the East-

end of London, they sometimes had strange

visitors in that district, and so every evening

the dog was let loose and was allowed to

roam about the grounds, which were en-

closed by a high wall.

My second performance was rather late.

Afterwards, the pianist and I hurried on to

catch the last train andâ��missed it. There

was nothing for it but to return to the

house, and when we got to the gate we re-

membered the dog. The pianist suggested

that we should toss to see who went first.

" And," he stipulated, " none of your

tricks, please."

I tossed honestly andâ��lost. I think

that the walk from the gate to the house

'"â�¢^"â�¢X-'ra^V-f.

' No, thank you, sir ; I had some last year I "

was the bravest thing I ever did. It was

pitch dark ; I was carrying a heavy bag,

and I expected every second to be stopped

by a savage bull-mastiff.

Luckily, when we got to the house, we

found that our host and his guests had not

gone to bed. They were pleased to laugh

at our adventure, and then told us that as

they had half expected to see us again they

had taken the precaution of chaining up the

dog. \Ve returned to London by road.

I ONCE lost a tossâ��-and yet won it. I was

going down to a Sunday-school in the

country. An entertainer at the piano and

I had to provide a two-hours' entertainment

between us, aud having looked up the

trains we knew that the one who went on

for the second part would have to stay the

night somewhere. So we tossed to see who

should go on first, and I lost. Ð�Ð£Ð¬ÐµÐ¿ we got

to the village hall the vicar came up and

asked if the conjurer would kindly give the

first half of the entertainment !

I used to find that all children were alike

in their taste for conjuring tricks. I have

conjured to the offspring of the best people

in the land, and I have conjured to the

children of the gutter; Â»he same tricks

pleased all kinds of juvenile audiences.

I used to be very interested in watching

the expressions of tlxe children's faces and

in studying their gestures and the movements

of their little heads. Most children are

beautifully unselfish ; when they get a huge
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joke put down in front of them they feel

they must share it with other children and

their parents and their jolly bachelor

uncles. Bachelor uncles form the perfect

background of many a Christmas party

audience. I could tell almost to a second

when the children's expressions would

change, how they would change, and what

the whispered comments on the performance

â�¢would be.

I have tried to show that the ideal Christ-

mas conjurer is not merely a man who can

do a few tricks ; the man who has mastered

a few tricks has gone only about half-way

to his goal. Even that distance is too much

for some men. How do they toil along the

road to success ?

By conjuring. An amateur cannot hope

to be successful until he has appeared many

times before audiences ; private rehearsals

are very necessary, of course, but perform-

ances, with people looking on are indis-

pensable. Consequently, the earnest ama-

teur loses no opportunity of gaining ex-

perience. He will not care what sort of

audience it is, or where it is, or what it costs

him to get there, so long as he can appear.

I have often thought that life in workhouses

and lunatic asylums must be really rather

amusing in the winter, for it is in such places

that conjurers learn their job and, having

learned it, become professionals. Sunday-

schools are also useful, but Sunday-school

' The children helped themselves. I had

rescuing my tricks."

audiences are very critical ; they see many

conjurers.

I knew a professional conjurer who was

once considerably surprised to find that his

performance at a. Sunday-school seemed to

be going very flat. The superintendent of

the school explained matters afterward?.

The children had previously had an amateur

conjurer whose performance had evidently

been so very bad that those children had

had the time of their lives. They had

bowled out nearly all the tricks, made the

amateur nervous, and enjoyed the whole

thing immensely and in the wrong way. It

took one or two good performers to show

, them how to enjoy a conjuring performance

properly.

I was only once late for a performance at

the old Egyptian Hall, but I was not to

blame. I had been giving a performance at

a children's party, finishing with a distribu-

tion trick. The children got the idea into

their heads that everything I had with me

was to be distributedâ��tricks, flags, hand-

kerchiefs, ribbons, the rabbits, everything.

They helped themselves. I had great

difficulty in rescuing my tricks, .which I

needed for my performance at the Egyptian

Hall. The next day I had another set of

tricks made, and always after that I kept one

set at the Hall and another set for parties.

SOME hostesses seem to think that there

is no limit to the conjurer's abilities.

They will coolly bear down on thÃ© con-

jurer just before he is ready to begin and

ask him to work one or two " little presents "

into one of his tricks. Among the trifles

which I have been expected to " palm" in

this way have been a rocking-horse, a large

dolls' house, and a mountain of

crackers, all loose. You cannot

make a really good

trick out of such things

on the spur of the

moment.

It will be seen that

the work of the Christ-

mas conjurer is not

quite so simple and

easy as it may appear

to be ; it does not con-

sist merely in learning

a few tricks and then

doing them over and

over again. Sometimes

I think that the most

successful conjurersare

themenwhohavegiven

as much thought and

labour to the study of

great difficulty in human nature as they

have to the study of

magic.

But let it not be thought that I am pessi-

mistic. I am not. The Christmas conjurer

usually has a very good time in the Christmas

holidays. I always enjoyed the Christmas

parties, although my presence was profes-

sional. And if, at times, I found myself

engaged by a hostess who was not quite as

Christmassy as I should have liked, I was

always able to console myself afterwards

with the thought that at any rate I had

helped to make a few children happy.
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THE more strenuous of the riverside

house-party were busy on the

tennis-courts, and some of the less

strenuous were watching the game.

Mr. Reginald Boyd, a tall, clean-shaven

young gentleman, who could be extremely

strenuous and also extremely lazy, was

supposed to be watching the game. But his

looks strayed frequently towards the house.

Presently out from the house came Evaclne

Marsh. She was pretty, and somewhat

capricious, and this morning she was in a

wickedly bad temper. She looked towards

the tennis-courts, turned away, and took a

path that led down to the river.

Observing tliis, Boyd arose and took a

path that intersected the path that led down

to the river. As a result he was enabled to

ask Evadnc what she intended to do that

morning.

" Nothing," said Evadne, sulkily. " Yes,

you can take nic on the river. You'll have

to do all the work."

" Delighted," said Boyd. " You shjill

have nothing to flo but talk."

" I'm not going to talk. I'm going to

read."

" Right. Let me fetch your book for

you."

" You can't. I've forgotten the name of
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it. I'H get it myself and join you at the

boat-house."

Her expression was still distinctly sullen

as she stretched herself on the cushions of

the punt and without a word to Boyd began

to read " Saracinesca."

" Which way shall we go ? " asked Boyd.

" Don't care. And please don't keep on

interrupting me."

For .some ten minutes they went on in

silence. Suddenly Evadne looked up from

her book and said, angrily :â��

" Must you keep us in the sun all the

time ? Do get into the bank in the shade

somewhere. It's much too hot, anyhow."

Boyd was not really responsible for the

fact that the earth is at its nearest point

to the sun in early July, and that the tem-

perature rises accordingly, but he was quite

prepared to be blamed for that or anything

else, and to take it smiling.

"Certainly," said Boyd, cheerfully. "Great

idea." And a few moments later the boat

gÃ¼ded gently into the shade of the willows

and Boyd shipped his sculls.

Evadne readâ��or appeared to readâ��for

two minutes longer TThen she sat up, and

deliberately hurled the book as far as she

could from her into the water.

Boyd laughed. " Shall I go in and

fetch it ?"

" No, you idiot. And why don't you talk,

instead of being so obedient and meek and

good-tempered ? You've brought us into

a perfect nest ,of flies, too. Give me a

cigarette."

He gave her a cigarette and lighted it for

her. " Really," he said, " you ought not to

hurl the works of Henry James into the river.

It's irreverent. What did you do it for ? "

" It's your fault. You wouldn't quarrel

with me."

" With you ? Never."

" Well, then, I had to do something, hadn't

I ? It's rather a pity, because it was Clare's

book really, and she may liave wanted to

read it."

" That's all right. I'll get another copy.

Clare will never know anything about it.

And now tell me what's the matter this

morning."

There was a pause and then an outburst.

" Never again will I stay at the house of a

relativeâ��never ! I'd have made an excuse

to leave to-day, if I hadn't been going to-

morrow in any case. Relatives always

presume. They think they can say absolutely

anything they like to you, and tell you it's

for your good, and that you've got to put

up with it."

" But your cousin, Mrs. Anstruther, is

very fond of you. She told me so."

" Amy fond of me ? I thought so once.

But you should have heard her in my room

last night. She implied that I was a cat

and had no conscience. She said I behaved

badly to men."

" You doâ��to some menâ��sometimes."

the first time Evadne smiled. " You

mean just now ? Yes, I was rather a

beast. Sorry. Still, that's nothing, is

it ? What Amy meant was much worse.

She impaed that I lured men on to satisfy

r.v vanity and then threw them over. Yes,

I'm angry with Amy, but I'm much more

angry with Mr. Mollinson. I'll never know

why he proposed to me. Unless he's abso-

lutely insane, he can't have supposed it

would be any good. And then he goes

bleating about my cruelty to Amy and

sets her on to me. A lot df good it will

do him ! "

" You're sure he spoke to Mrs. Anstruther

about you ? "

" Must have. She didn't mention his

nameâ��probably the coward asked her not

toâ��but I guessed what had happened easily

enough. Otherwise, why should she have

lectured me ? I'm twenty years old and I

won't be lectured. Amy's married and I'm

not, but she's not so much older than I am.

I call it cheek. Oh, how I hate everybody ! "

" Curious," said Boyd. " It was last

night that Mrs. Anstruther was speaking

to me about you."

" I suppose she told ycu I was vain, cruel,

and selfish, and tried to set you against me ? "

" On the contrary, she sang your praises.

She said that she loved to have you staying

with her, and that she thought you such an

excellent companion for Clare."

" Really true ? "

" Word of honour."

" You think I ought not to quarrel with

Amy ? "

" Well, quarrels between relatives are

generally pretty silly. Besides, what would

you do about the rest of the family ? I

thought Anstruther was rather a favourite

of yours."

" Bob ? He's a perfect old dear, of

course. And I love Clare. I believe I love

Amy, too, when she's nice. But I'm not

going to forgive Mr. Mollinson, though."

" Oh, Willie Mollinson must look -after

himselfâ��not that it's a tiling he's particu-

larly good at. He's the most nervous man

I ever met. Still, I've known him for

years, and he's not a bad sort. Rather

learned, and collects all manner of wonderful

things."

" He's not going to collect me."

" I never thought he would, or that you

ever gave him the slightest reason for

thinking he would. I'll tell Mrs. Anstruther

so if I get the chance."

" I wish you would. And I'll be quite
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' Evadne was pretty,

and somewhat capri-

cious, and this morning

she was in a wickedly

bad temper."
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sweet to Amyâ��I will, really. You've got

me out of my black mood and made me

happy again. You're too good to me.

Thanks."

Impulsively she held out both her hands

to him, and he held them for a minute in his

own.

Soon afterwards they returned to the

house. Evadne was in the best spirits now,

and charming with everybody. Mrs. Ans-

truther took Boyd apart.

" So much obliged to you for getting

Evadne out of her tantrums. She really is

too childish. Last night I gave her a

friendly hint. I didn't think she was be-

having fairly to a certain man, unless she

was seriously fond of him. So this morning

she treated me with frigid politeness. Rather

absurd, what ? However, we're quite good

friends again."

" By the certain man I suppose you mean

Mollinson ? "

" Goodness, no ! Why should I ? They

were quite friendly, bwt that was all. Mol-

linson never'cared seriously atout her nor

she atout him."

" So I should have said. Now prepare

for shocks. On the day hÃ© left Mollinson

proposed to- hee and was refused. She

thought that hÃ© had complained to you atout

her, arid that 'was the reason why you

lectured her. She told me this herself."

" I don't understand it. I thoughtâ��and

so did others-â��that he had different views."

" I felt sure of it, and I would have been

willing to make a considerable tot that I

knew what his views were. In fact, he

practically told me what they were."

" Then how do you explain it ?

" Willie Mollinson is a go<xl chap, and he

is full to the neck of useless knowledge.

But Willie does not know how to live and

ought not to be allowed out without a nurse-

maid and a solicitor, one^on each side. -So

after lunch I propose to "run up to London

in my little car and see Willieâ��I'll to back,

in time for dinner, and I'll bring the explana-

tion with me."

And after lunch he carried out this plan

precisely as arranged, and Evadne", though

remaining in an angelic 'temper, found the

afternoon rather dull.

WILLIE MOLLINSON was a gobd-look;

ing young man wfiose1 appearance

rather suggested stained glass." "He

had considerable private means, and per- '

haps this was as well, as he also had the

collecting habit. He collected many tilings

and had a special weakness for the auto-

graphs of the great. That morning at the

sale of a famous Oriental library he had

secured a scrap of very old and dis-

coloured parchment on which was written

a verse of the Koranâ��written by the hand

of Mohammed himself. He regarded it as a

great prize. Well, it was the thirty-first day

of the month, and the thirty-first had always

been a lucky day with him. It was on the

thirty-first of May that he had discovered a

Strad of the finest periodâ��early in the

eighteenth century. And on the thirty-first

of the following month one of his dearest

treasuresâ��a manuscript of Keatsâ��had come

to him.

But there are those who remember their

disadvantages and forget their advantages.

Possibly the mule owes its traditional bail

temper to brooding over the fact that its

mother was an ass, disregarding the brighter

side of its pedigree. Certainly Willie, as he

paced his study that afternoon, was medita-

ting solely on his bad luck. It was not a

pleasing occupation, and thÃ© arrival of Boyd

was a welcome interruption.

" But what," asked Willie, " brings you up

from Maidenhead to this sweltering hole ? ''

" The G.W.R. brought me, but you are

responsible."

"I ? Why, what have I done ? "

" .Goodness knows! That's what I have

come to find out. Now don't wander up

and down like a caged toast. Sit down and

let nie put you through it. You told me

you wanted to marry Mrs. Anstruther's

daughter Clare."

" I did and I do. So probably does every

man who has met her."

" Well, I know one who doesn'tâ��though

she's a nice little girl, very. Go ahead."

" I happen to knowâ��to know for a factâ��

on good authorityâ��that she won't have me

and would never have me. That's why I

cleared out. If I can't marry her I still

don't want to persecute her."

" I want to know who the authority was.

In fact, I want the whole story. It's not

idle curiosityâ��I think you have made a

mistake."

" Well, I'll tell you. You can't expect a

nine-carat diamond to have the quality of

an eightecn-carat. I'm not like you. You've

got a dominating eye, and a fierce black

moustache, and a commanding manner. I,

on the other hand, am a very nervous man.

You would have gone straight to Clare and

blurted out the whole thing."

"-Direct methods are best."

: Ð»- "â�¢ VVÃ©ll, Clare's a mere child. I didn't

Â¿Â»want to scare her. I thought it totter to

get her accustomed to the idea gradually.

Now, Evadne Marsh is Clare's tost friend.

They tell one another everything."

" No girl ever tells anybody everything."

" Perhaps not everything, but I was quite

certain that Evadne would know what Clare's

feelings were atout me, and also what my

feelings were atout Clare."
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" Why Ã� "

" Well, it was obvious that Clare was

what I was- there for. Everybody must

have known it. So one evening I told

Evadne I wanted to consult her, and we

walked out into the garden together. It was

a lovely evening. There was a young moon

with one little silvery star in the hollow of

the crescent. The river stretched "

" Cut out the landscape. What, exactly,

did you say to her ? "

" I said : ' You must know that I am very

much in love. Do tell me if I have any

chance.' "

" Good heavens ! And she ? "

" Oh, she didn't say much, but it was

quite decisive. She said it was a pity I'd

said that, and that I had not the ghost of a

chance and never would have. And then

she just turned Ð³Ð¾Ð°Ð½Ñ� and swept out oÃ the

room."

" Go on."

" Well, the next morning I left. What

else could I do ?"

" Willie, my son, did it never occur to

your poor bemused mind that Miss Evadne

Marsh thought that you were trying to

propose to her ? "

" She couldn't."

" She couldn't do anything else. She may

have thought that you had gone mad, and

probably she did, but she must have thought

that you were trying to make love to her.

Why, you took everything for granted and

never even mentioned Clare's name."

" This," said Willie, gloomily, " is too

absolutely awful. I can never look Miss

Marsh in the face again. I can never look

anybody in the face againâ��except Clare,

who understands everything without being

told."

" Think so ? Well, there's one thing that

girls have the habit of refusing to understand

until they're told, and that's the thing you've

got to tell Clare to-night. Yes, you'll look

Miss Marsh and lots of other people in the

face in the course of the evening. I'll just

ring up Amy Anstruther and say I am

bringing you back with me."

It was in vain that Willie protested.

Boyd had his way. Shortly afterwards

Willie and a suit-case with provision for the

night were deposited in Boyd's car, and soon

after six they were at Mrs. Anstruther's

house in Maidenhead.

A~* dinner that night the conversation was

slightly astronomical, and as a result

Clare and Willie went out to see if they

could find Sirius. They took over an hour

in the search, and on their return did not

claim that it had succeeded, but none the less

seemed quite pleased with themselves. Mean-

while, at a meeting of Amy, Evadne, and" Bo yd

the strictest secrecy as to Willie's little

mistake was agreed upon. And Evadne,

pressed by Amy, found that after all she

could remain for another week.

And next morning, after his engagement

was announced, Willie fgund that he also

could extend his visit. But he carried Clare

off with him to London for the day. He liad

to supplement the resources of the modest

kit-bag he liad brought with him. He had

to buy a ring. He had also to satisfy his

desire to give expensive presents to every-

body. They returned heavily laden.

The spirit of the collector showed in these

offerings. The watch for Evadne was an

exquisite little example of French artistry,

while the set of old wine-glasses which

he brought for Mrs. Anstruther had the

bluish tint that proclaimed their Waterford

origin.

Whereon Bob commented privily to Boyd :

' They're very nice, and, of course, Amy's

mad about the old glass. But between you

and me I'm rather glad they're so priceless

that they can't be used. I like a pure white

glass for my '88 port."

After this Willie practically withdrew from

society. It might be said of Mm, as Mark

Twain said of the " Heathen Chinee," that

" subsequent proceedings interested him no

more." His great idea seemed to be to dis-

appear and take Clare with liim.

And, love being notoriously infectious, it

is not surprising that one night Evadne in a

pale blue dressing-gown slipped into her

aunt's room with great news to impart.

" Amy," she said, " when you lectured

me about flirtatiousness the other day, and

I got the sulks, you couldn't have been

thinking about Willie, as I supposed then.

Had you any special man in your mind ? "

" Of courseâ��Arcliie Boyd. I thought he

was seriously fond of you, and that it was

not fair for you to show him the preference

you did if you meant nothing by it."

" Well," said Evadne, with a very poor

imitation of petulance, " I mean to go on

showing him preference just the same.

What's more, I won't be Clare's bridesmaid.

And "

But here Amy, who was an observant

lady and by no means deceived, interrupted

her with a kiss.

" I'm so glad, Evadne," she said. " He's

just the man for you. And I'm glad it's to

be a double wedding, even if it does make

you a bride instead of a bridesmaid. And

now tell me all about it."



PERPLEXITIES.

By HENRY E. DUDENEY.

530.â��THE SIX COTTAGERS.

A CIRCILAR road, twenty-one miles long, surrounds

a tract oÃ wild and desolate country, and on this road

are six cottages so placed that one cottage or another

is at a distance of

one, two, three up

to twenty miles in-

clusive from some

other cottage.

Thus, Brown may

\>c a mile from

S t i g g i n s, Jones

two miles from

Rogers. W i 1 s o n

three miles from

Jones, and so on.

Â¿"Ñ� Of course, they

can walk in either

direction as re-

quired. Can you

place the cottages

at distances that nil! fulfil these conditions ? The

illustration is intended to give no clue as to the

relative distances.

So much interest ap|>ears to have been taken in

No. 518, " The Damaged Measure," that I have given

this extension of it. That puzzle may be solved in,

at fewest, sixteen different ways. I have sought a

rule for determining the fewest possible marks for any

number of inches, and for at once writing out a solution,

but a general law governing all the multiplicity of

answers has still to be found.

531.â��A LITTLE SHOPPING.

A LADY went into a shop to make a purchase.

" I'll have three of the round ones and four of the

s<mare, please," she said, placing a single coin on the

counter in exact payment. Then she changed her

mind, as any lady is entitled to do.

" On second thoughts I will take four of the round

ones and three of the squares."

"Then that will be n penny more, madam," said the

shopkeei>er.

I do not know what she was buying, but she sjient

less than a guinea. What was the coin she laid on the

counter at first ?

532 â��WORD-BUILDING.

A CANADIAN lady, Mrs. A. R., sends me the following.

The first missing word contains two letters, and in each

successive word a new letter has been added. Of

course, the letters throughout are not necessarily kept

in the same order :â��

Oil-times reports * * distant foreign lands

* * * in the telling grossly magnified.

Though loud the traveller may * * * * that he

His doom could scarce ***** on land or tide.

He tells how he did ****** U|xm some isle,

No ******* there to wait and do his will.

Of thrilling tales by ******** of the deep

E'en pious **Â«**Â»*** cio takc ,ileÂ¡r fÂ¡\\

The cinema *******

**********

The |MX>rest * * '

If he but in the !

wild displays.

* bold and deeds of devilry.

********* may be thrilled

'**** ******* to see.

533-â��BOTTLE AND CORK.

IT is surprising how the simplest puzzle will some-

times trip i>eople up. If you put this little question

with a smile to a company, as something ridiculously

easy, nearly everybody will give the wrong answerâ��

not the youngsters only. A bottle and cork cost two-

pence half|>enny, and the bottle cost twopence more

than the cork. What did the cork cost ?

534.â��AN ENIGMA

A LARGE number of correspondents inform me that

the accepted answer, for at least fifty years, to No. 524,

concerning Noah's Ark and the " sound of boots ujxin

the stairs," is :â��

To him who cons the matter o'er,

A little thought reveals

He heard it first who went before

A pair of soles and eels.

So my own guess, which I considered unsatisfactory,

must, I supi>ose. be accepted as correct. There are

many slightly different readings of both the pu/zle :tiiÂ«i

the answer.

Here is another enigma of the same ]>eriod, with an

answer that everybody will accept :â��

A Bible character without a name,

Whose body never to corruption came.

Who died a death that none had died before.

Whose shroud is found in every household store.

SOLUTIONS TO "CHRISTMAS PUZZLES AT A CLUB."

Black gives up his Ð� next move and wins. If i. P

becomes Ð�. Ð³. Ð�â��Q 6; 2. Ð� takes I', 2. Ð�â��Ð� 5 ;

Ð´. Ð� takes P, 3. Kâ��Kt 4 : 4- Ð� takes Ð�, 4. l'â��B 5 ;

5. Ð� takes P, and Black wins. White can only

win' by i. P becomes R. i. Ð�â��Q 6 ; 2. R takes P,

2. Pâ��R 4 ; 3. R takes P, Ñ�- I'â��Kt 4; 4. R takes

P, 4. Kâ��Q 7 ; 5. Râ��Kt 4, 5. Ð�â��Ð� 7; 6. Râ��

Q Ð� 4, 6. Ð�â��Ð� 8 ; 7. Râ��B 3, and White can

force the Black Ð� into the corner and then sacrifice

his R and win.

THE FIRST LOSING-CHESS PROBLEM.

IF i. P becomes a Q, i. Kâ��Q 6 ; 2. Q takes Kt P.

2. K-Q 7 ; 3. Q takes P, 3. P-B 5 : 4. Q takes P.

4. Ð�â��Q 6 ; 5. Q takes Ð� and Black has won. Or

--. Q takes B P, 2. Kâ��Q 5 ; 3. Q takes K, 3. Pâ��Kt 3,

etc., and Black wins. It i. P becomes B, the same as

first variation above. Ifi. Pbecomes Kt, i. Pâ��Kt 3 ;

2. Kt takes P, 2. Pâ��B 5 ; 3. Kt takes P, 3. Pâ��R 4 :

4. Kt takes P, 4. Ð�â��Ð� 6 ; 5. Ktâ��Kt 7, 5. Ð�â��Ð� 5 ;

6. Ktâ��R 5 or Q 8, fi. Ð�â��Ð� 4 or ( > 5 accordingly, and
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SETTING THE CHESSMEN.

TURN the diagram upside down and then count all

the squares from White's side of the boardâ��nearest

to you. (K R 8â��K Kt sq.), (K sq.â��Q B 8), (Q K sq.â��

K B sq.â��Q.Kt 8), (Q Kt sq.â��Q B sq.â��Q K 8â��K B 8),

,(Q sq.â��K R sq.â��K 8). This means, taking the last

bracket as an example, that we exchange the piece on

White's Q square with that on K R square, and then

exchange the new piece on K R square with that on

K 8 square. The pawns may be exchanged in four

moves. Thus, with the nine above, r3 moves in all

are sufficient. But if you set up the board the

other way round you will require 15 moves ! That

was another point they overlooked.

ODDS AND EVENS.

THE smallest odd number is ELEVEN. If you take

from it an even number (of letters), two, then EVEN

remains.

RIDING IN THE WIND.

HE could ride i mile in 3? minutes, or o'j mile per

minute. The wind would help or retard him to the

extent of 5V m^e Per minute. Therefore with the wind

he could ride ft mile per minute, and against the wind

ft mile per minute ; that is, i mile in 3 minutes or

4 minutes respectively, as stated.

THE SEVEN CIRCLES.

TAKING the inner circle as the given circle, from any

point on it mark off

C, equal to A B (an

equilateral triangle),

from B and C simi-

larly find D, and

from 15 and D find

the point E. Now

describe^ the larger

circle through E, and

with the radius A E

mark off â�¢ round it

from E the remain-

ing .five points. "You

can then draw, your

six circles from these points on the largercircle.

WEIGHING THE BABY.

IT is important to notice that the man, baby, and

dog weigh together iSolb., as recorded on the dial in

the illustration. Now, the difference between 180 and

162 b 18, which equals twice the weight of the dog,

whose weight is gib.- Therefore the baby weighs

3016., since 30 less 70 ]>er cent, is 9.

AN ALPHABETICAL PUZZLE.

THE word is BK1GHTFACED.

A TYPEWRITER CRYPTOGRAM.

' THE one-letter words, P and g, must lie taken from a,

I, and o, and p cannot be A because the second word

liegins with a vowel, while it is unlikely to be 0. If we

make P equals J, and g equals a, then we can assume

the sentence begins " I am," in which case k/ will l>e

" me " or " my "â��probably " my," because then

rigz would end in " ay." Call this last " say," since

then pn will be " is." Now, either e or t in et must

be o or u, but as we know that the second letter in

.ezhpne. is y, the e is most probably a consonant.

Make.t'stand for o; then we immediately get et

equals " to." We now have the following, where the

'dots stand for. letters not yet found : "I am so. .y to

Say my ty.ist is a t .00. " ' Here "'sorry " and

" typist " are seen at a glance, and then we havaftlte, p

and r for " perfect," which gives us the f for " foci.''

THE SIX COINS

AT the start of play Andrews held a half-sovereign

and a shilling, Baker held a crown and a florin, and

Carey held a double florin and a half-crown. Alter

settlement, Andrews held double florin and florin,

Baker the half-sovereign and halt-crown, and Carey

held crown and shilling. Thus, Andrews lost 55.,

Carey lost 6d., and Baker won 53. 6d. The selection

of trie coins is obvious, but their allotment lequires a

little judgment

and trial.

A SQUARE

WITH FOUR

1'ENNIES.

THE illustra-

tion indicates

how we may-

show a recti-

linear square

with four

pennies. The

s i d t s of the

square are the

lines beneath

Britannia

ALPHABETICAL ARITHMETIC.

THE multiplier must be 3, 6, or 9, to produce all i

nine digits in product. If 3, the last figures must .be

510; if 6, they must be 210, 410, or 810; and Q-IS

found impossible as a multiplier. â�¢â�¢ We cannot have

194 x 6 = 164; because the other JiT^'at "the .beginning

cannot be 9 with the multiplier-6. Also 28x6 and

78x6 are impossible because you cannot get tlie

repeating H in third place. We therefore know that :N

and S stand for i and o respectively. This is where

the " low cunning " comes in. The letters are not the

first ten in'the alphabet, so one Could pretty salely

guess that they were selected to form a word, like the

tradesman's private-mark key, each letter in order

having the numerical value of its ixeition. If so, it .is

N S. We are soon able to find the key-woj-d

NIGHTMARES ;

1234,567890

and then we get the answer at once :â�� ,

-328975410

6

1973852460

THE LETTERED SQUARE.

THE illustration shows clearly how the letters may

be placed
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EFFORT

If you will make an effort to qualify for a responsible

position in business the School of Accountancy

will stand by you until you succeed

When we undertake to train

a man to qualify for an execu-

tive position, or to pass an

independent examination

which confers a recognised

professional status, we train

that man until he succeeds.

Six io twelve months is the

time usually taken by our

postal students to complete

their courses and qualify for

the positions they set out to

attain, but there is no fixed

time limit. The fee remains

the same irrespective of time.

Facts that are more

wonderful than fiction

Recently a " Questionnaire '' was sent

out to a number of the School's Students

asking for definite answers to the follow-

ing three questions :â��

(a) What mu your Business Posi-

tion at date of t/<ntr enroi-

ment as a Student >

(I) What is your Business Position

to-day f

(c) To what extent annually hoi

your talari/ or profits in-

creased since the date you

enrolled at a Student of

the School t

The information obtained revealed an

unbroken list of really fine successes,

ranging frrmâ��

200-800% Increases in

Salary achieved within 12

months of enrolment.

Read for yourself a few of the answers

received :â��

1.

(<t) Junior of six ledger clerks

(fc) Accountant to Limited Company

(c) 250 per cent increase

2.

(a) A Commissioned Officer in H.M.

Army. I had no busines9

experience.

(6) Professional Public Accountant

(c) Estimate Â£400 increase

3.

(Â«) Junior Clerk to Chartered Ac-

countant

(b) Chartered Accountant

(c) 800 per cent increase

4.

(a) General Clerk

(b) Assistant Accountant

(<â�¢) 200 per cent increase

(a) Clerk

(b) General Manager

('â�¢) I have now more than 10 times the

salary I had when I firstenrolled

The originals of these " Question-

naires " hare been examined btt

Darid Pftterson, Chartered Accoun-

tant, 138, Bath Street, Glasgow,

who certifies that thcti arc genuine.

The whole testimony affords con-

clusive evidence, in face of which

no man can possibly remain uncon-

vinced of the enormous advantage

and value of School of Accountancy

Training.

This Valuable Business

Guide - FREE

It gives particulars

of all our Courses

and Terms, and in

eludes facts which

will convince you

that our training

will qualify you to

fill a responsible

posi ion.

The School of Accountancy

2, West Regent St., GLASGOW. 10, Euei St.. Strand, LONDON, W.C.2.

Mitigate Buildings. Long Millgale. MANCHESTER

62, Dale Street. LIVERPOOL Po,t Office HOUK. Infirmary Street. LEEDS

Please send me free and p<> t free copy of Boofc/e/ advertised in " "TTAe Slrana

JfCagazine," February, 1921,

NAME .

ADDRESS
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"SWITCHING ON OUR FLASH-LAMPS, WE WENT ON TILL WE REACHED THE FIRST

TOMB. THERE, JUST AS THE TWO LADS HAD DESCRIBED IT, WAS THE SLAB

ASLANT FROM IT TO THE GROUNDâ��AND UNDERNEATH IT THAT FLESHLESS

SKELETON WITH THE IRON BAR BY HIS SIDF."

(See page 104.)



orn

SYDNEY SEYMOUR LUCAS

I.

IF ever a man was emphatically and

articulately thankful that the war was

over and that he could return to the

comfortable if humdrum ways of peace,

that man was myself. The contrast of my

quiet, cool office in Ixmdon town after

three years of the heat, dust, and flies of

Mesopotamia was inexpressibly grateful to

me. And although my military service,

thanks to my job on the staff, was certainly

not only far more interesting but accom-

panied by infinitely less hardship than the

experiences of most of my comrades, I told

myself, as once more I took my seat in my

mahogany and red morocco private room,

that I had had enough adventure for a life-

time. Nothing would induce meâ��1 re-

member my father's nod of satisfaction as

I said it; he felt that he could safely resign

the management of the business into my

handsâ��nothing would induce me, short of

extreme national danger, to quit the solid

comfort of three meals a day and the club at

the end of it for that fallacious lure of the

unexplored horizon which had thrown so

strong a spell over me when I had volun-

teered at the beginning of the war. And I

believed myself. I did not even feel the

pull, as did so many of those who fought in

the war, of those old battlefields of Ftance

and Belgium, so familiar to me in 1915.

Vol. IxL â��7 Copyright, 19?!, by

Sometimes, it is true, I thought of a few of

my old comrades and speculated on what

had happened to them, but I kept in touch

with none. . The war faded into a dream-

memory, remote from actuality.

Remote though it was, nevertheless when

one day my clerk tapped at the door and

brought in two cards, inscribed respectively

Richard Franks and Henry Jefferson, I had

an instant vision of two dirty, haggard flying-

officers standing before me in my map-hung

office in the old palace at Mosul. Their

machine had crashed whilst on reconnais-

sance over the mountain-range of the Jebel

Abjad. and they had escaped to our lines only

after miraculous and hair-raising adventures

sufficient to fill a book. . My report of the

valuable information they had brought back

had contributed not a little to their.pro-

motion. I smiled at the memory of the two

cool-headed young daredevils, who had

narrated their thrilling experiences as though

they, were the most ordinary thing in the

world.

" Show them in," I said, as I rose from my

seat to welcome them. . . "

I' recognized at once, despite the .disguise

of their civilian clothes, the two young men

who came rather diffidently into my room.

Obviously they were awed by the unfamiliar

surroundings of commerce.

" Good morning, Major," said Franks, a

F. Britten Austin.
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tall, thin young fellow with an aquiline nose

on a determined face oddly out of keeping

with his nervous manner. One would never

have imagined that, single-handed, in what

he called a " dog-fight," he had brought

down three German machines attached to

the Turkish army.

'' 'Morning, Major," ventured Jefferson,

sententiously, evidently not less nervous.

He was younger than Franksâ��not more

than twenty-two or three, a mere boy, fair-

haired and blue-eyed, the typical stripling

who, in thousands, manned and fought

England's air-fleets during the war. I

noticed that, despite the prejudices of his

kind, he carried a somewhat bulky brown-

paper parcel.

" Good morning, both of you," I responded

heartily, genuinely gratified by their visit.

They brought into my work-a-day office a

touch of the past which seemed pleasantly

romantic in the retrospect. " Glad to see

you ! Sit down." They subsided rather

sheepishly into the nearest chairs. I held

out my cigarette-case. " What's the news ?

Anything I can do for you ? "

They helped themselves to cigarettes and

then looked at each other in embarrassment,

each evidently hoping the other would take

upon himself the task of opening their

business.

Finally they both spoke at once.

" The fact is. Major "

" We want you to lend us three thousand

pounds ! "

They both stopped. Franks' frowned at

Jefferson in deprecation of this bluntly un-

diplomatic approach.

I laughed.

" Three thousand pounds ! That's a tall

order, young gentlemen." I felt old enough

to be their father, and had some difficulty

in keeping my countenance as I looked at

their deadly-serious young faces. " What

do you want with three thousand pounds ? "

There was another pause of embarrassed

silence, and then Jefferson nudged his senior.

" You tell him, Dicky ! " he said, in a

hoarse whisper. " You can explain things."

DICKY FRANKS flushed and his brow

corrugated for a moment of concen-

trated thought. Then he dived a hand

into his breast-pocket and fished out a map

which I recognized at once as of Army

origin. In fact, as he unfolded it, it proved

to be our old staff map of the Mosul area.

The young fellow looked up at me and

cleared his throat.

" You remember, Major, that Jefier-nn

and I crashed one day in the Jebel Abjadâ��

in 1918 ? "

I smiled.

" Perfectly. If my menv

I got both you harum-scarum young devils a

decoration for thatâ��not to mention another

pip."

Franks nodded acquiescence, his face

grave.

" You did. Major. Well " he hesi-

tated, fumbling for an openingâ��" the fact

is we didn't tell you quite the true story

about that stunt " He paused, moisten-

ing his lips in his nervousness.

" What do you mean ?" I asked. I am

afraid there was a sharp severity in my

voice. I had an unpleasant vision of having

been made a fool of, of having recommended

these two young devils on an utterly fictitious

story. It flashed into my mind that they

had come to me, conscience-stricken, to

confess. " Didn't you crash way back in

the Jebel Abjad as you said you did ? "

Franks's smile relieved me.

" Oh, yes, we crashed right enough,

Majorâ��but not exactly as we said we did.

All we told you was true. Only we left

some of it out."

Young Jefferson ' wagged his head in

emphatic corro bora tion.

" That's it, Major. There's some of it we

didn't want to tell just then. And we've

come to tell you now."

Franks threw a glance admonitory of

caution towards his companion.

" Yes," he said, a certain reluctance in his

voice, as though afraid to give, himself away

too quickly. " We want to tell you the

whole story, Majorâ��but first Iâ��weâ��want

you to promise that whatever happens you

won't mention a word of it to anyone fist-.

That's only fair, isn't it, Harry ? " He

turned to young Jefferson for support.

" We know we can trust you. Major,"

interjected Jefferson.

" Of course you can !" I said, seating

myself again in my chair and lighting my own

cigarette. " I'll keep your confidence, what-

ever it is. Fire awayâ��and cut out the

' Major ' ! I'm a civilian, and my name's

Ogilvy." My smile was intended to put

both of them at their ease.

Franks took up his story, reassured.

" Well, Majorâ��sorryâ��Mr. Ogilvy," he

smiled at his automatic slipâ��" we came

down twice on that stunt in the Jebel

Abjad "

" Twice ?" I queried, in surprise. " You

only mentioned once in your report to me."

" I know, Majorâ��Mr. Ogilvy," said Franks.

" That's the point. It's the other time

we've come to tell you about now."

" Go ahead," I said. " I'm listening."

" Well, the details of that flight don t

matter," he resumed, playing nervously with

the open map on his knees as he spoke.

" You remember we'd got a roving commJF-

oSnn r,ver the Jebel Abjadâ��reconnaissan- e
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to see if old Johnny Turk had tucked him-

self away in any of the valleys. It was

top-hole weather for observationâ��clear as

possibleâ��but we flew all the morning

without a sign of the Turk.

" We circled round to the north-west for

a bit before making for home, and searched

up and down the cracks of those mountains

pretty thoroughly. Suddenly we saw all

round us one of those big ugly thunderstorms

which spring up from nowhere in no time

among the mountains. It was a rotten place

to be caught in. We were about the middle

of the range and following a valley, the

machine a thousand feet or so below the

summits on both sides. I put her nose up

at onceâ��and just as we were climbing out

of the hole we were in, the confounded old

bus missed fire ! The engine stopped dead.

Just the sort of thing that would happen,

of course, in a thunderstorm on top of a

mountain range !

' I saw the barograph needle switch round

as we droppedâ��and I tell you I thought it

was all up with us. We were already once

more below the summit of the mountain on

our left. The valley bottom was boulders.

Suddenly I saw that a broad ledge projected

from the flank of the mountain, a terrace

two or three hundred yards wide. It was

almost below us as I spotted itâ��an unob-

structed stretch of smooth rock. I made

for it instinctivelyâ��there was 110 time to

thinkâ��the second flasli of lightning flickered

all over the machine. I put her down to it,

and just as the rain came down on us in

bucketfuls we touched and taxied along the

ledge. 1 swerved round to get her head to

wind against the gust that blew back from

the mountain-side, and pulled her up by a

miracle.

" We jumped out, lightning blazing all

round us and rain coming down like a

thousand waterfalls. It seemed a pretty-

hopeless place for shelterâ��and shelter at that

minute was worth our next leave, and that's

saying something in Mespot. Suddenly,

straight ahead of us, I spotted the mouth

of a cave. We both dashed for it like rabbits

to a hole.

[ T was a cave all right, and there we were,

sheltered from the storm, with the light-

ning playing all over our machine outside.

Our chances of ever getting back again looked

pretty slim at that moment, I don't mind

admitting. If the old bus w-as struck we

hadn't an earthly of ever getting down from

that mountain. We looked at each other

in the lightning flashes, and we both got the

idea to explore the cave to take our minds off

the unpleasant possibilities outside.

" It was a big lofty hole, that cave, and

â�¢ the first thing that hit both of us was that

its sides had been smoothed by human hands.

The chisel marks were still visible. That

was surprising enough, for the place seemed

absolutely inaccessible. Of course, it

occurred to both of us that if people had

taken the trouble to climb up here to

smooth the walls of a cave they must have

had some pretty good reason for doing so.

We'd both got electric torches in our tunics

and we set out to find that reason.

" It didn't take us long. Twenty or

thirty yards inside that cave were three

enormous tombsâ��sarcophagi, don't you call

them ?â��supported on pedestals of squared

stone. They were carved all over with

figures and covered with roof-like slabs of

solid rock. At least, two of them were. We

saw at once that we weren't the first to

discover those tombs. Someone had been

there before us. The slab on the nearest

one had been prised off sidewaysâ��and

underneath the edge of it was a skeleton

with an iron bar alongside. Evidently, just

as he had got the slab off, it had fallen on him

and killed him.

" I tell you we felt pretty excited as we

climbed up the pedestal and flashed our

torches inside that tomb. The original

occupant was still there all rightâ��at least,

bits of his skeleton were. But that wasn't

what interested us. There were heaps of

broken ornaments and things round that

skeleton, and the body rested on a bed of

what we first thought were neat little bricks.

Look !" He extracted a small bar from his

pocket and handed it to me. " What do you

make of that ? "

I took it curiously. It was heavy yellow

metal.

" By Jove ! " I exclaimed. " This is solid

gold !" I turned it over in my fingers and

saw ,upon one of its small ends an embossed

oval cartouche filled with hieroglyphic

figures. " You've come across the burial

treasure of some old Assyrian king, my

lads !" I am naturally of an unenthusiastic

temperament, but I utterly failed to control

the excitement which leaped up in me.

" What an extraordinary adventure ! "

Franks nodded gravely.

" What do you reckon that is worth ? "

he asked.

I balanced it in my hand. It weighed very

nearly a couple of pounds.

" About a hundred and fifty pounds

sterling, I should say," I hazarded.

" Then, Majorâ��Mr. Ogilvyâ��there's a

hundred and fifty thousand pounds' worth

of gold in that tomb alone ! We counted

the top layer of bricks, and there were

about two hundredâ��and we estimated that

there were at least five layers of them.

They're all the same size. Jefferson here

has another."
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Young Jefferson Bulled oi;t a gold brick

from his pocket also. It was identical with

the first. I put them side by side on my

desk.

' â�¢ " I suppose you stuffed your pockets full ? "

I said, highly interested and a little envious.

' Lucky young beggars ! "

The pair of them looked sheepishly at each

other. Then Franks laughed.

" Wellâ��to tell the truth, Majorâ��all of a

sudden we both got wind up. A most

horrible moaning sound came from some-

where out of the darkness of that cave. It

was most uncanny, especially with that

skeleton pinned under the slab. We didn't

stop to think. We both cut and ran for the

entrance, scared out of our lives. All we got

was the one brick each we had slipped into

our pockets and a lump of stone broken off

the slab which Jefferson was holding when

we heard the noise."

Jefferson undid his parcel.

I 1ERE it is," he said, passing it over

| J to me. Part of a winged bull re-

mained on the fragment, which was

incised with characters unknown to me but

obviously of great antiquity.

' What happened next ?" I asked.

;' Wellâ��the storm had ceased. It was

bright sunshine outside and neither of us

felt like going into that dark cave again.

Our nerves were all to pieces. We tinkered

up the old engineâ��it was only a choked jetâ��'-

and took off from that ledge just as quick as

might be."

'. You left the treasure ?" I did not

conceal my surprise.

Jefferson laughed boyishly.

" 1 guess you would have left it too, just

then, Major," he said. " That infernal moan

was no rokeâ��I know I turned over pretty

queer inside me when I heard it. It seemed

to go right through you. Ugh ! " he shud-

dered. '' I suppose we were a bit tuned up

just then," he added, in self-apology. 'â�¢ We'd

had a near shave" before we got on that

ledge,"

" Go on," I said, nodding my appreciation

of their feelings. 'â�¢ What next ? "

â�¢' That's all. You know the rest of it,"

said Franks. " Just as we were getting clear

of the mountain thÃ© engine gave out again

and we crashed properly. Everything else

happened just as we reported it."

" And the gold is still there ? "

â�¢ "'So far as we know. We never had a

cliance to go back." Franks got up from

his seat, came across to my desk, and spread

out the map. He put his finger on an inked

cross in the middle of the brown intricacy

of the mountain-ranges. It looked a most

inaccessible spot. " Here's the place !" he '

saH " Think Of it ! Pretty nearly half a

million pounds' worth of solid gold waiting

for us ! Worth trying for, isn't it, Major ? "

" You are assuming that the other tombs

also contain an equivalent amount," I said,

damping down his enthusiasm in an effort

to control sudden wild fancies of my own.

" And you don't realize the difficulties.

The place could only be reached by a lung

and most dangerous expedition. All that

country is worse than ever since the Armis-

tice. It is inhabited by wild Kurds who

would make a virtue of cutting your throats.

Besides, from your description, it would be

no easy mountaineering feat to climb up to

that ledge."

' Next door to impossible, I should say,"

agreed Franks, cheerfully. " 1 can't imagine

how the poor devil who was crushed under

the slab ever got thereâ��or how they put

the tombs there, for that matter. Perhaps

there has been a landslide since. Xo man

could climb to that ledge now, that's certain."

" Then how do you propose to get there ? "

I asked.

The two young men smiled at each other

in amusement at my simplicity.

" By aeroplane, of course"! " they said, in

one breath.

" So that's why you want my three

thousand pounds ? " My smile was not so

cynical as I intended it to be. The fascina-

tion of the thinJ5 had already got a greater

hold over me than I realized.

It was. Breathlessly, both of them speak-

ing at once, they informed me that they had

found the ideal machineâ��an ex-Army bomber

designed to carry four tons of explosives

and fitted for a flight to India that had been

given up at the last moment. It had a

saloon in which weâ��they included' me in

the expedition with an amazingly calm as-

sumption of my assentâ��could sleep comfort-

ably and get our meals. It would lift easily

the cargo of goldâ��three tons they reckonÂ«!

it to befand had a petrol capacity sufficient

for the journey. They offered me a third

share of the treasure if I would finance the

expedition. Apparently, also, they had set

their hearts upon my accompanying them.

" Not so fast," I protested. " I've got a

business I can't leave."

:> You take holidays sometimes, don't

you ? " countered Franks. " We shall be

back again inside a fortnight."

The upshot of it all was that, when at the

end of an hour they left me, they carried off

with them my cheque for two thousand

pounds for the immediate purchase of that

aeroplane, and Iâ��definitely committed to

what in solitude I now saw to be a mad

adventureâ��sat in my chair, puffing at my

pipe, and staring at the mysterious in-

scription incised upon the slab of stone. Of

course, it conveyed nothing to me, but I
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He extracted a small bar from his pocket and handed it to me. ' By Jove!' I exclaimed.

'This is solid gold !''
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could not help a considerable curiosity as

to its meaning. I felt rather grimly that at

least it would be satisfying to know whose

tomb it was that we were proposing to

rifle.

It occurred to me to take it up to the

Assyrian Department of the British Museum,

and then a happier thought followed upon

the heels of the first. McPherson at the

club ! If anyone could decipher that in-

scription, it would be old Mac ! He had

devoted the best part of his life to Assyrian

archaeology. I wrapped up that slab of

stone in Jefferson's brown paper, and five

minutes later I was in a taxi on my way to

the club.

McPherson was there sure enough. I went

straight to my point and, without telling

him how this fragment came into my hands,

I opened my parcel and asked him if he

could decipher the inscription. He took it

with the eager interest of the man of science

presented with a new specimen, pored it

over as he twisted it in his hands, nodded

his head vigorously.

" A very interesting piece, Mr. Ogilvy ! "

he said. " Most interesting ! The British

Museum would be real glad of it. liiere did

you get it ? "

" Never mind where I got it," I replied.

" Can you read the inscription ? "

" Easily, man ! Easily !" he said. " There

is no difficulty whatever about it. It is

mutilatedâ��incomplete, of course. But what

is there is plain as print ! It is in the usual

cuneiform characterâ��the middle Assyrian

variety. I should say it dates from about

1500 B.C."

" Interpret, Ð� Sage ! " said I.

He adjusted his spectacles and, following

the nail-shaped characters from left to right

with his finger, translated as follows :â��

" I, Sarchon, King of Kings, son of Nimrot,

King of Kings, lying in this tomb, say,

' Come not to open this tomb. He who

shall remove the stone that covers me shall

die and in the grave find not repose, neither

shall the sun shine upon him nor his kindred

know his fate.' That's all," said McPherson,

looking up at me through his spectacles.

" The inscription is broken at that point."

" You read it like a book ! " I said, in

admiration.

" Pooh !" he replied. " 'Tis easy enough.

It presents no points of difficulty. There are

hundreds of inscriptions like that. This

happens to be a king's, that's all. The

interest is in the name of the monarch.

Otherwise it is quite commonplace."

â�¢I thought of the skeleton lying pinned under

the slab in that dark cave.

" Is it?" I said, with an emphasis which

made him look curiously at me.

He gave me an odd smile.

" Be careful how you go digging about

in those tombs, young man," he said.

Unwilling to expose myself to the inquiries

obviously on the tip of his tongue, I made

an excuse to cut short the conversation.

But, as I went out of the club, I felt that my

enthusiasm for the adventure had consider-

ably evaporated. I could not help seeing

that confounded skeleton with the iron bar

beside him.

II.

1WILL not here dwell upon the details

of our preparations for the flight. Suffice

it that within a week Franks and

Jefferson had flown the aeroplane over to

the grounds of the country place near

London which I had recently purchased. In

the absence of a hangar, firmly secured

tarpaulins protected it at once from the

weather and the curiosity of the local in-

habitants. So far as my unskilled eye coubl

judge, it was a beautiful machine, eminently

suited for our purpose. She carried fuel

enough in her tanks for a fifty-hour flight, and

more could be stowed in the interior. Her

water-tank contained two hundred gallons of

that vital necessity in the desert. There was

ample storage capacity for all the provisions

we should require. The two young Ñ�ÐµÐ»

were in ecstasies of enthusiasm over her,

but I confess that, novice as I was in this

form of travel, it was with considerable awe

that I stood under the vast spread of her

wings and looked up to the cabin which was

to carry us, high above the clouds, those

thousands of miles to the mountains beyond

the Mesopotamien desert which seemed,

here in this English countryside, fantasti-

cally unreal in their remoteness.

But during the next two weeks there was

little time for brooding. The die was cast.

I could not decently turn back if I would,

and I will confess that sometimes the fascina-

tion of our adventure gripped me as strongly

as it did the two young pilots. We kept

our project as quiet as possible. Those

official inquiries which could not be avoided

we satisfied with the story of an independent

flight to India.

Our route was mapped out in easy stages

â��six hundred and fifty miles to Marseilles

for the first day, six hundred to Messina,

eight hundred to Alexandria. Thence, push-

ing boldly to the north-east, we might, by

starting at dawn, make the final one thousand

three hundred miles to our destination in

one flight if circumstances were favourable.

If not, we could come down in the desert for

one night. Franks and Jefferson, of course,

proposed to fly the machine in alternate

shifts. My role was that of cook and steward.

Naturally, in view of possible trouble with

the desert tribes, should we descend among

them, we provided ourselves with arms an>1
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ammunition, in addition to the implements

necessary for breaking open the other tombs.

At last all was ready. I shall never forget

the thrill with which, in the fresh brightness

of an English summer morning, I saw the

great machine, stripped of her last coverings,

poised on the greensward in waiting for the

start. Franks was already at his post in the

pilot's seat, and first one, then the other of

her engines whirred in a deep-toned roar as

he tested them, flattening the grass in the

wind under the propellers. Jefferson was

clambering over the wings in a final examina-

tion of every stay and strut. I climbed up

the ladder into the interior. My butler,

gloomy in disapproval of these newfangled

contraptions, but dutifully resolved to be

with me until the last moment, pulled away

the ladder and shouted " Good-bye, sir," in

a tone strongly suggestive of an eternal

farewell. I saw him dodge back out of the

wind of the accelerated propellers. " Right

away ! " shouted Jefferson, cheerfully, clam-

bering from the wing into the interior.

The engines leaped to a synchronized

deafening roar. Through the windows I

saw the grass flit past, drop away from us.

The trees around my house sank suddenlyâ��

we were up ! House and trees twirled away

from us as we climbed in a long sweep over

the foreshortened figure of the butler waving

his valedictions. They reappeared again,

far below us, tiny like toys. Then they

slipped back out of vision, left behind. We

roared over a patchwork of miniature fields,

boundâ��it was almost inconceivableâ��over

distant lands and seas for the vast spaces of

the desert and those long-talked-of mountains

which loomed, like a mirage in my imagina-

tion, beyond its yellow immensity.

III.

MOSUL, white among its verdure, on the

nearer bank of the blue Tigris forking

about its islands, showed up ahead of

us. On the other side of the stream, plainly

discernible, were the mounds which covered

all that remained of the glory of ancient

Ninevehâ��the city where perhaps, thirty-five

centuries ago, had been hammered into shape

those gold bricks which had lured us all the

way from the heart of a distant Empire

greater even than that which here had once

been the ultimate of human grandeur.

Franks and Jefferson grinned at each other

as they glanced down at the white mosque

and took a bearing over the confused mass

of wooded foothills to the north and east of

Mosul towards a stupendous snow-clad peak

â��the Judi Dagh, I remembered its nameâ��

which towered in the distance above the

endless chaos of sternly rugged mountains

stretching far and wide and reaching back,

to the limits of vision, into the recesses of

Persia. I stood behind the two lads in the

pilot-chamber, straining my eyes towards

our destination. In which of those cleft

gorges was hollowed the tomb of the three

kings on their lofty terrace ?

We sped onwards. Beyond the first range

of mountains a valley dipped itself into a

bowl of green where white houses twinkled

among the trees â�� Amadiyah ! We soared

over it, swung to the north-west and then to

the west, towards another wilderness of lulls.

Our pilots were following their original course.

A silence as of death seemed to brood over this

sterile desolation of crag and boulder. The

roar of our engines re-echoed from it with an

alien sound as we dipped below the summits

in scrutiny of one valley after another.

Suddenly Jefferson pointed ahead of us,

one hand clutching at the shoulder of his

comrade seated at the controls. " There it

is! "

I looked, with a thrill of excitement.

There in front of us, a thousand feet or more

below the summit of the mountain, but

thousands of feet above the bed of the

sombre ravine which dropped away from it

in a sheer precipice, was a long, broad

terrace, obviously artificial. We swung

round above it, commenced a cautious

descent. It would be no joke to be caught in

a sudden air-flurry in such a place. The

roar of the engines ceased suddenly. An

uncanny silence enveloped us with their

cessation. None of us spoke. I could feel

my heart beating in my breast. Our nose

went down and the rock rushed up towards

us, became a wall upon our left hand. Below

us that smooth terrace, larger and larger

with every second, rose and broadened.

The engines started again in a quick brief

roar which reverberated endlessly after they

were abruptly stilled. We swung round

towards the mountain, touched and skimmed

across the ledge at an angle, slowed with a

quick turn perpendicular to the wall of rock,

stopped less than a hundred feet away from

it. We had arrived I

E<E three eager schoolboys we tumbled out

of the machine, ran along the face of the

rock. At first glance I noticed what my

companions, too preoccupied with the storm,

had failed to observe upon their first visit.

The precipice which towered above us was

a picture-gallery of ancient Assyrian art.

Great winged bulls, eagle-headed human

figures of colossal size, in flat relief, dominated

an endless succession of sculptured scenes,

comparatively miniature, depicting the wars

and conquests of a vanished empire.

A shout from Franks, in advance of us,

told that he had found the entrance to the

cave. A pair of vast human-headed bulls

arched their wings above its opening. The
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three of us stopped at the portal. A sudden

awe came over us as we peered into its

obscurity, a feeling of an indefinable presence

that pervaded the atmosphere.

" Listen ! " whispered Franks, clutching

at my arm.

From the interior came a long weird moan

that swelled and died away. We sprang

back, a primitive terror quick upon us. Then,

as silence once more fell upon that lonely ter-

race, we crept forward again to the entrance.

A little wind stirred into whorls the dust

about our feet as we stood under the archway

of those mighty wings. Once more the

weird moan issued drearily from the cave.

My faculties, heightened with excitement,

leaped to an association of ideas.

" All right !" I cried to my companions.

" All right ! It's nothing to be afraid of ! "

Those cunning old artificers, of a piece

with those who had contrived the statue of

Memnon in Egypt, had hollowed that rock

to such acoustic properties that a breath of

wind blowing into it resounded magnified,

as from a trumpet, in that mysterious moan

so eminently, calculated to unnerve the least

superstitious. I explained it to the two lads.

" All very well," said Franks, " but I

propose we go back to the old bus and have

a meal before we risk ourselves in here. We've

got plenty of time. We shall feel all the

stronger after we've filled up. What do you

say, Harry ? "

" I think so too,'"said Jefferson. " We've

got to have a meal anyway. And personally

I want to make the fewest possible visits

to the inside of this cave and get finished

with it as soon as may be. It may be only

the wind, of course. But I don't like it, all

the same. Besides, we must go back for the

crowbars."

IT was well that we did so. Eager as we

were to discover the entrance to the cave,

we had forgotten to fasten down the aero-

plane in any way. As we approached it, we

noticed that it seemed farther from the rock

wall than we had left it. A moment later a

gust of wind, reflected from that sculptured

surface, moved it perceptibly towards the

sheer gulf a few hundred yards behind it.

Dicky Franks shamed us both with his

instant presence of mind. While we stared

aghast, he darted forward to the machine,

swung himself up over the lower wing into

the pilot-compartment, started the engines.

He taxied her gently back, and Jefferson and

myself made her fast with ropes to projecting

points of the rock.

The young man's face was white as he

dropped out of the machine and rejoined us.

" They're trying to kill us ! " he said,

hoarsely, his voice unsteady with a genuine

" Nonsense, Dicky ! " I replied. " It was

just the wind."

He turned upon me.

" This wind about here is too confoundedly

intelligent for my liking ! " he said. " I tell

you, I've got a feeling "

" Keep it to yourself, then, my lad ! " I

said, sharply. " You'll be giving us all cold

feet in a minute with your sickly imagina-

tions. We have not flown over three

thousand miles to this cave to be put on now

\\ith superstitious fancies."

" The Major's right, Dicky," said Jefferson.

" We made up our minds to come back for

that gold, and here we are. Let's get on

with it. We'll have a bite of food firstâ��and

then to work ! "

Franks remained silent. I could see that

he was badly shaken. However, as all three

of us sat in the saloon about our meal he

recovered his cheerfulness.

" We shall have to make a camp of it.

Major," he said. " For to-night at least.

We can't shift three tons of gold between

now and dark."

'' Three tons ! "murmured young Jefferson.

" Ye gods ! Three tons of goldâ��think erf

it ! It's got to be a full-sized ghost that will

scare me off three tons of gold ! " ,

Dicky frowned, but made no comment.

"Yes, we shall certainly have to stay-for

the night," I agreed. " But we'll get as

much as possible on board while the day

lasts."

" By all means," said Dicky. "I'm ready

as soon as you are. I propose that we start

first with the tomb that's already opened."

He hesitated a moment, as though half-

ashamed of what was in his mind. " By

the way, Majorâ��have you got the copy of

that inscription on you ? " His attempt at

a casual voice was not very successful.

I looked at him, reproof in my eyes. But

he was not-to be diverted.

" Let me have a look at it, will you ? " he

said.

I could not very well refuse. I took from

my pocket the sheet of paper on which I had

jotted down my memory of McPherson'*-

reading of that ominous inscription, and

handed it to him.

" I, Sarchon, King of Kings, son of Nimrot.

King of Kings, lying in this tomb, say :

' Come not to open this tomb. He who shall

remove the stone that covers me shall die

and in the grave find not repose, neither shall

the sun shine upon him nor his kindred know

his fate.' " The threat as he read it out,

calm though was his voice, sounded peculiarly

awesome in the presence of those ineffably

placid stone monsters visible through the

windows of the saloon. Their very silence

seemed eloquent. Dicky looked up from

the paper.
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" Do you think. Major, thatâ��just sup-

posing, for example, there were anything in

thisâ��I don't say for a moment there isâ��

but just supposingâ��do you think that the

curse is fulfilled so far as the first tomb is

concerned ? I've been thinking about that

skeleton under the slab. If that poor devil

paid the penaltyâ��it only says ' uncovering

the tomb/ you knowâ��then we ought to be

pretty safe in taking the treasure from it.

What do you think ? We might find so

much there that we should not want to

disturb the others."

" Shut up, Dicky ! " said Jefferson. " You

are giving me the creeps."

He was giving me the creeps, too. This

kind of talk had to be stopped at once. A

solitude such as was so profound about us

was not the place to indulge in fanciful

speculations.

" By all means let us clear the opened

tomb first," I said, with a happy achievement

of cool imperturbability. " But I should

like to get one of the others open before

nightfall. This ledge is apparently not a

very safe place for the machine and we do

not want to stay a moment longer than is

necessary. If a wind-storm sprang up while

we are here, it would be extremely awkward,

to say the least of it. The cool air from the

mountains sometimes blows with hurricane

force in its rush to fill the place of the heated

atmosphere of the desert-plains, you know."

I was determined to be ready with a rational

explanation of everything that did or might

happen.

Jefferson sprang up from his seat.

" Let's get to work, Major ! Game on,

Dicky ! I bet you I get in first with a chunk

of rock at any old ghost that shows himself

â��loser pays for a dinner at the Savoy when

we get back ! " He laughed in youthful

high spirits. " Game on, you fellows ! This

way to the pirate's hoard ! Where are the

old money-boxes ? "

I was grateful to liirn for his boisterous

jocularity. Dicky actually smiled as we

both rose from the table. A few minutes

later, the aeroplane firmly secured behind

us, we were on our way to the cave, carrying

between us two ammunition-chests with

rope-handlesâ��Jefferson's " money-boxes "â��

which we had brought for the conveyance of

the treasure.

After our good lunch, fortified as it had

been by a bottle of the best, the dark entrance

to tbÂ« cave no longer looked so forbidding.

We ignored the great human-headed bulls

as we marched in, Jefferson chanting, in

humorous defiance of our past fancies, the

refrain of Stevenson's " Treasure Island " :â��

" Fifteen men on the dead man's chest,

Drink and the devil had done for the rest.

Yo-ho-ho ! for a bottle of rum !

This way to the pirate's hoard, my hearties!

Personally-conducted tours under the guid-

ance of expert British officers ! Inclusive

terms, authentic skeletons provided ! Every-

body free to help themselves. You pays

your money and you takes your choice !

Yo-ho-ho ! for a bottle of rum ! This way

to the pirate's treasure ! "

Franks interrupted his comrade's serio-

comic declamation.

" Shut up, Harry ! " he said, irritably.

" Don't make a jest of it ! After all "

He did not finish his thought. I knew he

had our treasure-hunting predecessor in his

mind.

That long weird moan came again from

the interior of the cave. We ignored it

resolutely, switching on our flash-lamps as we

advanced into the chill gloom.

" Very clever the way those old fellows

arranged the acoustics of this place," I said,

with an affectation of indifference not quite

in correspondence with my feelings. " Did

you notice that puff of wind ?" I told

myself that I shuddered only at the cold of

this sunless place.

" Wind, was it ? " said Franks, in a strange

voice.

WE went on in silence until we reached

the first tomb. There, just as the two

lads had described it, was the slab

aslant from it to the groundâ��and under-

neath it that fleshless skeleton with the iron

bar by his side.

We gave but a cursory glance either to that

luckless relic or to the undoubtedly interesting

carvings upon the exterior of the sarcophagus.

The glamour of its imagined contents, now-

after so long journeying almost at our touch,

dazzled us to all but instant possession. I

understand now that madness of the gold-

lust of which I have read in tales of the early

diggings. I think we would then and there

have killed anyone who stood between us

and the treasure. I was startled at the

expression of my comrades' faces as I saw

them in the circle of light from my torch.

They were no longer boys. Fever glittered

in their eyes. They looked like old men,

lean and covetous. The metamorphosis

shocked me in the instant of attention which

I gave to it. Without a word, but with a

concentrated intensity of action, the three

of us clambered up the pedestal of the tomb.

The long dreary moan reiterated from the

black interior of the cave fell this time upon

deaf or heedless ears. An apparition itself

would have been unnoticed in our excitement.

We switched our torches into the sarco-

phagus. The uneasy fear at the back of our

minds, which none of us had dared to express,

was instantly dispelled. The light was

reflected in a dull glint from the metallic bed
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on which reposed a few crumbled fragments

of bones and cerecloths. The treasure was

still there ! Two only of the close-packed

bricks of gold were missing.

" Hooray ! " shouted Jefferson, his voice

reverberating uncannily under the vault of

the cave. " The old gentleman has saved

it for us ! Now, my hearties ! " He reached

down an eager hand, pulled up a brick.

" Once aboard the lugger and the treasure's

ours ! "

" One of us had better get down and pack

it into the boxes," I said. " The other two

will hand the stuff down to him."

" I'll pack it," responded Franks, obviously

keeping himself under stern control. I

noticed that he looked up apprehensively

as once more that sinister moan seemed to

breathe past our ears. He sprang down to

the floor of the cave, took the golden bars

we passed to him, packed them neatly into

the boxes.

We all worked silently, but with a curious

instinctive haste, as though we were menaced

by interruption. Nothing stirred, however,

not even a resting bat, in that cave lost

among the mountain solitudes. Our vague

fears dropped from us as we worked without

any interference, visible or invisible. Jeffer-

son even began to whistle.

The two boxes filled, the three of usâ��

Dicky, as the strongest, in the middleâ��

staggered with them back to the aeroplane.

Their weight was surprising. Everything

was perfectly normal as we returned to the

machine. She had not shifted in the least.

We climbed on board and stowed away

the chests in the cargo-hold. As we leaped

down again, with two empty ones for the

next load, I noticed that the sun was already

sinking behind the higher crests of the chaos

of mountains around us.

" We sha'n't do more than clear this tomb

before nightfall," I said, rather anxiously.

" And we shall have to hurry to do that."

I did not relish the prospect of passing two

nights on this dangerous ledge.

We hastened back to the cave and worked

with a will. Journey after journey we

made, heavy laden, to the aeroplane. Layer

after layer of gold bricks was exposed and

packed away in the chests. There was more

of it than we expected. Instead of five

layers there were seven. (I might have

guessed that they would be in a sacred

number.) It was already pitch-black night

when, utterly wearied, we staggered with

the last load to our now familiar home.

The light left shining through its saloon-

windows welcomed us with a pleasant

suggestion of comfort and security. Those

last trips in the gathering darkness had been

decidedly eerie.

We were all in the best of spirits, however,

as we sat round our evening meal in the

saloon and toasted our good luck with

another bottle. The three of us went to

gloat over the stack of treasure-chests in the

baggage-hold between the wings. Jefferson,

characteristically, expressed a doubt whether

the space would contain the spoil to be

obtained from the other tombs.

" We'll tuck it a\vay somewhere, never

fear!" I said, cheerfully. "We'll start

work at dawn to-morrow and get clear away

before dark ! My lads, " I added, turning

to them, " do you quite realize how rich we

are ? It seems fantastic to me."

" To me too," agreed Franks, seriously.

" We won't talk about it till we get it safely

home. And, by the way, I'll have another

look at those tethering-ropes. This would

be a nasty spot if it came on to blow during

the night."

So saying, he jumped out into the dark-

ness. In a few minutes he returned, quite

reassured.

" Nothing short of a gale can shift us,"

he said. " But I'm going to s'witch on the

headlights all the same. An accident in the

dark would be no joke."

He went forward and a moment later the

terrace was suffused with a reflected radiance

from where the two great circles illumined

the stiff placidity of those grotesque monsters

carved upon the cliff.

We all turned in to our berths, thoroughly

exhausted, and in a few minutes were all

asleep.

HOW long I slept I do not know. I was

awakened from a confused nightmare of

affrighting Assyrian figures that pelted

me with gold as I sat in the dining-room of the

Savoy Hotel and tilled the air with a rushing

tumult in which the crcam-and-gold pillars

of that firmly-established hostelry swayed

and rocked as though in an earthquake.

It seemed to me that the entire hotel was

slipping, slipping, slipping, with an awful

grating noise, into a bottomless gulf that

had opened for its reception. My con-

sciousness struggled through the welter of

dream-phantasms that overlaid it, came to

full perception with a shock of wild alarm.

The aeroplane was lifting, slipping, bump-

ing, now pulled up short by a rope, now

jerking away in a sudden release, rising and

falling from side to side, in a gale of wind

that howled among the mountains with the

fury of a hurricane. Torrents of rain

hammered and drummed upon the canvas

roof overhead. Through the saloon windows

I had a sudden glimpse of that sculptured

rock-face illumined in a blinding jag of

lightning. An appalling crash of thunder

drowned my voice as I shouted to mv com-

panions.
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"Then ensued a desperate battle for life. The wind assailed the aeroplane with a frenzy

of this pit among the mountains into the

But they were auake. The saloon started

into illumination as Jefferson, springing to

his feet, switched on the lights. Franks was

making for the door to the pilot-compart-

ment, lurching as he went as though in the

cabin of a tempest-tossed yacht at moorings.

" \Ve shall be adrift in a moment ! " I

heard him shout as he disappeared through

the door. I guessed his purpose instantly.

He was going to start the engines.
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of sledge-hammer blows. The engines raved and roared as they strove to pull us up out

rock-free regionÂ« of the upper air."

Another moment and, with a sharp crack

in the midst of that tumult of wind and rain

and thunder-coupled lightning, the last rope

parted. The machine lifted on her beam.

I heard her wing scraping along the terrace

as we slid. Instinctively I clutched for

support, vain though it was, at a stanchion

of my bunk. In another instant we should be

over the precipice.

Even as I agonized for the cessation of the
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scraping sound, I heard the welcome roar

of the engines starting into life. Good old

Franks ! I could imagine him, desperately

battling, at the controls. My relief lasted

not a secondâ��with a sickening suddenness

we dropped, backwards, in an awful vertical

descent. The machine swayed violently as

she tried to right herself. The engines

re-echoed thunderously from the black gulf

I glimpsed through the windows, leaped to

spasms of their fullest power, vet futile,

I was only too conscious, in the fury of that

hurricane.

Then ensued a desperate battle for life.

It was useless to think of rejoining Franks

at the pilot-wheel ; I could have been of no

assistance even had it been possible. As it

was, I had to cling for dear life to prevent

myself being thrown through the canvas

roof. But Jefferson had vanished, had

managed somehow to go to the help of his

comrade. I was alone in that saloon which

lurched and twirled, bumped and pitched

and rolled, fell and rose again at every

variety of angle. The wind assailed her

with a frenzy of sledge-hammer blows. I

wondered how long she could hold together.

The headlights were still on. Through the

windows I could see them now making white

circles on the rock-face, now shooting their

beams endlessly, without a target, into the

infinite blackness of the night. The engines

raved and roared as, struggling with the

brutal buffetings of the gale, they strove to

pull us up out of this pit among the moun-

tains into the rock-free regions of the upper

air.

There was perhaps a minute of suspense,

and then the disaster for which I held my

breath happened with a vicious suddenness.

Caught in a terrific blast of wind that whirled

against the, precipice, the machine was flung

right over, upside down. A hail of small

loose objects in the cabin leaped up about

my head as, clinging desperately to the

support wrenching in my hand, Ã� felt my

feet break through the roof. Simultaneously,

I heard a clatter and a crash, loud above the

uproar of the gale. The boxes of goldâ��

loose amidships in their compartmentâ��had

smashed through the roof on to which they

had been flung ! As I realized itâ��visualized

our hard-won treasure hurtling into the

black gulf belowâ��I had a last glimpse, upside

down though I was, of the entrance to the

cave, its winded guardians vividly illumined

in a lightning flash of peculiarly intense

brilliancy.

It was perhaps imagination, but I thought

I heard a scream of unearthly triumph

mingling with the wild howling of the wind.

Xo theory of cunning acoustics was plausible

just then.

But I had no mind, in that dreadful crisis,

to bemoan the loss of our treasure. At any

moment our lives might be extinguished.

Hope of survival was a mockery I did not

entertain for an instant. Yet the engines

still roared against the fury of the gale and

still we kept, despite our inverted position,

a purchase on the air. Rocking violently

from side to side, the m racle happened. A

sudden dive nose-down and we returned, in

a sickening swoop, to right-side up. I

extricated my legs from the torn canvas of

the roof, dropped them to the floor. I had

a mental glimpse, warm with gratitude, of

Franks dauntlessly sticking to his controls,

fighting with every ounce of his strength and

amazing skill. " Good lad !" I shouted,

though I knew he could not hear.

A moment later and we were dashed

violently against the face of the rock. I

heard the planes on one side crack and break.

It was all over ! The next instant we were

descending in long circling sweeps at an

acute angle. The engines still roared in-

termittently. I looked, following the beams

of our downward headlights, into a bottom-

less gulf whose walls rushed round giddily

in our spiral fall. I saw suddenly great

boulders directly beneath us, expanding like

bladders in quick inflation. Our nose came

up suddenlyâ��sideways. There was a terrific

shockâ��blackness.

IT was three wean-, tattered, half-starving

menâ��shaken still with the miracle of their

escapeâ��who dragged themselves four days

later into Mosul. They left behind them, in

that gloomy valley, not only a wrecked

aeroplane but those golden bars which had

rained down from a night of fury into some

unknown gulf. As they had picked them-

selves up, bruised and battered, in the dawn

slowly brightening to their returning con-

sciousness, and groped for a way out again

to the haunts of men, they had not dared to

look up to that terrace where, inaccessible

to the boldest mountaineer, those carven

winged monsters guarded the treasure of the

lombs.
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ON a day in 1890, and in the after-

noon of that day, there took place

in Tidborough events which, put

together, make a tellable story,

though a story outraging all the best and

oldest-established literary conventions, and

therefore to be avoided by sentimental

readers.

At five minutes past four on this afternoon

the express from London was awaited at

Tidborough station by a great crowd of the

kind that is called " an ugly crowd." Ugly

to the eye, it was composed of males and

females of all ages. The men wore cloth

caps and rough clothes and had scarves

about their necks ; the women were mostly

hatless, and they had among the lot of them

not so much " finery " as would have deco-

rated (according to their ideas of decoration)

the person of a single-one of their number.

This was because the whole of the combined

walking-out trousseaux of the female hands

of Bassett's Paper Mills, together with the

Sunday clothes of the men, was in the care of

the Tidborough pawnbrokers.

Ugly to the eye, the crowd that awaited

the oncoming London train was also ugly

to the perceptions. It had a sullen, a sinis-

ter, and a threatening air. It emitted, as it

shifted and swayed beneath its own pressure,

a hostile and a deep murmuring that swelled

up fo the station roof and reverberated there

rather like the muttering of distant thunder.

A fortnight, or even a week, before, this

crowd, similarly assembled, would have

temporized the violent strength that mani-

festly lay within it by coarse chafi and
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banter and by cheery hailings, one to another.

But not now. Bassett's strikers were past

that stage. They were hungry. At the

outset of the strike they had been noisy.

They paraded the streets and sang songs ;

and, touching the subject of food, they made

jokes with one another about " tightening

your belt up a couple of holes." Now they

were no longer noisy. They stood silently

about the bakers' shops and the bakers wore

a worried look, and after closing-hours paid

visits to the police station.

The strikers had been genial, then jovial,

then irritable, then angry. They were now

ferocious, and the immediate object of their

ferocity was approaching them, assembled

at the station, in the 4.5 p.m. from London.

Tug Sanders, the strike-breaker.

Strike-breaking by the importation of

workers from another district has been

known in America. It has never been

successfully established in England, and the

notion of Mr. Tug Sanders that it could be

done, and that he was the man to do it, had

been confined, thus far, to his own statements

in that section of the London and provincial

Press which opened its columns to the possi-

bilities of this factor in the problem of labour

unrest, just then engaging considerable atten-

tion. Mr. Sanders, reading of the prolonged

strike at Bassett's Paper Mills, Tidborough,

had communicated with Mr. Henry Bassett.

Henry Bassett, stubborn, determined, consti-

tutionally impervious to any other reasoning

than his own, an embittered man, a lonely

man, a man with a grudge against all men,

proud to his marrow and hard to the bone.
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knowing public opinion in Tidborough unani-

mously against him and steeled by that know-

ledge to bash public opinion across the face

and humiliate it to the dust, had replied to

Mr. Tug Sanders's communication. Mr.

Sanders had triumphantly announced to the

Press that he was " proceeding to Tidborough

with a view to arranging to break the strike

at Bassett's Paper Mills " ; and the employÃ©s

of Bassett's Paper Mills were now assembled

at Tidborough station with a view to break-

ing the adjectived neck and adjectived head

of Mr. adjectived Sanders, and then to kick

:the adjectived remains of his adjectived

carcass across the adjectived market-place.

Here she comes ! '

Immediately, the great press upon the

platform convulsed in enormous upheavals,

tossings, and surgings. Rushes from behind

on the part of those who would get better

placed for the business in hand were franti-

cally battled by those at the front who found

themselves driven perilously upon the edge.

A man, and then another, and then a shriek-

ing woman, were toppled over on to the line.

With panic's true fatuity, they desperately

sought return instead of passing across to

safety, and frantically were grabbed and

pulled and hauled. Oaths flew and savage

blows were exchanged.

" Don't push, yer blamed idiot ! Can't

yer see what "

" All right, all right. What's up with

â�¢yer ? Take that, then ! "

" An' that one for you ! "

Into this stupendous uproar the 4.5, and at

once cessation of the private brawls ; at once

a common rush, shouting, fist-tossing, upon

the doors and windows of the coaches.

Curious passengers sought to protrude in-

quiring heads, but hastily withdrew them in

wise alarm. That savage tumult was a good

thing to keep out of.

The threatening, sweaty faces pressed

against the windows and surged along them.

" Where is he ? "

" Throw him out ! Throw him out ! "

" We want Tug Sanders ! "

And then in a sudden moment, with the

quick and mysterious unanimity that gives

universal instruction to a mob, there was

taken up by every voice a crashing chant :â��

" We want Tug Sanders ! "

" We want Tug Sanders ! "

Feet were accommodated to the rhythm.

While those in front pursued their eager

quest, wrenching open doors and shouting

their ferocious inquiry among shrinking

passengers, the crowded masses behind trod

out the measure with hobnailed boots crash-

ing in unison with vibrant throats. f

" Weâ��wantâ��Tugâ��Sanders ! '

" Weâ��wantâ��Tugâ��Sanders ! "

It was rather horribly frightening to hear.

Mr. Tug Sanders heard it, and it urged him

nimbly on his way. To its crashing reso-

nance the famous strike-breaker skipped out

of the train on the farther side, was urgently

occupied in cautiously, and withal swiftly,

putting sweet distance between himself and

those so anxiously awaiting him. Always a

busy man, the great breaker of strikes had

never been so busy. Notoriously a hustler,

he had nevermore briskly kept moving. He

had been warned, and he had arrived alert to

pay behest to the warning. At the junction

forty miles up the line there had been handed

to him a telegram from the Tidborough

superintendent of police :â��

" Very hostile crowd assembled at station.

You are advised to leave train by up-side

door."

One glimpse as the train drew into Tid-

borough had been quite enough for Mr.

Sanders, a man of notably quick perceptions.

The 4.5 was not come to a complete stop

before the eminent strike-breaker was nimbly

out of the farther door of his compartment

and fleeting across the rails in purposeful

testimony to the grand natural law of self-

preservation.

Safety first !

THE 4.5 drew out. Very quickly the plat-

form cleared. Disappointed of its prey,

returned to the hard facts of the lock-

out, the mob took counsel with itself, ^nd

presently announced its judgment in loud

shouts of "To the Old Man's! To the Old

Man's ! "

At six o'clock the Old Manâ��Mr. Bassettâ��

was to receive a deputation. Any hopes con-

cerning it had been shattered when it became

known that he would first receive the famous

strike-breaker. Rumour now quickly spread

the report that Tug Sanders had arrived,

given them the slip, and doubtless was well

on his way to Mr. Bassett's. It commended

itself to the strikers to assemble about the

Old Man's gates and hear the result straight

from the deputation immediately its members

left the presence ; they shambled into some

kind of marching formation and moved along,

slouching, silent, downcast, dangerous.

Upon the station platform meanwhile

there had been reproduced the best-known

fable of Phaedrus. " A mountain was in

labour, sending forth dreadful groans, and

there was in the region the highest expecta-

tion. After all it brought forth an absurd

mouse." The 4.5, when it drew out, instead

of leaving upon the platform the colossal

personality expected of it, grotesquely

deposited only the tiny figure of a little

girl. Her hair was bobbedâ��a fashion highly

uncommon in 1890â��her face was pale, her

eyes large. She had a little tin box and

she carried a large satchel ; and she stood
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" The little girl said, primly : ' Good afternoon, porter. If you please, I want a hansom cab.
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there, looking extraordinarily tiny and

quaint, till a porter, detaching himself from

watching the departing strikers, observed

her and came towards her. This porter

knew nothing of Latin tags relative to a moun-

tain bringing forth a mouseâ��he had never

been to schoolâ��but it struck him as odd, the

mighty personage that had been expected

and the tiny little object that had been left,

and he rather grinned as he advanced to her.

" Now, then, missy, what's for you ? "

The little girl said, primly, " Good after-

noon, porter. If you please, I want a hansom

cab." And she added, as if she apprehended

a thought in his mind, " You must understand

I am quite accustomed to hansom cabs, and

allowed to go in them, because I come from

London. There are simply millions of hansom

cabs in London, you know."

The porter, being entirely unaccustomed

to children, was able to treat them just as

they like being treated. " That so ? " he

said, seriously.

" Oh, millions. Have you ever been to

London ?"

The porter had not had tliis advantage.

" You ought to ask the station-master to

let you go one day. It's a most wonderful

place, you know. My dear Aunt Victoria

says the city of London is the hubbub of the

Empire."

" That so ? " said the porter.

The little girl nodded in vigorous confirma-

tion. " And it is noisy."

SHE was in stature scarcely at the level of

the porter's waist, but in her singular

self-possession and primness she was

completely the dominant partner in these ex-

changes ; and she now, by a glance towards

the exits and a gesture of her shoulders,

quite clearly instructed the porter that the

requirements of polite interchange were ful-

, filled and that his duties must now be

attended.

He swung up her box in one horny fist andT"

again obeying a gesture, extended the other

towards her. She took it and gave the

explanation she seemed to think necessary.

" You see, I'm only eight," she said ; " and

in railway stations I always hold my dear

mamma's hand."

" Ain't your mamma come with you,

then ? " inquired the porter.

Her reply caused him to look sharply down

at her, trotting by his side.

" Oh, no. You see, my dear mamma is

dead,"

The brim of her hat permitted the porter

to see only the lower part of her face. He

caught a quick protrusion and withdrawal

<>f her lips. He felt awkward. "Ah, dear,

dear ! " he said.

" She's with God," said the little girl, and

sighed with the sound of wind in a midnight

cavern.

" That so ? " said the porter.

He felt immediatelyâ��he was a man of

rather delicate perceptions (for a porter)â��

that it was an inept remark ; but he had

been rather taken aback, and it had been

jerked out of him on the rebound (as IIP

might have explained it). To cover it, and

to get well away from it, he said, in a changed

and hearty voice, " And where might you

be making to now, missy ? "

" I'm going to see my dear Uncle Henry."

" That so ? " said the porter ; " and what

might your uncle's regular name be, missy ? "

The little girl replied, rather as if she had

learnt it by heart : " My dear Uncle Henry

is Henry Bassett, Esquire, the Old Court

House, near Penny Green, Tidborough."

The porter whistled. The thingâ��the co-

incidenceâ��was so completely astounding to

him that he had no words to suit it. He felt

dazed, and in dazed silence he led the way

into the station yard. Three or four hansom

cabs were in waiting. He hailed one, and a.-

it came jingling up (the little girl watching

it with an ecstatic air of much-approving

proprietorship) prepared to hand on his

amazement to its driver.

He swung up her box, the driver stiffly

reaching tightly-overcoated arms for it :

" Wherever don't you think this fare- -

bound for ? "

The driver, who was no public speaker,

vouchsafed only the surly grunt of one to

whom the vagaries of fares were as nothinp.

But for the porter's reply he clearly was not

prepared.

" Old Bassett's," said the porter.

The driver jerked up his head. " Not on

your life ? " He had a very deep, suspicion-

voice and a very small, beery, and suspicion-

eye. " Not on your life she ain't ? "

" Ask of her then," affirmed the porter,

with the pride of one that has released a

startler. He looked towards the little girl.

She was standing by the horse's head, her

hands clasped in ecstatic adoration. " Calls

'im her dear Uncle Henry."

" Not on your life she don't."

The porter nodded impressively. " Said

it to me with her own lips right there on the

platform." He pointed towards the plat-

form, and the driver stood up on his box ami

looked earnestly towards it as if to see what

explanation of this astounding circumstance

it might have to offer. " There was they."

said the porter, thoroughly well pleased with

himself, " there was they waiting for this

yer strike-breaker, and there's the strike-

breaker as has come, and ' He broke

off, for the little girl had turned from the

horse and was approaching him, her fingers

in her purse.
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" Thank you, porter," she addressed him.

" That's very nice. Here is threepence for

you. Just lift me up to the step, will you ?

And in case, porter, any of the four-wheelers

are annoyed I took a hansom, just tell them,

please, it's because I like to watch the horse."

She was on the footboard of the cab, and she

caught the driver's small and suspicious eye

astoundingly regarding her over the roof ;

but with the air of one doing the correct

tiling, she ignored his eye and gave her in-

structions to the porter. " I'll tell the man

where to go to from inside."

" I've told him, missy," said the porter.

She was working herself on to the seat,

sitting on her legs tucked beneath her. She

said, reprovingly, " But I still will, if you

don't mind. My dear mamma always tells

him from the inside when he looks through

the little hole in the top."

" That so ?" said the porter, and stepped

back and stared upon the driver with eyes

that asked, " Did you ever ? "

A yellow eye now gazed lambently down

upon the little girl through the roof-trap.

She addressed it. " If you please, I am

going to my dear Uncle Henry. If you

please, to Henry Bassett, Esquire, the Old

Court House, near Penny Green, Tidborough.

What's your horse's name ? " i

The eyes of the porter on the pavement

said : " Ah, now it's your turn ! " The,

yellow eye of the driver, raised in astonish-

ment from the trap, gazed first upon his

horse, then upon the porter, and then inside

his hat, lifted for that purpose as though with

some expectation of finding the horse's name

there written. A great difficulty faced the

driver, and it was that the only name by

which he ever called his horse was " Blast

yer " : " Get up, blast yer ! Now then,

blast yer ! Whoa, blast yer ! "

He was, however, though a slowish man,

a man of resource. A powerful aroma of

beer descended upon the little girl. " What

name would you like him to be called, lady ? "

She twisted up her face to the beer vent.

" I should like him to be called Black Beauty."

" That's what he is called, lady," said the

driver, hoarsely.

" Although he's brown ? " said the little

girl, quickly.

The driver raised his head and blew an

enormous discharge of beery fumes across the

top of his cab. " Hoo-oo-oo-ff ! " He gazed

despairingly at the porter but saw no sym-

pathy there. He again applied his face to the

trap. " 'Is mane's black, lady, an' 'is tail."

" So they are ! So they are ! " cried the

little girl, and struck her hands together.

" Do you mind if I click him off ? "

" Not a bit, lady," said the driver, relieved.

" T'ck ! t'ck ! " clicked the little girl.

" Gee up, Black Beauty ! "

THE driver thought hard, though slowly,

during the long drive to the Old Court

House. He was in violent sympathy

with the strikers and entertained a violent

opinion of Henry Bassett, and in the

fuddled way in which, consequent upon

his chief interest in life, the processes

of his mind worked, he had a sullen notion

that he was playing false to the strikers

by permitting a relative of the hated

Bassett in his cab. The notion swelled to a

head as the cab overtook, passed through,

and left the ranks of the marchers. He was

cogitating some remarks to the little girl on

the subject of her uncle when the roof-trap

was agitated from beneath, and he raised it

and looked down.

The little girl, who had climbed upright to

get at the trap, was resettling herself upon

her curled-up legs. " I just wanted to say,"

she said, " please flick those flies off Black

Beauty's ears. Thank you ! You must

watch for them, you know. Where were all

those men going to ?"

The question was pleasant to the driver.

He had the feeling, cumulative upon his

attitude towards the strikers, that his horse

must be thinking him a fool or gone mad thus

finickingly to apply the lash he customarily

used with all his arm behind it. He said,

with harsh emphasis, " They re going to see

your dear uncle."

" Are they ? " cried the little girl. " Is it

a party ? "

'' Parly > " growled the driver " Party â�¢> "

' You've been drinking beer, haven't

you ? " said the little girl.

" Yes, lady," said the driver, and closed the

trap.

THE Old Court House was approached

by massive iron gates and a short

drive. The front door stood within

cavernous portals, in which the little girl,

standing before it, looked rather like a

fly at the bottom of a large teacup. The

driver, descending, rang for her the bell-

pull, which depended like a giant's club

far above her head, was paid, and drove

off (" For the less I sees of these 'ere,

lady," said the driver, " the better I feels."

" When I'm not feeling very well," said

the little girl, " my dear mamma gives

me syrup of figs." The driver withdrew

himseÃf).

A very tall, thin man, with the appearance

of having been baked dry in an oven, opened

the door and looked all about him till the

little girl coughed, when he looked towards

his boots and observed her.

" If you please," said the little girl, " I've

come to stay with my dear uncle."

Stupefaction took voice within the tall

man. " Come to stay with Come
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to stay with your dear uncle ? " he re-

peated.

" Yes, thank you," said the little girl,

and stepped over the threshold and began

very industriously to wipe her feet on the

mat.

The man stared down with the air of one

watching an astounding and uncanny pheno-

menon. " Is it Mr. Bassett you mean ? "

" Excuse my not answering before," said

the little girl, after a pause in which her feet

continued vigorously at work. " 1 go nine

times with each foot. How many times do

you go ? "

" I'm afraid I couldn't quite say as to

that," said the tall man. With the porter

and the driver, he found himself, as it were,

mesmerically overpowered.

The little girl regarded him interestedly.

" 1 suppose it's a habit with you. My dear

mamma says that in time it becomes a habit,

and then you stop counting. Do you do the

backs of your heels like this, or like this ? "

" I'm afraid I couldn't quite say as to that,

miss," said the tall man. He cleared his

throat. " I was inquiring, miss, if it was

Mr. Bassett you meant for your uncle ? "

" Oh, yes," said the little girl. " My dear

Uncle Henry. It couldn't be either of my

other dear uncles, you seeâ��my dear Uncle

Barnabus or my dear Uncle William, because

my dear mamma says they're not on speak-

ing terms with my dear Uncle Henry, so they

couldn't be here, could they ? "

" I'm afraid I couldn't quite say as to that,

miss," said the tall man. " I don't seem to

recollect the gentlemen." He made an un-

certain motion towards the interior of the

hall. " What name might it be, miss ? "

" Lucy," said the little girl. " What's

yours ? "

" Cleggs, miss," said the tall man, speak-

ing, like the porter, on the rebound of sur-

prise. He hesitated, but, as the little girl

appeared willing to accept this without com-

ment, he drifted uncertainly up the hall and,

knocking discreetly, passed through a door-

way.

THE proprietor of Bassett's Paper Mills

sat at a writing-table lingering some

papers and looking the man im-

pervious to any reasoning but his own,

the solitary and embittered man with a

grudge against all men, the man proud

to the marrow and hard to the bone,

that he was reputed to be and that un-

questionably he was. His clean-shaven face

was the setting of eyes that were like dull

grey stones, hard and cold as such, and that

appeared to be lidless, so fixed their gaze,

and of a mouth whose lips were tightly

pressed together as though he held something

upon his tongue.

He looked up and spoke in an austere voice,

as of one pronouncing a judgment. "If

that's the deputation, Cleggs "

Cleggs began, " I beg your pardon, sir,

it's " and turned at something that was

pushing like a dog against his legs.

" I can't quite get past you," said the little

girl, in her high, clear voice. " Thank you.

Didn't you know I was just behind you when

you stopped ? " She advanced to the writing-

table. " Are you my dear Uncle Henry ? "

. '.' Who are you ? " demanded Mr. Bassett.

He might have been addressing a burglar.

" I'm your little niece, Lucy."

Mr. Bassett set his hands upon the arms of

his chair and appeared to constrict them.

" Lucy's child ! " He turned Ms hard glance

sharply across the room. " Get out of here,"

he said to Cleggs. He said to the little girl,

very roughly, " What nonsense is this ?

Where do you come from ? "

" From London. I've come to stay with

you. Have you got something in your

mouth 1 "

" It will be time for you to ask questions,"

said Mr. Bassett, " and not rude or stupid

questions, when you have answered mine."

" Thank you," said the little girl. " I

only asked because you hold your lips

pressed up like I hold mine when I have cod-

liver oil and can't bear to swallow it. What

was your question ? "

" My question was, What nonsense is this ?

Where is your mother ? "

The little girl swallowed before she spoke.

" My dear Uncle Henry, please don't cry, but

be brave. My dear mamma is dead."

The proprietor of Bassett's Paper Mills

said, " Lucy-â��dead ! "

" She's with God," said the little girl, and

sighed again the tremendous sigh heard by

the porter. " I'm not to cry, and I haven't

â��feel my handkerchief."

The proprietor of Bassett's Paper Mills

disregarded the invitation. " When did she

die ? "

" On Tuesday."

" Who was there ? "

â�¢ " Only me."

" Where was she buried ? "

" At Kensal Green."

" Who was there ? "

" Only me."

The little girl's lips were swiftly protruded

and withdrawn. " I find if I pinch my

nose it's a great help," she said. " I think

1 will."

It was a little pathetic ; but here is where

the best literary conventions are outraged in

this story. It was a little pathetic ; on the

stage or in the best stories a tear would have

stolen down Mr. Bassett's grim, cold cheek,

and the rest would be damp, excruciating,

and easy. It is magnificent, but it is not life.
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It doesn't really

happen. Consider

the most curmud-

geonly old man you

know â�� your em-

ployer or your

selfish uncleâ��and'

ask yourself if any

such news as the

death of his one-

time favourite sister

would immediately

cause him to violate

the characteristics

of a lifetime and

soften like a pound

of butter in the sun.

You know perfectly

well that nothing

less than a poleaxe

would soften him.

It was the same

here. No tear stole

down Mr. Bassett's

grim, cold cheek.

He did not so much

as wince. As a child

he had been de-

votedly attached to

his sister Lucy. In

youth she had kept

house for him. He

had quarrelled vio-

lently and tyran-

nically with her ;

and the hard but

thoroughly human

fact is that his child-

hood's affections

and the impulses of

his youth were

screwed and bat-

tened down beneath

forty years of- brass-bound, weather-proofed,

steel-enforced, iron-clamped, triple-locked

self-interest.

He did not even wince. " Only you ? " he

said, solidly. " Only you ? Your uncles,

your aunt, they were in touch with her.

Where were they ? "

The little girl was still pinching the bridge

of her nose. Her raised elbow and the simul-

taneous twisting of one leg seemed to indicate

the necessity, and the exercise, of much force.

If you can see any wetness," she announced,

" it's the pinching. My dear Aunt Victoria

and my dear uncles said it was most unfortu-

nate for them, but you can't put off a wedding

just because anyone is ill; and afterwards my

dearaunt came and explained you couldn't put

it off for a funeral. It was my dear Cousin

Kate's wedding, and my dear Uncle William

said it was a most important catchâ��no,

match. Would it be catch or match ? "

-

He said to the little girl, very roughly : ' Where do you come from ?'

' From London. I've come to stay with you !''

" Catch, if I know my dear sister Victoria,"

said Mr. Bassett.

" A most important catch," continued the

little girl, " and it would have looked so

strange if they weren't there. And my dear

Uncle Barnabus said it was most unfortunate

being the same day, and "

" Ah, like them, like them ! " interpolated

the proprietor of Bassett's Paper Mills. " I

can see them : I can hear them ! "

" Can you ? " said the little girl, and

stood on tiptoe and looked along the line of

her uncle's sight.

He laughed.

He laughed andâ��listen to thisâ��it was his

laugh, and no groan, that did actually cause

a stir and a creaking of the massy baulks

beneath which, like soft green leaves pressed

dry and skeletonized in a book, his child-

hood's generous qualities lay. He laughed.

His thought was " What an idea ! What a
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child ! What a tiling to be so ingenuously

simple a.s that ! Imagine it, if one could be

a child like that ! Ah me, if one could ! "

He laughed, and somewhere deep within

him a twinge responded.

All Mr. Bassctt said, snapping off the laugh

and stilling the twinge, was, " Where were

you living ? In lodgings ? "

The little girl nodded. " In our lodgings,

ves. Do you know "â��she put a hand on

the table in the motion of calling particular

attentionâ��" Do you know, our landlady's

grown-up daughter was in the pantomime.

She was ! She was in the fourth row, and

our landlady said she would nave been in the

front row, only she had thin legs on her

father's side. Which side of you is your

father's side ? "

He laughed again, this time a full and free

laugh.

" Well, you're all on your mother's side,"

he said, " if that's any explanation to you."

And he ended again, to himself, " Ah me ! "

not because he was thinking of her mother,

for he was not, but because he was flunking

of himself. And though pages might be

written of what he was thinking of himself,

they might, with equal clearness and poign-

ancy (for those who suddenly glimpsed some-

thing they have lost), be written just as he

expressed itâ��" Ah me ! "

He said to her : " Do you know, when

you walked in at that door just now you

were about as likely to stay and live here as

Cleggs is to stand on his head."

" Can he ? " cried the little girl, enor-

mously interested.

" You'd better ask him. But suppose you

do stay here ? What an idea ! How could

you ? There'd be all sorts of difficulties."

The little girl seemed quite to appreciate

this. He was frowning over certain of the

difficulties, and she reflected his frown.

" There'd be my back to wash," she said.

He laughed again. It came quite easily.

*' Ah, that particular difficulty hadn't oc-

cured to me. I dare say we could get over

that."

" Well, I can do everything else for myself.

It's only my back when I have my bath."

HE was not really thinking of practical

difficulties. Practical difficulties never

stood in the way of the proprietor of

Bassett's Paper Mills. That was why he

paid super-tax on his income. The diffi-

culties he was thinking of were of the

same order as those which torture a man

when he knows he ought to get up in

the morning, and will be infinitely happier

when he does get up, but feels he simply

cannot. All very well to have this little

girl in the house and to have always

thisâ��this freshness, this newness; but

how about giving up his accustomed mode

of life and his accustomed outlook on life

and the bearing and the behaviour in

life that his fellow-men were accustomed

to see in him ? Forty years habituated in

it. Forty yearsâ��ah me ! But still

But he kept up the pretence of practical

difficulties. " How about lessons ? Don't

you have to do lessons ? "

'' My dear mamma did me myk lessons,"

said the little girl. " I can show you and

you can do me them, because, do you know,

I've got the very same books that you and

my dear mamma used when you were little

like me. They've got your marks in them.

I've got them here."

She took from a chair the satchel she had

brought with her and put it on the table.

" There was no room in my box," said the

little girl. She pulled out small and battered

volumes. " There they are. Do you re-

member them ? "

" I remember them," he said.

The little girl had opened one of the

books and was turning over the leaves

before him. '' Look, those are your marks

when you were learning. Your dear rnamma

used to put the dates every day, and so did

mine."

He rather stolidly regarded the thumbed

pages, his mother's pencil-marks, the old-

fashioned woodcuts, and the little readings

in huge print. He was not touched by it all

as, on the stage or in the test stories, he

would have been touched. What he felt

was a strange but unmistakable delight in

the funny little old book with its grotesquely

pious and moral tales. His sole reading wa-s

the Times and the Financial Times. This

stuff was delicious ! And once it had thrilled

him ! " Ah me ! "

The little girl thought he must have

finished the page at which he was staring.

" That was your reading-book," she said.

" My dear mamma says you both simply

loved it. There was one pageâ��a poetry

pageâ��she said you couldn't understand.

I'll show you."

She flattened before him a page conspicu-

ously white compared with the finger-

stained others : obvious!}' seldom read. It

had three stiff woodcuts : a small urchin

sporting after a butterfly; a young man

walking a path and looking at a bird above

him, presumably in song; a middle-aged

man seated on a bench in the attitude of

reflection.

He remembered the pictures perfectly.

His eyes read the verse accompanying

them :â��

Shades of the prison-house begin to close

Upon the growing Boy,

But he beholds the light, and whence it flow?,

He sees it in his joy ;
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The Youth, who daily farther from the East

Must travel, still is Nature's priest,

And by the vision splendid

Is on his way attended :

At length the Man perceives it die away,

And fade into the light of common day.

Whither is fled the visionary gleam ?

Where is it now, the glory and the dream ?

It was unfair. The proprietor of Bassett's

Paper Mills was smitten between the joints

of his harness. There must be a hiatus. He

is as entitled as any other citizen to suffer

his wound unobserved in the privacy of his

own room. He was forty years deep in the

prison ; forty years from the glory, and

forty years from the dream ; and he was in

the company of a little girl upon whom no

shades of the prison-house had yet descended,

which rather intensified and showed up his

condition. How, then, would you like, if a

similar calamity overtook you, to have your

thoughts vulgarly analyzed and hideously

exposed in public print ? Why should un-

fortunate people, butchered into fiction to

make a reader's holiday, suffer these things ?

Why should the proprietor of Bassett's Paper

Mills surfer them ? Dash it ! he sha'n't.

The little girl waited an enormously long

time for him to speak. Her own thoughts,

stoutly kept away by trains, porters, hansom

cabs, drivers, and uncles, crowded upon her

while she waited.

At last she said, " Do you understand that

now, uncle ? "

He said, rather heavily, " I understand it."

He turned in his chair towards her. ' You're

going to stay with me all right. What

would you like to doâ��first ? "

The little girl said, " I'd likeâ��most awfully

-â��to cry."

The proprietor of Bassett's Paper Mills

extended his hands to her.

She said, " Do you think my dear mamma

would mind ? "

The proprietor of Bassett's Paper Mills

swallowed something. " She'll know I said

you might."

The little girl's face began to work with

extraordinary convulsions.

He opened his arms to her.

THE little girl sobbed with an aban-

donment to grief utter, complete,

enormous, devastating. Every fibre

and particle of her small body seemed to

contribute to the abandonment. It was like

a universal capitulation of all her parts

rushing to the call of one stream as river

banks collapse to a flood. Her face was

buried in the shoulder of the proprietor of

Bassett's Paper Mills. He had never seen

anything like such grief. He had never

imagined lhat anything like it could be.

Once or twice she cried " My dear mamma !

My dear mamma ! " He put an awkward

hand to her head and stroked it and held her

rather tight.

And beneath the catastrophic collapse of

her emotions he was himself undergoing a

huge and monstrous capitulation, a washing

out, a surging up from under, that the little

twinges when he laughed at her had begun.

He was thinking all kinds of things while he

held her. He began to suffer the extra-

ordinary feeling that he was not so much

holding her as himself holding on to her. He

was thinking all kinds of things. The only

thing that, in common decency to him, need

be reported, was the thought, " This infernal

strike ! That's in the way. Infernal thing ! "

Also this thought : " It's time 1 got out of

it. Turn it into a company. Getting too

old. Don't understand these new ideas

about workpeople. Get out of it. Potter

aboutâ��with this scrap." And again: "This

infernal strike ! In the way ! Infernal thing ! "

The violence of her passionate sorrow ran

its course. It ebbed away in long heaves and

little shudders. He sat her upright on his

knee and with a handkerchief wiped her eyes.

" I-"eel better ? Better now, eh ? "

He put the handkerchief in his pocket.

" Look here. I expect you'd like to do some-

tiling for me, wouldn't you ? "

She nodded. She couldn't quite get words

yet.

" There're some people waiting here to see

me. Cleggs has been in and out of the room

while you've been having your cry. I want

you just to go in and say something to them

for meâ��will you ? "

She nodded again. Her sniffs would have

made a vacuum-cleaner feel jealous. But

she brightened very much at the idea of a

thing to do. She nodded more vigorously.

" Is it the p-party ? "

" You might call it a party." He set her

on her feet. " They're in the room straight

opposite across the hall. Just go in and say

to them from me "â��he told her what to say.

" Can you remember that ? "

" Oh, yes. It sounds funny to me. Will

they understand ? "

" You see ! Well, perhapsâ��look, if they

don't, give them this." He wrote on a slip

of paper and handed it to her.

SIX persons awaited the little girl. The

strikers' deputatioii consisted of four

men and two women. They were

gathered in the great dining-room, and

waited with rather sad, anxious eyes fixed

on the door. Have you ever seen the eyes

of bullocks looking out through the gates

of a slaughter-house ? They had been kept

waiting a long time and they boded no good

from the delay. That strike-breaker !
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The handle of the door turned slowly.

" Oh, my God ! " said one of the women.

The door, instead of opening very wide to

admit the master, opened but a few inches.

The little girl slid in through the aperture

and turned and stood on tip-toe to put both

hands to the handle and shut it again.

The deputation simply stared.

The little girl came up to the anxiously

waiting group. " If you please," she said,

" my dear uncle says your terms are granted."

The deputation simply stared.

The little girl nodded in a friendly way.

" Yes, your terms are granted. That's what

my dear uncle told me to tell you."

They were all on their feet.

" Granted ! " cried one ; and " Granted ! "

another.

The woman who had made the exclamation

as the door-handle began to turn came

forward quickly and struck her hands

together upon her shrunken bosom before

the little girl. " Dearie, you wouldn't

deceive â�¢ Dearie, for the love of Godâ��â�¢â�� "

" There's this paper," said the little girl,

rather surprised, for she had never been to a

party like this before.

The paper went to the hands of an old

' The door, instead of opening very wide to admit the master, opened but a few inches. The

says your terms are granted."
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man who had had the centre place in the

group. He read it out in a trembling voice.

Your demands are granted. The works will

open in all departments at 6.0 a.m. to-morrow.

The new scale will take effect forthwith.

HENRY BASSETT.

X.B.â��Furnacemen should attend at 4.0 a.m.

The old man dropped terrifically on

his chair and buried his head in his

arms.

Someone said, " Praise God ! Praise God ! "

The woman facing the little girl dropped

on lier knees' and clasped the little girl

terribly to her heart.

little girl slid in and came up to the deputation.

The deputation simply stared."

' IÃ� you please,' she said, ' my dear uncle
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Romantic Story of the

Manuscript of

THE PRIVATE JOURNAL

OF

MARIE-LOUISE,

Now First ^Published.

The history of the following remarkable document must first

be told in the words of Lady Thompson, the present possessor

of the manuscript :â��

" This authentic private Journal of the Empress Mane'Louise was

bequeathed to me from my grandmother, Mrs. Smijth Windham, who herself

translated, but never published, a considerable portion of it. This, together

with my own fragments, has now been edited and the translation completed

by Miss Frances A. Welby.

" Mrs. Smijth Windham left the following memorandum in the pocket of

the little red volume that has outlived so many vicissitudes:â��

'' In the year 1836 I became acquainted wiih a Swiss governess called

Mile. Muller, who lived many years with Lady Jane Peel. She was very

intimate with a governess I had for my children, and I came into the room

one day as she was reading these Memoirs to her friend. I stopped to listen

and then borrowed the book, which amused us much.

" 'Some months after this I proposed to her to let me purchase it, and

after some hesitation she agreed.

"All she knew of it wasâ��that her brother, M. Muller, was tutor to

one of Marie-Louise's pagesâ��who was in waiting when she escaped from

the Tuileriesâ��and he picked it up from the floor and gave it to his tutor

some time afterwards.

' The page's name is written in small characters on the first leaf of the

bookâ��" Vicompte de " *â��I forget the name. This is all I know."

"It must be remembered that in 1810, when she wrote the first diary,

Marie-Louise was only eighteen. She was born on December 12, 1791, and

was married to the Emperor Napoieon on April 2. 1810. She writes explicitly:

'This book is for myself alone.'"

â�¢ The page's name was written in pencil and is now too faint to be deciphered.
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When, in her childhood, Marie-Louise, the eldest

daughter of the Emperor of Austria, played with her little

sisters and brothers, soldiers were their favourite toys.

The ugliest, blackest, and most repulsive of Â¡hem was

christened Bonaparte, who was stuck all over with bins

and had maledictions heaped on his wooden head. Indeed,

up to the verv date of her marriage she liad been accustomed

to regard him as bearing a strong resemblance to the

black-winged demons of the Inferno, pronging the sinners

in the lake of boiling pilch. Suddenly, when she was

eighteen, she was told that the conqueror of her country,

and indeed of, half Europe, desired to marry her and that

it was her duly to consent. She went to the sacrifice with

very much the feelings of a fairy princess who is wooed

by an ogre. Napoleon himself described the marriage as

" an abyss covered with flowers." How, then, did the

tvenl turn out ? In her letters, the young wife declared

that she was perfectly happy. But she tells a different

story in the secrecy of her diary.

" / let him grumble as he Â¡iked without answering him.

There is nothing that quiets men so much as this. They

are insupportable beings, and if ever I were to come bath

in another world, I would not marry againâ��most

certainly not !"

These are hardly the words of a perfectly happy bride.

The fact is that Napoleon, although delighted with his

young wife, who, although not actuallv pretty, was brim-

ming with life and charm, was still something of a

domestic tyrant. Indeed, the light thrown upon his

cliaracter in these pages is something of a revelation

throughout.

Such is the document, of unique and historical im-

portance, the most interesting portions of which we have

now the pleasure of laying before our readers.

I SET out from CompiÃ¨gne well content

with the notion of such a pleasant

journey. My previous travels had all

been very sad. I imagined that this

expedition would be delightful, and I am

sure that I shall love travelling to distrac-

tion. The' Queen of Naples and the Grand

Duke of Wurzbourg accompany us. I am

particularly pleased to have the latter with

meâ��he is so kind and so vivacious. I left

CompiÃ¨gne on April 2.ji\\, 1810, at nine in the

morning. The country between CompiÃ¨gne

and St. Quentin is very pretty, even beautiful,

and very fertile. Along the whole of the

road one sees little hills covered with fruit

trees, now in full bloom, and fields of the most

lovely green conceivable, intersected by small

streams bordered with willows, and one sees

many hamlets and villages, and what struck

me most was the quantity of windmills. In

every place the Emperor was received by the

inhabitants with bells ringing and cannon

firing, and expressions of a devotion as simple

as it was touching. Everywhere the young

ladies presented us with flowers and with

poems, most of which were very bad.

We arrived at St. Quentin at midday, and

were lodged in the PrÃ©fecture, where even--

thing was uncomfortable and dirtyâ��and

still more disagreeable was it that I was

accommodated more than half a mile away

from the Emperor. He took dÃ©jeuner at

once, and got on his horse to visit the forti-

fications and the commencement of the canal

of St. Quentin, which was completed that

day, and which had been constructed from a

plan given by the Emperor himself. I went

to bed, since I was stiff and bruised, not being

Napoleon's second wife, the Empress

Marie-Louise.
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yet accustomed to continuous travelling over

paved roads.

The Emperor made me get up at four

o'clock to visit a cotton mill belonging to the

Prefet, which is superb ; the machines are

very fine inventions. On our return we

received the authorities. The Emperor con-

versed with them for over two hours. These

audiences are enough to kill oneâ��one is

obliged to remain standing all the time.

After this the young ladies offered me

products from their manufactures.

The Emperor was much amused at telling

me of a fall that Chevalier Jouan had. He

was riding in the suite at a gallop, without

looking where he was going, and was caught

in the branch of a tree ; the horse went on,

and after a few minutes he fell to the ground

without hurting himself in the least. Un-

kind gossips say that he believed himself

dead for more than an hour, which is very

like him.

Next day we left St. Quentin at seven in

the morning, and after crossing the whole

town, which is not very large, we arrived at

the canal, where we found two gondolas

ready to receive us. The canal begins at St.

Quentin and finishes at Cambrai, where it

joins the Scheldt. It is over fifty miles in

length, and has twenty-three locks. It is

very wide and deep. We embarked and

continued on our way beneath a blazing

sun, which gave us terrible headaches.

When we reached the first tunnel, into

which the water had not yet been admitted,

we entered carriages in order to pass through.

It is over half a mile long, and is entirely

cut out of the rock. The vault is very

high, and was illuminated by two rows of

lamps, which made a magnificent effect. It

is a chcf-d'ceuvre, unique of its kind. We

continued our journey by carriage as far as

the entrance to the second tunnel, where

tents had been set up for dejeuner, which we

welcomed like famished travellers.

We went through this tunnel, which is

nearly four miles long, in a boat towed by

men, which was not very serviceable, for it

let in water to the height of two inches.

This wetted our feet, but there was no

means of remedying it, and one had to bear

up gaily. For me this was not difficult, as

I have an iron constitution which nothing

injures.

THE DISCOMFORTS EVEN OF ROYAL

TRAVELLERS IN THE OLDEN DAYS.

In addition we narrowly escaped capsizing,

because the fat Prince Schwarzenberg was

continually leaning out of the boat, and his

weight threw it all on one side. This second

tunnel was lit like the first, and at the end of

every hundred toises [about six hundred and

fifty feet] there was a shaft to let in daylight.

After an hour and a half we reached the

mouth, and got into .the carriages again. We

saw the source of the Scheldt, that majestic

river which, a hundred miles farther on, is so

wide and deep that the largest battleships

can enter itâ��here so narrow that one can

easily jump over it with both feet together.

It passes twice under the canal, which is

carried over it by means of a bridgeâ��this is

so narrow that we were obliged to get out of

the carriages and have them lifted .over by

men. This proceeding delayed us more than

an hour, and put the Queen of Naples into

such a bad temper that one could not speak

to her for the rest of the day. I cannot

understand how people in travelling can

complain and get impatient over such venial

accidents. I, indeed, found them very

trifling in comparison with all that I had to

put up with in my other journeys, and of

which I have never complained.

We embarked again about a mile from

Cambrai, and at half-past three we entered

the basin which terminates the canal. On

reaching the Hotel de Ville I went to bedâ��

the sun had given me a shocking headache.

I was, however, quite pleased with myself

in that I had not complained once during the

journeyâ��it is true that the ill-humour of

several of the ladies was sufficient to disgust

me with it.

The Queen of Naples left us at Cambrai.

and with her Chevalier de Metternichâ��so

much the better. I do not regret them, but

it was very ungallant of the Grand Duke of

Wurzbourg to desert us to follow the Queen

of Naples. It is only too true that when love

and friendship are in the balance poor tender

friendship must always be undermost.

We only reached Brussels in the evening,

and although it appeared to be a very fine,

large town, I could not judge of it well,

for we passed through it hurriedly.

The country becomes still more beautiful

between Brussels and Laeken. The Brussels

Canal is surrounded by lines of magnifi-

cent trees, which are backed by country

houses and charming gardens. At the end

of an hour we climbed a steepish hill, and

arrived at Laeken. This is a fine enough

palace which the Emperor bought from the

Duke of Saxe Reschen.

On our arrival the Emperor went at once

to see the chateau. There are two vastly

fine apartments on the ground floor, which

is raised by a dozen steps from the garden.

There are also a number of rooms on the

entresol and on the first floor.

MARIE-LOUISE AND THE DOCTOR.

I immediately took a bath to rid myself of

the horrible dust. I do not know if the bath

upset me because I got into it while I was

verv hot, but I was seized with frightful
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cramp in the stomach and colic. The

Emperor must needs send for Chevalier Jouan,

who arrived and, after many florid and pom-

pous phrases, informed the Emperor that I

was in a delicate condition and might be

taken ill if I continued my journey. The

Emperor believed it, which annoyed me so

much that I suffered still more.

To revenge myself on Chevalier Jouan I

pretended to be very ill. He hurried in, felt

After the Emperor had received the

deputations and we had taken dtjeuner, we

set off across the garden at the extremity of

which is the canal on which we were to em-

bark. Here we were rejoined by the Viceroy

and the King and Queen of Westphalia, who

had arrived from Paris to accompany us on

the journey.

We went through four locks, at each of

which we were delayed at least twenty-five

FACSIMILE OF AN EXTRACT FROM MARIE-LOUISE'S DIARY.

The diary is written in the neat writing of the period in a small morocco-bound volume the

size of note-paper. It is in French, a language with which Marie-Louise was perfectly

familiar, as she had had French governesses since she was two years old.

my pulse, declared that he could not find it,

and rubbed my nose with vinegar.

Happily, after five minutes I wished to

return to life, for he was already talking of

bleeding me.

This little incident left me with a very

strange opinion of him, for it could only be

ignorance or the wiles of a clever courtier

which made him act like that. I prefer to

think it is the first. I should despise him

too much if it were the second. It is, how-

ever, true that we are living in such a delight-

ful world that I must accustom myself to it.

I fear, indeed, that this will be very difficult.

The next day, April 3oth, the Emperor,

instead of letting me rest, awakened me at

seven in the morning to go and see the garden.

Fortunately, in his sleep he had forgotten

Chr. Jouan's fine phrases, and there was no

further question of leaving me at Brussels.

minutes. There is nothing more tiresome

than a canal voyageâ��it takes an hour to

travel about two miles.

At Malines we began to see many trading

vesselsâ��they are large enough to undertake

the voyage to the Indies. Never have I

been so much entertained as during this day,

when everything was a novelty to me. I had

never seen any ships, so it was impossible to

make either the Queen of Westphalia or

myself take part in the conversation.

Finally, at four o'clock, two hours after

. the turn of the tide, we entered the Rupel. A

lock closes the entrance to it. On the wharf

â�¢we found Admiral Missiessy, the Minister of

the Marine, and all the other principal officers,

who conducted us by a detestable road to a

pretty little gondola, on which we embarked

on the Rupel, which flows into the Scheldt

at the distance of about two and a half mile-.
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After an hour we entered the Scheldt, which

is here prodigiously wide. The weather was

magnificent.

ARRIVAL AT ANTWERP.

We were saluted by a thousand guns, the

report of which half-deafened usâ��me in

particular, for since the occasion on which

my father made me fire off an over-loaded

cannon I have been unable to bear any loud

noise without my left ear beginning to bleed.

We climbed on board the Charlemagne, but

it required courage to accomplish this, the

gangway was like a ladderâ��the steps being

so far apart that we had to clamber up on

our knees. Moreover, there was wind enough

to cause very disagreeable accidents. I am

certain we exhibited our legs to the gentle-

men, and I vowed never to climb up a battle-

ship again without putting on trousers. The

Minister of the Marine might really have been

gallant enough to have had a better stairway

constructed for us, but one sees in everything

that he is a rude sailor.

One needs to be very agile in mounting a

battleship for the first time, in order not

to lame oneself. I know I came back to

Antwerp with a sprain, two lumps on my

head, and a gown covered with tar.

We disembarked at seven o'clock in the

middle of an immense crowd, and continued

our road in a carriage as far as the house of

the PrÃ©fet, where we were indifferently

lodged. My room looked on one side upon a

little garden, on another upon the court, and

on the third upon a little street so narrow and

dark, and from which there issued such terrible

exhalations that I was not able to open the

windows during the whole of my stay. We

proceeded to dine, and then we went to bed.

On the ist of May the weather was most

magnificent. The Emperor went out at

break of day to see the fortifications, and he

gave us as a rendezvous the PrÃ©fecture Mari-

time, which is a very fine house, where we

were to breakfast. The Emperor made us

go there at eight o'clock, and at one o'clock

he had not yet arrived. What fine ennui

and what impatience we felt in thus waiting

for him may readily be imagined.

At last we embarked at two o'clock to go

on board the Anversois. Happily, this time

the gangway was a little better. The Emperor

made the ship's crew manÅ�uvre, while the

King of Westphalia amused himself by

climbing up all the masts. The Emperor

put a Dutch frigate under sail ; after that

he went on the Due d'AÂ¡male and the frigate,

but I had too vivid a recollection of my two

bruises of the evening previous to have any

desire to accompany him, so that I waited

for him on board the Anversois. We entered

as on the evening before, to the sound of a

thousand cannon. On coming home I found

two rooms on fire. They say this is a sign

of good luck. I could have done very well

without this sign, for we had a terrible smoke

all the day. In the evening the Emperor

received the authorities and the ladies resi-

dent in the town.

"I CAN BE OBSTINATE TOO."

On the 2nd the Emperor saw the rest of

the fortifications. He returned for break-

fast. I was again annoyed by that disagree-

able Chevalier Jouan (who urged upon the

Emperor not to take me into the island of

Walcheren), and by the Emperor, who lis-

tened to him. Doctors are in reality igno-

rant ; they do not know that more harm is

done to lib, even when ill, by opposing us

than by letting us do as we wish ; but I can

be obstinate, too, when I want anything, and

we shall see which of us will prevail.

The Emperor took me to the dockyard

to see the Fnedland, of eighty-four guns,

launched. The chantier is the place where

the ships are built. In that of Antwerp

several ships and frigates can be constructed

at the same time. Their hulls are placed in

scaffoldings of wood, in which they remain

until entirely completed. There were nine

here at this time.

The Emperor made another tour in the

environs, and I took a drive with the Queen

of Westphalia upon the ramparts and about

the town. They say that Antwerp in another

year will be one of the strongest places in the

Empire. There are some fine streets in the

city. The tower of the cathedral is as high

and as beautiful as that of Strasbourg : the

view from it is superb. I should much have

liked to have ascended it, but when one

travels with the Emperor it is very difficult

to amuse and to instruct oneself. One can

never do as one wishes.

On the 3rd May the Emperor went to visit

the arsenal, the docks, and the magazines. I

remained at home to be wearied with the

ladies. I am a great deal too uncivilized to

remain for a whole day in company. There

is only the Duchesse of Montebello whom I

take delight in. She is natural and good,

whereas these ladies are ill-natured and full

of pretensions.

In the evening we saw all the ladies belong-

ing to the town.

On the 4th the Emperor went again to see a

ship. I again remained at home, my foot

hurt me too much to walk. In the evening

there was a ball ; as I was lame I had a good

reason for not dancing. Besides, I have such

obliging doctors about me that they give me

an apology whenever I wish.

It was very stormy all day, and hopes of

being able to start on the next were given up,

as the wind was contrary, and we should be

obliged to cross an arm of the sea in order to
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' As the horses of the peasants are employed, each man wants to mount his own steed, and

there are sometimes as many postilions as horses."

Vol. Ui.-9.
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reach Flushing. We were compelled to

wait with patience.

On the 5th the weather was still very black

and the storm very violent. The Emperor,

who was tired of waiting, suddenly decided

in the evening that we should go by land and

should depart the next morning at six o'clock,

taking as few people as possible, clothes for

two days, and two services.

It was decided that there should be but the

King and Queen of Westphalia, the Viceroy,

the Prince de Neufchatel, the Grand Marechal

Due d'lstrie, the Duchesse de Montebello,

Chevaliers de Beauharnais, de St. Aignan,

de Bondy, and de Montaran. The others and

the ladies would wait for us at Antwerp.

We left Antwerp, then, on the 6th, three

hours later than the Emperor had orderedâ��

for with him it always happens thus. The

beginning of the road was sufficiently agree-

able. For some two miles we passed between

country houses, but at the end of an hour all

the beauty disappeared and we found our-

selves in a desert of sand, where there was

not a blade of grass, only here and there

some stunted fir-trees, of which the largest

were no bigger than the least in a certain foret

noire that I came to know afterwards. This

district formerly belonged to Holland.

TRAVELLING WITH SIXTEEN HORSES TO

EACH CARRIAGE.

The road became every moment a little

worse. The sand was so deep that it became

necessary to put on twelve or sixteen horses

to each carriage, and notwithstanding that,

we only went at a foot's pace. The horses

are so badly harnessed in this country that

there is no means of getting on ; instead of

bits, cords are put in their mouths, and the

traces are so thin that they break every

instant. As the horses of the peasants are

employed, each man wants to mount his own

steed, and there are sometimes as many

postilions as horses. I have counted as many

as a do/en. When you wish to make them go

faster they bewail the lot of their animals,

and if you hurry them too much they unyoke,

go away with their horses, and leave you there

in the middle of the sand. This happened to

several carriages of our suite.

The hour for dtjeuner had long passed ; it

was nearly two o'clock, and the Emperor

would never allow me to eat in a carriage, and

for a line reasonâ��he said that a woman ought

never to want to eat. The anger that these

precious arguments inspired me with, joined

to my hunger, gave me so terrible a headache

that when we arrived at Breda at four o'clock

I thought that I should be obliged to stop on

the road. But the Emperor, who treated us

like grenadiers, forced us to continue our

journey after his dtjeuner.

We took dtjeuner in a rather wretched

chateau which formerly belonged to the

Prince of Orange. Breda is a small town, but

is rather pretty ; it contains from seven to

eight thousand inhabitants, and has excellent

fortifications.

"MEN ARE INSUPPORTABLE BEINGS."

After the Emperor had received all the

authorities we resumed our journey. I was

in so bad a humour that the Emperor was

displeased, but I was indifferent to that,

and I let him grumble as he liked without

answering him. There is nothing that quiet?

men so much as this. They are insupport-

able beings, and if I were ever to come back

in another world I would not marry againâ��â�¢

most certainly not.

The road was still as monotonous and

the weather was dreadful. The wind blew

terribly, and the rain was so heavy that we

were inundated, for the Emperor, contrary

to his usual practice, found that it was

stifling, and opened all the windows for the

pleasure of contradicting me. At eight

o'clock the Marechal Due de Reggio came

with several generals to our carriage and

informed us that we were only an hour's

journey distant from Bois-le-Duc. Not-

withstanding this, we did not arrive there

till midnight.

I found there, fortunately, one of my

waiting-women. I was so ill and fatigued that

I went to bed directly without eating. I had

dreadful pains in the stomach, and fever,

besides which there was so much noise in the

court that it was impossible to sleep. I sent

to find Chevalier Bourdier, and the Con-

soling news was brought to me that he had

been forgotten at Breda, where he had got

out of liis carriage for a minute. Finally,

at one o'clock, I heard my door open (for it

had neither bolt nor key) and I heard some-

one enter very softly. It was the Prince

de Neufchatel, who supposed that he was

in the Emperor's room, and who, when he

saw me, was quite confounded.

At last, at two o'clock, Chevalier Jouan

arrived half dead, covered from head to foot

with clay, for he had fallen into a hole. 1

begged him to give me some hetera [hederin,

a febrifuge]. He went to fetch the medicine

chest and found all the bottles broken, so

that I was obliged to resign myself to wait

till I was cured without remedies.

At three o'clock the Duchesse de Monte-

bello arrived ; her carriage had remained four

hours in the sand, notwithstanding all the

diligence of Chevalier de St. Aignan and of

Prince Aldobrandini. As these gentlemen

saw that they could not drag the car-

riage from the sand, they unyoked the horses,

took for a saddle a sack of oats, and went to

seek help at Bois-le-Ducâ��whilst Chevalier

de Beauharnais, instead of assisting them.
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remained quietly in the carriage, grumbling

because he could not get,on. The Due de

Bassano, losing patience because his coach-

man would not proceed, got out of his carriage

with evil designs against that poor man, but

heaven punished himâ��he fell into a pool up

to his neck, and although he became very

polite to the peasant, the latter would not

pull him out, and he was obliged to remain

there until another carriage came to his

assistance. There was indeed a great deal

to laugh at when on the next day the com-

pany related their adventures.

I was so tired on the yth that I did not get

out of bed till dinner-time. Moreover, the

town and the environs were not sufficiently

ravishing to tempt one to visit them. The

Emperor went out to see the fortifications

and received the authorities. I passed my

day in talking with the Duchesse, for all my

books and work had remained at Antwerp.

The following morning we quitted Bois-le-

Duc and finally arrived, at nine o'clock in

the evening, at Bergen-op-Zoom.

The houses there are dreadfulâ��that in which

we were lodged was the best in the town ;

for staircase we had a fine wooden ladder,

and for apartments two rooms ; notwith-

standing which the Emperor insisted on stay-

ing there the next day. The other houseswere

in the same style. The first person whom I

met was Chevalier Bourdier, who had estab-

lished himself in my room. He was furious

because he had been left at Breda, and assured

me that lie would send in his resignation. It

was in vain that I talked to him ; I could not

calm him. I got angry in my turn, and I

told him to go because he wearied me.

Happily, he fulfilled this request imme-

diately ; he did not expect that a like fate

.was in store for him the next day.

NAPOLEON IN A BAD HUMOUR.

We sat down to dinner. The Emperor

was terribly displeased at his quarters, and

as he could not lay the blame on one of us

it all fell upon the dinner. At each dish he

said, " What a bad rago&t ! Now, if there

were a gigot! " It was brought to him.

Then he said, " If there were some salad ! "

It was brought to him. When he saw that

the same happened for each thing he went

off to bed. But what amused me most

was the Duchesse de Montebello, who was

laughing, notwithstanding the signs I made

to her. She is really not courtier enough for

the world in which we live, and she has

one great fault which will turn out badly

for herâ��it is that she is too much attached

to me.

Every one retired to their rooms deter-

mined to sleep the whole of the next day.

The King and Queen of Westphalia found fair

accommodation, but without beds or chairs ;

the Prince de Neufchatel a room without any

glass to the window, so that he was obliged

to make use of his papers to stop it up.

The Viceroy, who arrived too late foj

dinner, found himself quartered on an in-

valid who had a dreadful catarrh, and who

for dinner gave him some boiled lemonade

and some bread, and in presenting him with

the glass said to him, " I cannot offer you a

better ; it is the one out of which I drink

myself," and the Viceroy was obliged to make

use of it.

I went to bed with the firm intention of

not being awakened the next day. It was a

vain hope, for the Emperor, who apparently

did not find himself sufficiently well lodged,

mounted his horse at four o'clock and decided

on his ride that we should be awakened at

seven to start at eight.

He decided, also, to leave one service here.

The confusion caused by this unexpected

departure was so great that all the packages

were left behind. The Emperor, who would

not wait, nearly left there also the King and

Queen of Westphalia, who arrived at the

moment when we were embarking on the

canal. The Viceroy, who had not found his

lodging sufficiently comfortable, had slept

elsewhere, and, it appears, had told his valet

to come and fetch him late in the morn-

ing. The man had taken away his uniform,

and had locked the door from outside.

Happily, the room was on the ground floor,

and the Viceroy jumped out from the window

on to the place rather lightly clothed, to the

great astonishment of all the inhabitants.

I do not know who was ill-natured enough to

tell this story to the Emperor, who was very

angry ; it was the cause of the Viceroy being

sent back to Paris on our return to Brussels.

We embarked at the place where the canal

rejoins the Scheldt, which is here more than

two miles wide. The tide begins to be felt

here. The sea air gave us such an appetite

that we partook of a cold dejeuner. I do not

know what evil spirit had given us these ideas,

for everybody became very ill. The Queen

of Westphalia and myself were the least so,

because we had taken the precaution of

immediately placing ourselves in the open

air. But the Emperor, the Viceroy, and

the Due d'Istrie were violently sick.

SEASICKNESS CAUSES A CHANGE OF

PLANS.

This determined them to disembark at ten

o'clock upon the Isle of South Beveland, with-

out knowing if there were any carriages there

to convey us to the other side. The Due

d'Istrie by means of inquiry at last found us

two or three conveyances of the peasants,

which were neither carts nor carriages, and

to which two horses were yoked. They were

so high that a ladder was needed to get into



128

New Light on Napoleon

them, and so narrow that two people could

scarcely sit together. They had no springs

and were very hard, and, to complete the

misfortunes, there were a quantity of very

disagreeable small occupants.

The Due d'Istrie mounted his horse to act

as courier, in order that boats should be pre-

pared for us on the other side of the island.

The carriage in which were the Duchesse de

Montebello, the Comtesse de Liverstein, and

the Viceroy upset and was broken into a

thousand piecesâ��the latter alighted upon

his legs, the Duchesse escaped with a tumble,

but the Comtesse de Liverstein was dragged

by the horses and was badly hurt on the

elbow.

Ð�Ð£Ðµ continued our journey as far as

Middelburg, where we arrived at five o'clock.

My apartment looked upon the court,

which was filled with fine trees. We were

entertained by some military music which

was charming, and which I would have

listened to with pleasure if it had not pre-

vented me from sleeping.

My attendants arrived at last at three

o'clock, so that I was able to go to bed, but

they did not bring me anything to change, so

the Emperor will be obliged to see me until

he leaves this place with the same dress and

the same chemise.

I made up my mind to this lightly enough,

but the Queen of Westphalia did not do the

same ; her women did not arrive for twenty-

four hours after us, so that she made the

unfortunate Comtesse de Liverstein wait

all night in the antechamber to make tea

for her, and when it was brought she

scolded her, would not have any, and cried

from rage. One must really be an angel in

sweetness to support her manners. I know

very well what I should have done if I had

been Dame du Palais !

I did not awake on the loth till midday,

and the Emperor surprised us agreeably by

saying that he would take us at two o'clock

to see the ocean.

"I WAS OUT OF TEMPER THE WHOLE

DAY."

He gave us rendezvous at the Fort de

Haag, for three o'clock. The Queen of

Westphalia kept me waiting more than an

hour, which put me into as great a state of

impatience as her own. I was really angry

in thinking how vexed the Emperor would

be with me if I did not arrive, therefore

I was out of temper during the whole day. I

am in general a good-natured person, perhaps

too weak, but when I am in a passion (as that

happens very rarely) I am perhaps more

wayward than other women.

We arrived at four o'clock at the Fort de

Haag, behind which are the dunes, whirh Ð¯Ð�Ð 

hills of sand of diffÃ¨re

less, we could see the tips of masts, which

told us that the sea was not far distant.

As I was impatient at not being able to see

it at once, we made them, while waiting, give

us some cream, which is excellent in this

country, and which is preserved in green

bottles of a singular composition.

The Emperor wished to show us the ocean

directly, but the dunes were impassable at

this place, and we were obliged to make

another small journey of two hours in car-

riages to find a place where we could ascend.

At last we found it, and I was much astonished

on getting out to find my legs deeply buried

in sand. Each step we took was equally

troublesome, but it was nothing for travellers

as intrepid as ourselves, and we were well

repaid by the fine view that was discovered

when we reached the top of the hills.

We saw the ocean, which appeared like an

immense surface of water bounded only by

the horizon ; the sun was setting, and

coloured the sea like a rainbow. The *ea

was very calm, except on part of the shore,

where it dashed with violence upon the

rocks. The Emperor called for maps, ;m<l

conversed with the engineers. The Queen of

Westphalia and I amused ourselves by pick-

ing up the shells with which the sea-shore

was covered. Some were charming. It

is said, however, that those of the Medi-

terranean and of the Indies are infinitely

finer. These shells, combined \\ith the un-

wholesome air, were the cause, thanks to the

malice of the King, of my having three

attacks of fever.

In the middle of our amusement I saw that

the Viceroy and the Due d'Istrie were watch-

ing us in a very peculiar manner and were

laughing at us very much. I had no time

to ask them the reason before the sea came

with great force and faster than we were able

to fly, and wetted us to the knees. Fortu-

nately, it returned as quickly as it had come.

They explained to us that this was the usual

effect of the tide, but these gentlemen might

have been gallant enough to apprise us of it.

We gave up our search to go and ask the

Emperor for permission to change. The

answer was : " Remain, ladies ; this bath will

do you good," and he made us wait till eight

o'clock. Ð�Ð£Ð¬ÐµÐ¿ we got home we dined, and

the same military music was performed as

on the previous evening.

The nth was a shocking day, but it

did not prevent the Emperor from going a

second time to see Flushing. I remained

in bed with a fever. I do not know what

has become of my iron constitution ; it has

disappeared entirely. I am sure that it is

owing to Messieurs les MÃ©decins, who during

the whole journey have done nothing br.t

dose me.

The Emperor, on his return, related to us
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" The Queen of Westphalia and I amused ourselves by picking up shells, when ihe sea

came faster than we were able to fly and wetted us to the knees."

that he had seen an English frigate, which

approached within range of the cannon of

Flushing, and that he had ordered them to

bombard her so hotly that she retired

quicker than she had come.

On the morning of the I2th the Emperor

held a Council. It is not really our fault if

we heard everything, for the Saloon was

close to my room and the Emperor shouted

terribly loudly.
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MR. JOSEPH P. CRA\ followed the

usual routine observed by mem-

bers of the "Americans in London "

Society on the occasion of their

weekly lunches. He left his coat and hat

in the cloak-room, and deposited the ticket

which he received in exchange in his waist-

coat pocket. Afterwards he slipped into the

ante-room, where a little crowd of men were

thronging around a narrow counter, ex-

changing hearty greetings and indulging in

various forms of pre-luncheon nourishment.

Mr. Cray, who had a mesmeric way of getting

served over the shoulders of waiting throngs,

disposed of a small cocktail in a matter of

seconds, made his way to the reception-

room, where the guest of the day stood by

the side of his host, exchanging platitudes

and handshakes with the little stream of

arrivals, and a few minutes later wandered

into the luncheon-room, where he discovered

the round table for four at which he was

placed, exchanged friendly greetings with

the two men who were already in their seats,

recognized the fact with a little sigh that

they were not kindred spirits, and glanced

with interest at the vacant place on^his

right hand, no claimant to which had as yet

arrived.

It was a crowded gathering, and it takes

some time for six hundred men to take their

places and be seated. Mr. Cray studied the

menu with mild approval, glanced through

the wine list, and decided to postpone for

the moment his decision as to liquid refresh-
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ment, and finally, yielding to an impulse of

not unnatural curiosity, he raised the card

which reposed upon the tablecloth opposite

the vacant chair on his right and read it:â��

MR. OTTO M. SCHREBD.

The four walls of the banqucting-room fell

away. The pleasant hum of voices, the

clatter of crockery and the popping of corks

fell upon deaf ears. Mr. Cray's blue eyes

were set in a steady stare. Gone his morn-

ing coat, his irreproachable linen and care-

fully-tied tie, his patent boots and well-

creased trousers. He was back in the tight,

ill-fitting khaki of months ago, a strange,

sober figure in the midst of the bustle of life,

yet living under the shadow of death. He

stood at the door of the canteen and he saw

them marching by, a long, snake-like pro-

cession, some singing, some shouting cheery

greetings, some pale and limping. Back to

the opening in the hills he could trace them.

the hill which had once beÂ«?n a forest and

now seemed as though a cataclysm had

smitten it, a nightmare of bare stumps, of

shell and crater holes. The whole horizon

seemed streaked with little puffs of smoke.

The sound of the guns was incessant. There

were times when even the ground beneath

his feet shrank. The boys were on their way

to the mess tents after a stiff twelve hour-.

He stepped back into the canteen, tasted

the coffee in the great urn, ran through

the stock of extra provisions, looked care-

fully round to see that all was ready for the

hordes of his customers who would presently

Phillips Oppenheim.
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throng the place. They came much sooner

than they should have done, a little sullen,

many of them cursing, pushed and struggled

for a place at the counter, swept him clear of

the whole of his stock of extra provisions.

He could hear their voices.

" More of that filthy tack ! "

" Say, there's some of those chaps at

Washington deserve to swing ! "

" What is it to-day, boys ? " Mr. Cray

asked.

There was a string of lurid adjectives. Mr.

Cray looked as concerned as he felt.

" More of that stinking beef, eh ? " he

asked, sympathetically.

He was met with a chorus of groans. Ð�

score or more had left the counter already, ill

before they could reach their coffee. He

heard the curses of further hordes struggling

to get in. Then the scene faded away. He

walked down the great impromptu annexe

to the hospital and spoke to one of the doc-

tors. The doctor's adjectives made the

words of his patients sound like the babbling

of children.

" More cases of that bad beef," was the

plain English of what he said. " We are just

in the one corner of the line, too, where we

can't rely on stores for a few days. Curse

the man who ever made the stuff, and the

Government inspector who passed it." . . .

There was a little movement by Mr. Cray's

side. He glanced up. A tall, well-built man

of early middle age was taking his seat. The

two men exchanged greetings.

" Mr. Otto Schreed ? " Mr. Cray observed.

' Yielding to an impulse of not unnatural curiosity, he raised the card opposite the vacant

chair and read it."
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The man winced a little, but acknowledged

his identity.

" And your name ? " he asked.

" Mr. Joseph P. Cray," Mr. Cray replied.

" We seem to be neighbours, Mr. Schreed.

Will you join me in a bottle of wine ? "

" That's a great idea," was the hearty

response.

So Mr. Cray did what those few months ago

he would have deemed impossibleâ��he fra-

ternized with Mr. Otto Schreed, of Chicago,

exporter of tinned beef. They talked to-

gether ot many subjects. Their conversa-

tion was the conversation of two patriotic

and high-minded Americans, with the obvious

views of the well-meaning man. Mr. Schreed,

encouraged towards the end of the meal by

his companion's friendliness, and warmed a

little by the wine which he had drunk,

became confidential.

" Say, it's a hard question I'm going to put

to you, Mr. Cray," he said, lowering his voice

a little, " but does my name suggest anything

to you ? "

Mr. Cray took up the card and looked

at it.

" Can't say that it does," he replied,

"except that your front name reads Ger-

man."

" That ain't it," the other observed. " My

father was a German all right, but I was born

in Chicago, and I am a good American

citizen. It isn't that. I was one of the un-

lucky devils that got into some trouble with

the Government contractors."

" And I was one of those," Mr. Cray mused,

" who spent a hundred dollars cabling to the

head of the Y.M.C.A. in the States exactly

my opinion of you." But aloud, Mr. Cray's

words betrayed nothing of this fact.

" Say, that was hard luck ! " he admitted.

" How did it happen ? "

" Just as those things do happen," the

other explained, " however almighty careful

you may be. We were canning night and

day, with Government officials standing over

us, and Washington wiring all the time, ' Get

a move on. Get a move on. We want the

stuff.' I guess some of the foremen got a bit

careless. I was worn out myself. The

weather was moist and hot, and a load or two

of stuff got in that shouldn't. Not but what

I always believed," Mr. Schreed went on,

that the complaints were exaggerated ;

but anyway the Y.M.C.A. busybodies over

yonder took it up, and they got me before

the Court."

" Did it cost you much ? " Mr. Cray

inquired.

" They fined me fifty thousand ' ^Uars,"

the other replied, " and I Ð�Ð¸Â«! *â�¢ lÃ out.

Just at the time, too," he we-

" when one was making s.

that one couldn't count it."

IT was just at this moment that Mr. Cray

was on the point of raising his voice and

of speaking words which, without doubt,

would have led to his neighbour's precipitate

ejection from the room. And then something

struck him. There was something more than

the natural humiliation of a punished man in

Mr. Schreed's drawn face and furtive ex-

pression. There was something beyond the

look of the man who has done wrong and

borne an unacceptable punishment. There

was still fear ; there was still terror of some

unnamed possibility. Mr. Cray saw this, and

he held his peace. He took his thoughts

back a few months to the little conversation

he had had with the doctor in that impromptu

hospital. He recalled the latter's impas-

sioned words, and he choked down certain

rebellious feelings. He decided to offer the

right hand of fellowship to the unfortunate

Mr. Otto Schreed.

Mr. Otto Schreed was alone and friendless

in a strange city, with the shadow of disgrace

resting upon his unattractive name. He

was more than disposed, therefore, to accept

the advances of this genial and companion-

able new acquaintance. He was not by dis-

position a gregarious person, but he was too

uncultured to find any pleasure in books or

pictures, the newspapers of London were an

unknown world to him, and a certain measure

of companionship became therefore almost a

necessity. It appeared that he was staying

at the Milan Hotel, and it was quite natural,

therefore, that he should see a great deal of

his new friend during the next few days. He

was not at first disposed to be communica-

tive. He said very little about his plans,

and he asked a great many personal ques-

tions, some of which Mr. Cray evaded, and

others of which he answered with artless

candour. Mr. Cray's connection with the

Y.M.C.A. and his work in France was not

once alluded to.

" Say, what's keeping you over here ? "

Mr. Schreed asked one day. " You've

nothing against the other side ? "

" Haven't I ! " Mr. Cray replied. " That's

where you're making the mistake of your life.

I am not a drunkard," he went on, warming

to his subject, " but I am a man who loves

his liberty, and I hate a country where the

bars are crowded out with soft drinks, and

where the darned waiters wink and jerk

their thumbs round the corner towards the

apothecary's shop when you want a drop of

Scotch. I am over here, Schreed, my lad,

till the United States comes to its senses on

the liquor question, and over here I mean to

stop until then. What about yourself ? "

Schreed had been exceedingly close-

~" about his own movements, but this

spoke with more freedom of his
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" I am not so strong as you on the liquor

question," he admitted, " but I feel I have

been hardly done with over there bv the

Government, and I'm not hurrying back yet

awhile. I thought some," he went on, after

a moment's pause, glancing sideways at Mr.

Cray as though to watch the effect of his

words, " of taking a little tour out to the

battlefields of France."

" That's quite an idea," Mr. Cray admitted,

with interest.

His companion looked around to make

sure that they were alone.

" I don't mind confiding to you, Cray," he

said, " that I have another reason for want-

ing to get out there. When the Stores

Department discovered that something was

wrong with those few thousand tins of beef

of mine, they burnt the lot. They sent a

certificate to Washington as to its condition,

upon which I was convicted and fined,

although I was well able to prove that the

week the defective canning must have been

done I was taking a few days' vacation.

However, that's neither here nor there. I

made inquiries as to whether any of it was

still in existence, and I was told that before

any had been opened a matter of fifty tins or

so had been doled out in some French village

where the peasants hadn't got any food.

Nothing was ever heard about these."

" I see," Mr. Cray murmured, and there

was nothing in his face to indicate that he-

had found the intelligence interesting.

" I kind of thought," Mr. Schreed con-

tinued, " that I'd like to look around over

there, and if any of those tins were still in

existence I'd buy them up and destroy them,

so as to avoid any further trouble. You see,

they all have my name and trade mark on

the outside. The Government insisted upon

that."

" Rather like looking for a needle in a hay-

stack," Mr. Cray remarked.

" Not so much," the other replied. " I

know the name of the place where our men

were billeted when they opened the stuff,

and the name of the village to which they

sent fifty tins. I thought I'd just look

around there, and if there are no traces of

anyâ��well, I've done the best I could. Then

I thought some of coming home by Holland."

" Business in Holland, eh ? " Mr. Cray

inquired.

" Not exactly businessâ��or rather, if it is,

it wouldn't take more than an hour or two,"

Mr. Schreed announced.

" When did you think of going ? "

" Next week. They tell me they're run-

ning some tours from Paris out to trie battle-

fields. The one that goes to Chateau Thierry

would serve my purpose. The worst of it is

I can't speak a word of the lingo."

" It's dead easy," Mr. Cray observed.

" I've been going to Paris too many years

not to have picked up a bit."

" You wouldn't care about a trip out with

me, I suppose," Mr. Schreed suggested,

" just in a friendly fashion, you understand,

each paying his own dues ? "

" I don't know," Mr. Cray replied, cau-

tiously. " Next week did you say you were

going ? "

" I'm fixing it up to leave on Wednesday.'*

" It's some trip," Mr. Cray said, thought-

fully.

" A day or two in Paris wouldn't do us any

harm," Mr. Schreed remarked, with a slow

smile which degenerated into a leer.

" We'll take a bite together at seven o'clock

to-night," Mr. Cray decided, " and I'll let you

know. I don't know as I can see anything

to prevent my going, providing I can get

accommodation. I might be able to help

you with the language, too. Finish up in

Holland, you said, eh ? "

" I don't know as you'd care to go up that

far with me," Mr. Schreed said, doubtfully.

" I sha'n't be stopping there, either. You

might wait in Paris."

Mr. Cray smiled beatifically.

" Paris," he murmured. " Gee ! I think

I'll go, Schreed."

MR. OTTO SCHREED was both sur-

prised and gratified at his companion's

proficiency in the French language

and his capacity for making travelling

endurable. Their journey to Paris was

accomplished under the most favourable

circumstances, and by dint of a long

argument and great tact the very inferior

accommodation which had been secured for

them was cancelled, and rooms with a small

salon and bathrooms en suite provided at a

well-known hotel. As a guide to Paris itself,

except to the American bars and the restau-

rants pure and simple, Mr Cray was perhaps

a little disappointing, but his companion

himself, during those first few days, was rest-

less and eager to be off on their quest. On

the third day Mr. Cray announced their immi-

nent departure.

" Say, I've done better for you than these

Cook's chars-Ã -bancs," he announced, tri-

umphantly. " I've engaged a private car,

and we can get out to Chateau Thierry, see the

whole of that part of the line, visit the

village you were speaking of, and get back

before nightfall. Some hustle, what ? "

" Fine ! " Mr. Schreed declared, showing

every impatience to depart. " Does the man

speak any English ? "

" I don't know as he does," Mr. Cray

admitted ; " but that don't matter any, I

guess, as long as I'm around all the time."

Mr. Schreed seemed a little disappointed.

" How about making the inquiries in
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these small grocers' shops, or what you call

them ? "

" I shall be along," Mr. Cray reminded him.

'â�¢ You can stand by my side and hear what

they say."

So the pilgrimage started. Mr. Cray felt

a great silence creep over him as he stood

once more on well-remembered ground. It

was a bright day in early October, and the

familiar landmarks for many miles were

visible. Behind that remnant of wood a

thousand Americans had been ambushed.

On the hillside there, a great mine had been

sprung. Down in the valley below, the corpses

of his countrymen had lain so thick that Mr.

Cray found himself remembering that one

awful night when every spare handâ��he him-

self includedâ��had been pressed into the

stretcher-bearers' service. He grew more

and more silent as they neared their journey's

end. Mr. Schreed appeared to be a trifle

bored.

" Lutaples is the name of the village we

want," he announced, as the}' began to pass

a few white-plastered cottages.

Mr. Cray nodded.

" J know," he said, reminiscently. " Our

cantten was in the hollow, just at the bottom

there."

" Our canteen ? " Mr. Schreed repeated.

" The American canteen," Mr. Cray ex-

plained. " I've been making inquiries for

you. So far as I can gather, there was only

one shop in Lutaples at the time, and it's up

this end of the village. However, we'll soon

find out all about it now."

THEY stopped at a small estaminet,

and here trouble nearly came, for no

disguise could conceal from the warm-

hearted little landlord the kindly, absurd

fat man in tight uniform who had fed

him and his wife and children and left

them money behind to make a fresh

start. Fortunately, however, Schrecd had

lingered behind, making a vain attempt

to converse with the chauffeur, and Cray

had time, in a few rapid sentences, to put

a certain matter before his friend Pierre.

So that when Schreed returned and took his

seat by Cray's side before the marble table

in the village street, Pierre was able to serve

them with liqueurs and speak as though to

strangers. Mr. Cray conversed with him for

some time.

" Well, what does he say ? " Schreed asked

eagerly, when he had gone in.

" There was only one grocer's shop in the

village at the time we were in occupation,"

Mr. Cray explained, " and the majority of

the stores presented by the Americans were

handed over to him for distribution. There'>

the store, plumb oppositeâ��Henri Lalarge.

Epicier.''

" That mean ' Grocer' ? " Otto Schreed

asked.

" Some of it does. Let's be getting

along."

Mr. Cray led the way across the cobbled

street. M. Lalarge was short, fat, and black-

whiskered. As they entered his shop the

landlord from the estaminet opposite issued

from the back quarters.

" What's he been doing over here ? "

Schreed demanded, suspiciously.

Mr. Cray shrugged his shoulders.

" I suppose these fellows all live on one

another's doorsteps," he observed.

The result of the landlord's visit, however,

â�¢was that, although the tears of welcome

glistened in the eyes of the warm-hearted

M. Lalarge, he greeted the two. men as

strangers. Mr. Cray, having satisfied him-

self as to his companion's absolute ignorance

of the language, talked fluently to the grocer

in rapid French. Presently he appeared

satisfied, and turned to Schreed.

" He says he had fifty tins," he explained,

'' but they were distributed half an hour

after he received them. The complaint was

made from some of the villagers, and the un-

opened tins were returned and burned. There

is a chemist's shop at the farther end of the

village, where it would be as well to make

inquiries. The chauffeur might take you

there and I will explain to him what you

want to ask for. Meanwhile, I will see the

cure."

Mr. Schreed saw nothing to object to in

the arrangement, and drove off with the

chauffeur. M. Lalarge, with the tears

streaming down his cheeks, threw his arms

round Mr. Cray and kissed lum.

" Heaven has brought you back ! " he ex-

claimed. " Our delivererâ��our Saint ! But

how thinâ��how wasted ! "

" Simply a matter of clothes, Henri my

boy," Cray assured him. " Uncle Sam used

to pinch us a bit tight about the loins. And

now how goes it, eh ? "

" Thanks to the benevolence of monsieur,

everything prospers," M. Lalarge declared.

" His little loanâ��but give me time to write

the chequeâ��it can be paid this moment."

" Not on your life ! " Mr. Cray replied,

vigorously. " Not a franc, Henri. " We both

did good work, eh, when those guns were

thundering, and dirty Fritz was skulking

behind the hills there ? Finished, Henri. I

am a rich man, and what you call a loan wa.>

my little thank-offering. ' We did our best

together for the poor people, you know."

" But, monsieur " the little grocer

sobbed.

" About those tins," Mr. Cray interrupted.

" You have two ? "

" I kept them, monsieur," the man ex-

plained, " because I read in the paper that
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some day inquiry might be held into

all these matters."

" And an inquiry is going to be

held," Mr. Cray declared. " What

you have to do, Henri, is to pack

those two tins securely and send

them to me by registered post to the

Ritz Hotel, Paris."

" It shall be done, mon-

sieur."

" Were there any who

died after eating the

stufi ? " Mr. Cray in-

quired.

" Two," the little grocer

answered. " They are

buried in the civic ceme-

tery. One has

talked but little

of these things.

The Americans

came as saviours,

and this was an

accident."

Cray glanced

down the street.

His companion

was still in-

terviewing the

chemist.

" One petit verre,

Henri," he said,

"for the sake of

old times."

M. L a l a r g e

threw aside his

apron.

"And to drink

to the great good-

ness of monsieur,"

he responded. ...

M. Lalarge threw

Mr. Otto Schreed

was in high good-humour that evening, on

the way back to Paris. He insisted upon

paying for a little dinner at the Ambas-

sador's and a box at the Folies BergÃ¨res.

He spent money freely, for him, and drank

far more wine than usual. As he drank he

expanded.

" It is like a nightmare passed away," he

confided to his companion. " I know now

that no one else in the world will ever suffer

because of that terrible mistake. There is

not a single tin of the condemned beef in

existence."

" A load off your mind, eh ? " Mr. Cray

murmured.

Mr. Schreed smiled a peculiar smile.

" For more reasons than you know of, my

friend," he confided. " Now my little trip

to Holland, and after that I am a free man."

" When are you on there ? " his companion

inquired.

bis arms round Mr. Cray and kissed him."

" The day after to-morrowâ��Thursday,"

was the prompt reply. " And, Cray "

" Something bothering you ? " the lattei

remarked, as Schreed hesitated.

" Just this, old fellow. My little trip to

Holland is unimportant in its way, and in

another sense it's a trip I want to do alone.

Do you get me ? "

" Sure ! " Mr. Cray replied. " I am no

butter-in. There are some of the boys in this

gay little burg I haven't had time to look up

yet. When shall you be back ? "

" Monday," was the eager replyâ��" Mon-

day, sure. I'll go alone then, Cray. I guess

it would be better. But look here. Get

together a few of your friends, and we'll have

a little dinner the night of my return. At

my expense, you understand. You've been

very useful to me over here, and I should like

to make you a little return. Ask anyone

you please, and take a couple of boxes for
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any show you fancy. It isn't the way I live

as a rule, but I've a fancy for making a

celebration of it."

" That's easy," Mr. Cray declared. " It

shall be some celebration, I can tell you.

We'll dine in the hotel here, and I promise

there shall be one or two people you'll be

interested to meet.".

So on the Thursday morning Mr. Otto

Schreed started for Holland, and Mr. Joseph

P. Cray, with a brown-paper parcel under

his arm, set out to pay a tew calls in Paris.

WHEN Mr. Otto Schreed made his

punctual appearance in the hotel

salon on Monday evening at a few

minutes before eight he found Mr. Cray and

three other guests awaiting him. Mr. Cray

was busy mixing cocktails, so was unable

to shake hands. He looked around and

nodded.

" Glad you're punctual, Schreed," he said.

" Pleasant trip ? "

. " Fine ! "

" Business turn out all right ? "

" Couldn't have been better. Won't you

introduce me to these gentlemen, Cray ? "

" Sure 1 " Mr. Cray replied. " Gentlemen,

this is Mr. Otto Schreed of Chicagoâ��Colonel

Wilmot, of the American Intelligence Depart-

ment, Mr. Neville, of the same service, and

Dr. Lemarten."

" Delighted to meet you all, gentlemen,"

Mr. Schreed declared.

His outstretched hand was uselessly offered.

Neville and Colonel Wilmot contented them-

selves with a military salute. The French-

man bowed. Mr. Schreed for the first

moment was conscious of a vague feeling of

uneasiness. He turned towards Cray, who

was approaching with a little tray upon which

were four cocktails.

" Hope you've ordered a good dinner,

Cray," he said, " and that these gentlemen

are ready to do justice to it. Why, you're a

cocktail short ! "

Colonel Wilmot, Mr. Neville, and Dr.

Lemarten had each accepted a wineglass.

Mr. Cray took the other one.

" And, dash it all! the table's only laid

for four 1 " Schreed continued, as he gazed

with dismay at the empty silver tray. " Is

this a practical joke ? "

Mr. Cray shook his head.

" One of us," he confided, " is not having a

cocktail. One of us is not dining. That one,

Otto Schreed, is you."

Schreed was suddenly pale. He backed a

little towards the door, gripping the back of

a chair with his hand.

" Say, what the devil does this mean ? "

he demanded.

" You just stay where you are and you

shall hear," Mr. Cray replied, setting down

his empty glass. " I worked out at that

little village of Lutaples for the last year of

the warâ��ran an American canteen there for

the Y.M.C.A. I was there when your filthy

beef was unloaded upon the boys. I saw

their sufferings."

" God ! " Schreed muttered beneath his

.breath. " And you never told me ! "

" I never told you," Cray assented,

" although I came pretty near telling you

with an end of my fist that day at the

luncheon club. Glad I didn't, now. When

I tumbled to it that you were scared about

any more of those tins being in existence I

began to guess how things were. I came

over with you to be sure you didn't get them.

I got two tins from M. Lalarge, and a

nice tale he had to tell me about the rest.

Dr. Lemarten here analysed them and pre-

pared a report. He's here to tell you about

it."

" The beef was poisoned," the Frenchman

said, calmly. " My report has been handed

to Colonel Wilmot." â�¢

" It's a lie ! " Schreed declared, trembling.

" Besides, this matter has been dealt with.

I have paid my fine. It is finished."

p'Â»Xot on your life," Mr. Cray replied.

" Ten thousand tins of your bully beef, Otto

Schreed, contained poison. No wonder you

were glad to get out of it, as you thought,

with a fine. Now we'll move on a step.

You've just come back from Hoi'land. You

may not have known it, but Mr. Neville here,

of the American Intelligence Department,

was your fellow-passenger. You cashed five

drafts at the Amsterdam Bank, amounting

in all to something like five hundred thou-

sand dollars of American money. Half of

that went to your credit in London, the

other half you've got with you. Blood-

money, Otto Schreedâ��foul, stinking blood-

money ! "

Schreed was on the point of collapse.

" You have employed spies to dog me ? "

he shouted.

" We don't call the officers of the American

Intelligence Department spies," Mr. Crav

observed, coldly.

â�¢â�¢ Otto Schreed," Colonel Wilmot said,

speaking for the first time, " I have a war-

rant for your arrest, and an extradition

warrant from the French Government. You

will leave for Cherbourg to-night and be taken

back to New York."

" On what charge ? " Schreed faltered.

" Political conspiracyâ��perhaps murder."

Colonel Wilmot walked to the door and

called in two men who were waiting outside.

Schreed collapsed.

" I've two hundred and fifty thousand

dollars here," he shrieked. " Can't we

arrange this ? Cray ! Colonel Wilmot ! "

The two men were obliged to drag him out.
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' Schreed was on the point of collapse. ' You have employed spies to dog me ? he shouted."

Mr. Cray moved to the window and threw it the United States Government, and we're

open. anxious to drink your health."

" What we want," he said, "is fresh air." Two waiters, followed by a tiiailre d'hottl,

Colonel Wilmot smiled. were already in the room. The latter came

" He was a poisonous beast, Cray," he said, forward and bowed.

" but you've done a fine stroke of business for " ^fon.<:^eur est servi," he announced.

(Another story in this series will appear next month.}
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JULIE AVLMER knelt on

the window seat of the

small sitting-room of a

flat in Chelsea and looked

out over the river with a very

wistful expression in her sea-grey

eyes.

It was a perfect July evening,

fitting close to a glorious summer day.

At this hour, in a hundred shady lanes,

knee-deep in ferns, happy lovers wandered

hand-in-hand beneath the arching trees.

On the river countless punts were moored

in dusky back-waters, and by the silver

sea, which all day long had flashed in

sapphire gaiety beneath the .Â°un, men and

women walked gratefully, drinking in the

salt freshness which was so unlike the

dusty, gritty heat of the city on a day such

as this had been.

But up here in the Chelsea flat the air was

close and stale in spite of widely-opened

windows ; and Julie's cheeks were very pale

as she knelt and gazed out into the evening

sunshine.

No one, not even Leonard, knew how she

hated summer in London, how her whole

being cried out for the dewy freshness of the

cool green country, the invigorating tang of

the tonic sea-air. She was a country girl,

born and bred, and although she would not

have exchanged her lot, as Leonard's wife,

for that of any other woman in the world,

she did sometimes wishâ��and felt herself a

traitor in the wishingâ��that Len's calling had

been one easy to follow in some quiet country

home.

But Len was an artist; and everyone

knows that for an artistâ��especially a strug-

gling oneâ��London is the only possible

milieu ; and so Julie hid her distaste for the

city and struggled bravely on in the little

flat which sometimes seemed to her to be a

veritable cage.

This summer, too, bad luck had dogged

their footsteps. At Whitsuntide Len had

fallen ill. A chill, caught on a river excur-

sion, had developed into pneumonia ; and

for many days Julie had known the pinch of

a real and woeful suspense, which had given

way, finally, to a less violent but still poignant

anxiety. For long Leonard

had been â�¢ unable to handle

a brush; and several com-

missions, small enough, yet

financially important to the

youthful pair, had been perforce

unfulfilled. Also, Aylmcr's appoint-

ment as second master at a neigh-

bouring Art School had been temporarily

rilled during his illness; and although the

post was to revert to him next session, for

the moment it and the emolument there-

from were in the possession of the scarcely

less needy student who had deputized for

him during the weeks of his absence.

Altogether the Aylmer finances were at 'a

low ebb; and there was some excuse for

Julie's wistful eyes and drooping lips as she

gazed out into the sunlight, which could be

at one and the same time a delight and -a

tantalizing torment.

If only there were some means of escapeâ��-

for a fortnight, a week ! If only the long-

promised holiday had been feasible after all,

and had not receded, a mere phantom, into

the background of their hard-working lives !

But when at last the expenses of Len's illness

had been met there was no margin for

luxuries like travel ; and consequently there

could be no holiday for the Aylmers this year.

As she faced the fact for the fiftieth time

Julie's grey eyes filled with tears and she

gave a littie sob which sounded oddly child-

ish in the silent room. But even before the

tears had found time to roll down her cheeks

they were arrested in their flow and the

drooping figure straightened itself proudly ;

for Julie's ears had caught the sound of lier

husband's key in the latch, and tears held m>

place in her scheme of things where Leonard

was concerned.

She ran lightly across the room and met

him in the hall ; and Leonard's haggard

young face brightened as he took her in his

arms and kissed her hungrily.

Still entwined, they entered the little

sitting-room ; and Julie's eyes eagerly sought

her husband's, as though she would fain read

therein the result of his day's questâ��so often

futile !â��after success.

He liad been to one or two picture dealers
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' I've been figuring out how much a holiday would cost us. If only we could manage it! "
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to inquire after work of his left there ; but

one glance was enough to show Julie that

so far nothing had been sold ; and it was

evident that nothing else had happened

which could be taken to presage good fortune

in the near future.

Yet one picture, at least, had been prac-

tically sold.

He was telling her about it now, in quick,

jerky sentences.

" You know the picture of the Doone

Valleyâ��the one we liked so much ? Old

Rawlins, the soap-man, was after it, and

Jacks, the dealer, said he'd give a good price.

Well, to-day he went in again and measured

itâ��think of it, Ju !â��and because it was a

couple of inches too small to fill a space on

his wall he turned it down ! "

" Oh, Len ! " In spite of herself Julie's

voice was tragic.

" Yes ; and the other threeâ��well, no one

wants 'em just now." He tried to speak

cheerily. " You see, so many people are out

of town, andâ��well, all the dealers say it is

hopeless expecting to sell them at this time

of the year. In the autumn, when people

come back to town "â��he spoke optimistic-

allyâ��" (hen's the time to sell pictures. And

I've had a promise of some pupils next term,

at good fees. Oh, if we can struggle on till

the autumn we'll do fine again."

" But, Len, it means no holidayâ��and you

know you ought to go away after your

illness."

She regretted her speech when she heard

him sigh, saw the pallor of his thin young face,

and she tried to cover up her rash words by-

bustling about, hastening their simple supper

so that he might at least be fed after his day's

fruitless toil.

But after supper, when she returned from

putting away the last plate, she found him

poring over a paper at the table ; and, ap-

proaching softly, found he had written down

some figures whose significance she under-

stood all too well.

"' Look, Ju." He drew her down on to the

arm of his chair. " I've been figuring out

how much a holiday would cost us, down at

that delightful farmhouse by the sea where

we spent our honeymoon. If onlyâ��if only

we could manage it ! But I'm afraid it's

impossible ! "

She read the figures over his shoulder :â��

" ' Fares, two pounds each.' " (This was

in pre-war days.) " ' Board and lodging, two

guineas each for a fortnight.' That's just

over eight pounds, isn't it ? "

" Yesâ��and incidental expenses would

bring it up to ten pounds. No, darling, I'm

afraid it's quite impossible."

" Yes," she assented heroically. " We can

just manage, as we are, until next termâ��

especially if I get paid for mv needlework."

Julie sewed exquisitely, and now and then

earned a pound or two by her work. 'â�¢' But

I'm afraid we can't raise ten pounds for a

holiday. Never mind ! " She laid her check

caressingly against his. " We've got each

otherâ��and the flatâ��and we can take bus-

rides into the country for a treat now and

then."

MUCH later that night Julie rose softly

from her bed and crept on bare feet

into the little sitting-room, a new and

excited light in her grey eyes.

Lying awake beside the sleeping Len, for

hours she had been cudgelling her brains to

find a way of bringing the longed-for holiday

within trie bounds of possibility. In turn

she had gone over all the old schemesâ��

letting the flat, herself taking a situation

as caretaker somewhere while Len went off

alone in search of health and strength, appeal-

ing to this or that impecunious relativeâ��and

in the end each alternative had been perforce

discarded as useless. Then, idly, she had

begun to catalogue their possessions, wonder-

ing if any of the artistic, but probably value-

less, furniture of the flat could be dispensed

with, turned into the cash which would be

of so much more use just now.

But there was nothing at all suitable for

her purpose. She ;had no jewellery Len

nothing valuable save his paints and other

properties which must not be tampered

with.

Stay ! She had forgotten one thingâ��the

Ming Vase.

It was the thought of this which had driven

her from her bed, which led her, having first

closed the door, to turn on the light and look

round for the thing she sought. And there,

in the place of honour on the top of the book-

sheH, was the Ming Vase, her sole possession

of any value, a relic from the days when her

father's father had been a physician in China.

He had had many valuable possessions.

handed down in turn to her father ; but

during the Boxer rising of 1900 the second

Dr. Lucas had been forced to fly, with all hi.-

household, leaving their goods behind ; and

this vase was the only relic he had been able

to salve from the disaster.

Julie herself did not know the exact value

of the vase, nor its history. There had been

a sort of legend in the family that it was of

great antiquity and value, and it was gener-

ally supposed to have formed part of the

booty looted from the summer palace of

some emperor of a bygone dynasty ; but Dr.

Lucas himself did not know its story, and it

had come to be known, laughingly, in the

family as the ' Ming Vase."

When her parents died the vase passed to

Julie, who from a child had loved its beauti-

ful shape and the wonderful colouring of its
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decoration ; but its possible use as a money-

bringer had never struck her until this night,

when all .the happiness of her existence

seemed to be threatened by the non-appear-

ance of the ten pounds which meant so much

to her.

Now, however, it acquired a new and

definite importance in her eyes. \Yhat if it

were really valuableâ��really capable of bring-

ing gold to her coffers ? In other words,

what if she could sell it to advantage ? True,

it would mean a serious, an almost tragic

wTench, for all the romance of her youth had

been bound up in the legends which sur-

rounded the lovely tilingâ��yet in a crisis like

this there was no time for sentiment ; and

if the vase meant money, then it must be sold.

Taking it down from the shelf, she turned

it tenderly about in her hands, noting with a

pang at her heart each well-remembered

figure, each delicate, distinctive colourâ��blue,

green, a faint delicious pink. The porcelain

itself was so fine, the shape so symmetrical,

while at the same time so definitely Asiatic ;

and the whole vase was so evidently the work

of a craftsman who had gloried in his task,

that for a moment Julie felt she could not

bear to part with the adored thing.

Yet if indeed it could be turned into money

â��why, then she must not hesitate. What

its actual value might be she had no idea ;

but in any case it should be offered for sale

before many hours had passed. And by

fortunate chance she knew where to offer it ;

for more than once in former days she had

accompanied a rich school-friend to a dealer

in antiques who had a delightful shop not

ven,' far from her own flat ; and she had

heard her friend's father testify to the busi-

ness acumen and strict honesty which

characterized the place ; so that she felt

pretty well assured that she and her vase

would be safe in the hands of Mr. Goodwin.

But Leonard must know nothing of the

transaction beforehand, lest he should forbid

what he would guess to be a sacrifice. And,

with a last look at her treasure, Julie replaced

it carefully on the shelf and crept back,

shivering with cold and excitement, to the

bed where her husband slept, his boyish face

so wan and pale in his slumber that her heart

contracted within her as she gazed upon him.

Ð� you believe this vase to be of value,

missâ��erâ��madam ? " The speaker, a

clever-looking man in the early thirties,

turned the porcelain vase about in his hands

Ð»\-Ð�Ð¿ an expression of interest in his face.

" Yes. It belonged to my grandfather,

who was a doctor in China. And I have

always understood that it was valuable."

Julie spoke quietly.

" Do you know anything of its historyâ��

its date ? "

Vol. IxL-K).

" No. We have always called it the ' Ming

Vase.' " She smiled rather timidly.

" You mean it's a relic of the Ming

dynasty ? " His answering smile was re-

assuring. " Well, it's possible enough. Por-

celain was known in China long before that

time â�� thirteen hundred and something,

wasn't it ? And if this should be genuine "

" But is there any doubt ? " Her tone

was startled.

" Well, there's always an element of doubt

in these tilings."

" But it came from China."

" Quite so." His manner suddenly became

businesslike. " Well, madam, if you'll allow

me to take the vase away for a few minutes

I will ask our expert's opinion as to its value.

Meanwhile, please sit downâ��or look around

you, which you prefer."

With cold hands and quickly-beating heart

Julie wandered round the place, viewing with

unseeing eyes the treasures of furniture and

china by which she was surrounded. So

much depended on the expert's decisionâ��

so much more, probably, than he realized.

It had been a wrench to bring the vase

here at all, for it was her only relic of

an adored father. But if its loss were

to bring health and a measure of pros-

perity to her beloved she would' never regret

its absence.

Five minutes passedâ��ten, a quarter of an

hour. Then Mr. Goodwin, bearing the vase,

returned ; but in his face was an unmis-

takable look of disappointment.

" You don't want it ? It isn't genuine ? "

She heard herself speaking, dully.

" Well, it's Chinese all right." His manner

was very kind. " But our expert says it is

quite certainly a modern reproduction of an

older vase. He points out that the glaze is

not the really genuine old glaze, and the

arrangement of the figures, he says, differs

slightly from the recognized old forms." He

glanced at her face and went on hurriedly :

" But it is very beautiful in itself, and had it

been genuine it would have been worth a large

sum. As it is " He broke off suddenly,

for, to his horror, the girl's eyes had filled

with tears.

"It's all right." She spoke heroically,

ignoring the brimming teardrops. " Iâ��I'm

not disappointed, really. I hardly expected

to get any money for it ; but I wanted it so

badly for a holiday, that I had to try."

" One moment." He disregarded the hand

she held out for the vase. " Look here, I

can't help seeing this is a bit of a facer for you.

Well, if you like to take the vase to some

other firm, of course you can easily do so,

though our expert is supposed to be about

the best man in the trade where ChÃnete

porcelain is concerned. But-â��it's a pretty-

thing, as I said before, and if you like to let
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us buy it for, say, ten or twelve pounds, we

\vill do so â�¢with pleasure."

He paused, then added, hastily :â��

" It's really quite a good bargain for usâ��

someone will no doubt buy it some day, just

for its appearance, you know."

Instantly the April sunshine flashed into

the girl's face, drying her tears. She had

relinquished the first wild idea of obtaining

hundreds of pounds for the vase with perfect

calm ; yet the bare idea of having ten or

twelve pounds for the longed-for holiday sent

her spirits soaring sky-high.

â�¢ \'\ Twelve pounds ! " She clasped her hands

ecstatically. " Oh, yes, of course I'd love to

have it! If you only knewâ��that's just

what I wanted for our holiday ! "

."That so?" He laughed pleasantly,

wondering what the expert who had ap-

praised the value of the vase at two pounds

would think of the deal. " \Vell, we'll settle

.it right away. Here "-â��he unlocked a

â�¢drawer beside himâ��" I'll give you the

money at once, shall I ? And if you'll

sign the receipt I needn't trouble you any

farther."

FIVE minutes later Julie was hastening

homewards with the precious money in

her purse. And as she went she was

concocting a story to tell her husbandâ��for

she knew he would never have consented

to her sale of her treasure ; and she fully

intended he should enjoy his holiday with-

out a thought of regret. Luckily for her,

the midday post brought her a letter from

â�¢a woman for whom she had done some

of her exquisite needlework ; and enclosed

â�¢ in the envelope was a postal order for

a pound ; so that the story she presently

told Len, of a substantial payment received

unexpectedly, accounted for several of her

precious pounds, while the rest she assured

him had been saved out of her housekeeping

.money during the bygone weeks.

" I wasn't going to tell you unless some-

â�¢ thing else turned up," she informed him

happily. " Four or five pounds wasn't any

good,, but now I've got the restâ��a whole

tliirteen pounds, Len, think of it !â��we'll

have a holiday if we starve afterwards ! "

No prospect of starvation when once \ve

get going again," said Len, gaily. " A week

or two by the sea, and you shall just see how

I'll work this autumn ! "

""["""HE evening before they were to start on

j[ their journey Julie received a shock.

Quite unexpectedly Leonard asked her

Ð° Ð¾-â��*-'â�� â�¢â��

e Ming Vase, darling ? Not

irlet face turned

" -.teadily. " But

as we're going away I put it in the cupboard

for safety."

" Quite right." He spoke casually. " I

only wondered, because 1 heard rather a

funny story about a Chinese vase to-day.

Tanner took me to lunch at his club to-day

â��don't know how he dared, seeing what a

scarecrow I am these days !â�� and young

Goodwin, the antique dealer-man, was there.

It seems some woman brought him in a vase

which she said was a genuine old thing-

sounded rather like oursâ��and asked him to

buy it. \Vhen the expert saw it, however,

he said it wasn't really old, just a copy, worth

a couple of quid at the outside. But the girl

seemed so sick about it-â��evidently wanted

money so badlyâ��that Goodwin said he hadn't

the heart to tell her so, and he gave her

several pounds for itâ��out of his own pocket,

I gather. Oh, he wasn't boasting ; he was

just saying that there was quite a lot of

romance about an antique dealer's business,

and he said quite openly that he sometimes

got good things for a fraction of their value ;

so no doubt he can afford to pay for fakes

sometimes."

He rose from the table and threw away

his cigarette.

" Well, old girl, let's get on with the

job. You look fearfully tired to-nightâ��

you sit and rest a little, arid I'll finish the

packing."

But Julie refused his oiler quietly, am!

continued her preparations for the holiday

which now seemed to her something shame-

ful, a penance rather than a delight.

For she never doubted that it was her vase

for which Mr. Goodwin had paid six times

its priceâ��out of charity, out of pity for her

because she had looked so poverty-stricken,

so desperately in need of his money.

All her life Julie would remember that

fortnight in Devonshire with feelings of

shuddering distaste.

The thought of the money which had paid

for it poisoned every moment of the beautiful

summer days. Even as she swam beside

her husband through the clear sea-water, or

sat with him on the green turf of the cliffs

overlooking the expanse of vivid blue ocean

many feet below, she remembered the moment

when Mr. Goodwin, mockingly charitable, or

so it seemed to her now, had handed her the

money which had meant then so much to

her. \Vhile Len ate and drank, sang and

shouted and slept, beside himself with joy at

this release from stuffy Chelsea to glorious

Devonshire, she moved by his side as one in

a dream. Although the hot sun coloured

her fair skin, brought out the gleams in her

honey-tinted hair, the light in her grey ey<-s,

so that she looked a different being from the

pale girl who had stifled in a London flat, Â«.he

felt that it was in reality only the simulacrum
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' ' Well, madam, if you'll allow me to take the vase away (or a few minutes I will ask our

expert's opinion as to its value.' "
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of a woman who walked beside the handsome,

glowing youth who was her husband.

For Leonard knew nothing of the conflict

which raged within her soul. To sell her

precious vase had been bad enough, but to

know that it had been practically valueless,

that she owed its price to a kind-hearted

stranger's generosity, stung Julie's soul to the

quick.

On one thing only was she resolvedâ��to

buy back the vase ; or if that were not pos-

sible, at least to pay the difference to the

man who had bought it from her. She did

not know how she was to save the sum out of

her meagre allowance, without stinting her

beloved Leonard ; yet she was resolved to do

it; and only then, so she told herself, would

she feel able to look the world of men in the

faceâ��and to look her husband in the face.

Forâ��and here, perhaps, lay the sting of the

wholeâ��it was not she alone who had bene-

fited by the man's kindness. It was as

though some unseen hand had stabbed her

husband in the back, as though lus tem-

porary inability to make good had given

this meddling stranger the opportunity of

entering, with his carelessly bestowed lar-

gesse, into the lives of the two who

were in reality nothing, less than nothing,

to him.

And until the money were paid back Julie

knew that she would feel herself a traitor to

her best-beloved, as though she were keep-

ing him in the dark about vital matters

which it was right he should know, so that

lie should not benefit blindly by the charity

of another man.

It was really better when they were back

in town, when she could begin again to save

and scrape, to hoard the few miserable coins,

to sew herself nearly blind over the beautiful

needlework which was, after all, not badly

paid. Luckily, Len was out nearly all day

teaching, or working in a friend's studio, and

she was able to stint herself in food and com-

fort to her heart's content. Shilling by shil-

ling she made up the sumâ��luckily there had

been a little surplus left after their holiday

had been paid for, and these few pounds,

pressed on her by Len, made a fair nucleus

for the whole ; and by dint of almost super-

human efforts she had saved the required

amount by the middle of Octoberâ��though

at what a cost to herself her pale cheeks,

lack-lustre eyes, and thin figure showed only

too plainly.

ON a frosty autumn morning young Mr.

Goodwin was informed that a lady

wished to see him respecting a cer-

tain Mirig Vase sold to him some months

previously.

Young Mr. Goodwin was reading his paper

very comfortably over a fragrant cigar ; but

he flung down the sheet impatiently at the

announcement.

" The Ming Vase ! Not the same lady,

Jones ? By Jove, here's luck ! Of course

I'll see herâ��at once. Better bring her in

here, and look sharp about it, too."

A moment later Julie entered the private

office ; and as he rose to greet her Mr. Good-

win looked at her sharply, wondering

whether this pale, hollow-cheeked girl were

indeed the one from whom he had purchased

the Ming Vase earlier in the year.

But when she spoke he doubted her

identity no longer.

" Mr. Goodwin, I have brought you back

the money you paid for the Chinese vase."

She was holding out a little package as she

spoke the words. " I learned, later, that

the vase was valueless, and that youâ��you

had given me the money out ofâ��of kindness.

I spent itâ��1 had toâ��but I'd like, please, to

give you this. There is only ten pounds, so

I can't get back the vaseâ��but you said it

was worth two pounds, and I'll feel better if

you will kindly take the money." Her voice

faltered a little in the end.

Inwardly Mr. Goodwin was wondering how

on earth she had learnt of his indiscreet con-

fidences at his club ; but outwardly he was

strangely jubilant.

" My dear ladyâ��may I ask your name ? I

couldn't read it on the receipt, unfortunately !

â��Mrs. Aylmer ? Well, Mrs. Aylmer, I can't

tell you how glad I am you have called.

I've a strange story to tell you about th<'

vase; but first, won't you sit down ? You

look pale."

She did not accept the invitation, standing

in front of him with her eyes fixed on his

face ; and he had perforce to stand to finish

his tale.

" As you know, the expert we employed

said your vase was a modern imitation, and

therefore of small value. Wellâ��he lied."

For a moment his face was grim. "â�¢ It seems

that he had seen at once that it was a genuine

piece of work of the earlier Ming dynasty :

and being himself an ardent collector he

made an infamous resolve to belittle its

value to me with a design of purchasing it

himself later at a merely nominal sum. To

that end he advised me to offer you a couple

of pounds for it on account of its shape and

colour. Well, as you know, I made you a

slightly larger offer "â��for the first time for

years Mr. Goodwin found himself blushingâ��

" and I put the vase aside, thinking no more

of the matter for some time."

" But heâ��your expert ? " In spite of

herself the girl was thrilled.

" He craftily decided to leave the thing

alone for a few weeks, lest his undue eagerness

to purchase should give him away, so to

speak ; and he went off for his holiday quite
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happy in his mind about the vase. But

while he was away "â��Mr. Goodwin spoke

impressivelyâ��" by a strange coincidence the

one man in England who knows more about

Chinese porcelain than even our expert came

into the place one day, just as I was looking

casually at, your vase. Well, to cut a long

story short, this man, Lord Sowerby, who

has lived many years in China, recognized

the vase as one formerly well known to

collectors as an almost perfect specimen of

its period ; and without waiting to hear its

history he offered, then and there, to purchase

it from me for a sum of two thousand pounds."

" Two thousand pounds ? "

" Yes. On hearing the story he instantly

guessed the expert's gameâ��which, by the

way, the man owned up to, laterâ��and he

also insisted that you, as the original owner,

should be informed of the discovery. Natur-

ally "-â��Mr. Goodwin smiledâ��" I wouldn't

have taken advantage of your ignorance on

the subject to do you out of the vaseâ��and

the money ! And I was only too anxious

to apprise you of your good fortune. But "

â��he shrugged his shouldersâ��"well, I had

been unbusiness-like enough to omit to

ask for your address ; and owing to the haste

with which you had signed the receipt "â��

Julie blushed at the recollection of her own

anxiety to clinch the matterâ��" it was quite

impossible to make out your name. So

beyond dismissing the expert from the firm,

we have so far done nothing, though the

question of advertising for you had been

mooted between us."

"' You mean that itâ��the vaseâ��is worth

two thousand pounds ? " Her voice came

sobbingly through her pale lips. " Butâ��in

any caseâ��it's yours nowâ��you bought it."

" My dear lady ! " Mr. Goodwin waved a

deprecating hand. " Do you think we are

all as unscrupulous as the wretched man who

deceived us as to the value of the vase ? Of

course it is still your property, especipJly "â��

he smiledâ��" as you have apparently bought

it back again ! Now, if you will allow me to

advise you, you will close with Lord Sowerby's

offer. Of course you can have the vase

valued elsewhere if you like ; but, really, I

don't think you need doubt Lord Sowerby's

honesty."

" No," she said, quietly, though an odd

little smile touched the corner of her lips,

" I don't think I need doubt anyone's

honestyâ��not even my own ! "

THE Ming Vase occupies an honoured

place in Lord Sowerby's cherished

collection of Chinese porcelain ; and

to his connoisseur friends he is never tired

of telling the odd story of its purchase.

The rising young painter, Leonard Aylmer,

and his pretty young wife still live in Chelsea,

though their flat is more comfortable and

holidays are more frequent than of old. On

the bookshelf in the sitting-room there is

only one ornament, a quaint, goggle-eyed

cat in coarse West of England potter}'â��a

souvenir of a holiday in Devonshire which

was, so Julie declares, the turning-point in

their fortunes.

Until the happy ending of the Ming Vase

episode she had not the heart to look at the

cat which Leonard had bought her on the

last day of their stay in the village by

the seaâ��for it reminded her of so much

she would fain forget.

But when the Ming Vase, duly paid for,

had taken its place in Lord Sowerby's collec-

tion, Julie took the queer pottery cat from

the deep drawer to which she had consigned

it, and placed it triumphantly on the vacant

top of the bookshelf.

For, as she said in eager justification of

her action, " It's the only possible successor

to the Ming Vase ! " And Leonard laughed

and agreed with her.
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Illustrations from copyright films by permission of "Around the Town."

WHEN I grow rich I mean to have

my own private cinematograph

to depict me playing golf. My

motive will not be vanity, but

a humble desire for improvement. I shall

have myself " filmed " when I am playing

what I please to call well, and also when I

am playing ill, for which there will be ample

opjxjrtunity. I shall be taken with all my

clubs in turn. Then whenever I am " off

it " with any one of themâ��and to be off

with at least one club is the golfer's normal

conditionâ��I shall compare the happy and

unhappy pictures of myself, and try to draw

from them an improving moral.

I see at present no prospect of this indul-

gence, but I am quite sure that it would

be an excellent plan for any ambitious and

Introspective golfer. We cannot see our-

selves and our contortions. A looking-glass

is of little use if only because, instead of

looking at the ball, we have to look at the

glass, and this movement of the head com-

pletely dislocates and alters the swing. It

is extraordinarily difficult for any coach,

however skilful, to describe to us in words

our precise error. He may accomplish some-

thing by mimicry, but he cannot be so

faithful a mimic as the cinematograph, nor

can be made to go through his performance

over and over again and at any desired pace.

If we try to doctor our own golfing ailments

our diagnosis is often ludicrously wrong.

Sometimes we fancy the fault to be the very

opposite of what it really is, ami so only

plunge deeper and deeper. The cinemato-

graph would not make this mistake, and it

might often reveal to us the eluding secret

of that dreadful little hitch in the swing

that we feel but can never locate.' It is (So

easy to know that we are moving our bodies

too much : so hard to say at what point

the wrong movement intrudes itself.

I long since conceived this ambition for

my own cinematograph. I feel it much more

strongly now that I have studied the pictures

by which this article is illustrated, and have

also enjoyed a show of them in motion given

for my especial benefit. This enjoyment is

denied to the reader, but the series of pic-

tures makes an excellent substitute, and has

this actual advantage, that he can take the

stroke at any particular stage and study it

minutely and as long as he likes.

The pictures actually in motion I found

entertaining as well as instructive, and when

the movement was very slow indeed they

were amusing in one respect that I had not

anticipated. Shown at the usual speed, the

player comes bustling up to his ball, tees it,

and takes his club from the caddie with a

brisk and business-like air. At dead-slow

speed, however (I do not know the technical

terms), he is entirely changed. Now he

conies prowling and creeping up to it. He

is infinitely stealthy and slinking, and looks

as if he were going to make a grab at it

and then run away. This stealthiness was

especiallv marked in the pictures in wliich

Harry Vardon shows exactly how he grips

his club. As his right hand comes slowly,

slowly up to take its place, it looks full of

wickedness, as if it should be grasping a

stiletto. When the picture of a putt is

taken very slowly the ball slithers along the

ground for all the world like a snail. The
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Abe Mitchell's drive shown in all its stages.

It will be noticed that in picture No. 7, which shows Mitchell at the moment of hitting the ball, the club

has left no impression on the film.

waggle at the same speed is extraordinarily

absurd. It so chanced that the first picture,

as to which I asked the operator to go very

slowly, was one of Sandy Herd driving.

That illustrious player is, as is well known,

a man of many and ferocious waggles : rapid
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Harry Vardon's driveâ��"beautifully compact and beautifully free."
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How Harry Vardon plays a mashie shot.

arithmeticians have counted him well into

double figures. When they are taken not

at the rate of a hunt but that of a funeral,

one begins to doubt Vhether Herd will ever

really get to business.

In choosing the best picturesâ��in each

case from a very long rollâ��I have tried to

illustrate certain phases of the stroke, which

pass so quickly that in real life we cannot

see them. For example, the first few inches

of the upward swing, half-way down, and

the actual moment of striking. There were

many more pictures to choose from in the

upward than in the downward swing. The

club comes down so rapidly that in some

cases I chose three consecutive pictures, and

yet each showed a perfectly distinct stage.

Perhaps this is a rather obvious remark; but

it is worth emphasizing the fact that good

players go up very much more slowly than

they come down. Alas ! this is not so with

all of us. We are apt to go up with so

sharp a jerk that we have no pace left to

come down with.

The pictures of Abe Mitchell driving will

probably be the most eagerly examined

by the student of style. Not only is Mitchell

one of the two outstanding golfers of the

moment, and one of the two or three .longest

drivers in the world, but his is a style at

once of glaring heterodoxy and fascinating

mystery. Nobody else can make the club

The '' Vardon" grip, which is now the almost universal grip of the professionals, anci

is used by many amateurs. %. :
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sing through the air like

Mitchell. Nor, I think, is it

fanciful to say that the crack

of his club meeting the ball

has a different note from that

of all the other drivers. He

makes his club travel at this

desperate pace in a way all

his own by nipping the club

into his side and checking

that follow through which we

have all been brought up to

regard as sacred. And he

does these unorthodox things

deliberately and unashamedly,

and preaches the curtailment

of the follow through.

The first thing that strikes

us in the picture of Mitchell

about to start his swing is

the pronounced arch of the

left wrist. Other players

have this characteristic to some extent,

but none so markedly as he. In his written

analysis of his own methods he sets great

store by it. Yet, as far as we can see, this

arch very soon disappears in the taking

back of the club. There is a splendid

vigour about the top of the swing. The

right elbow is noticeably free and clear of the

body, though not of course lifted high in the'

air, as the older authorities used to advocate.

It is rather a long swing, as swings go nowa-

days, for the club has been taken well past

the horizontal, but there is certainly no

appearance of a loss of control. Now let us

look at the critical moment of the actual

stroke. The feet are perfectly firm on the

ground, and that is a point to be noticed in

all the professionals' strokes, and to be

taken to heart by amateurs. No man can

hit hard and truly who is not firmly balanced

at the moment of striking. That which

rivets our attention, however, is the move-

ment of the right wrist. Clearly the club face

must have been at right angles to the line of

Edward Ray shares with Abe Mitchell the distinction of

exactly how he

flight at the time of impact, but see how an

almost inappreciable fraction of time after-

wards the right wrist comes whipping over.

It obscures the left wrist altogether, and the

left arm seems never to go away from the

left side. When we watch Mitchell in real

life we sometimes imagine that the quickness

of the movement has deceived us and that

the arms and the club really go through

farther than they appear to do. But the

pictures show that this is not so. After that

one tremendous flash of the wrists very little

seems to happen. The whole attitude

gradually eases up and becomes less taut,

but the arms and club cling to the left side,

the hands do not go round and over the

left shoulder, or anything like it. It is a style

of wonderful power and fascination, but it

is not, I think, one for the ordinary mortal

to copy unless he wishes to alternate between

a smothered hook and a slice over cover-

point's head. It is wisest to regard Mitchell

as a genius and a law to himself.

The other two driving pictures show tb.3
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being one ot the longest drivers in the world

plays the shot.

two great Jersey golfers, Vardon and Ray.

Vardon's style has been photographed and

picked to pieces many times, and is tolerably

familiar to most golfers. It is at once beauti-

fully compact and beautifully free. Twenty-

one years ago, in almost the first book in

which analysis of golfing methods from photo-

graphs was seriously attempted, Mr. Horace

Hutchinson wrote this : " I should say that if

a man knew his common error and besetting

sin to be a too wild swinging with the arms

without sufficient movement 'of the body,

too much arm work and arm hitting, too

little help from the body turn, an excellent

remedy would be for him to study again

and again, with purposes of some degree

of imitation, the swing of Harry Vardon."

This remains to-day truly excellent advice,

if a little hard to follow. It is something

like that very familiar piece of encourage-

ment, " Go in and win." Duncan, we

know, remodelled his style when he first saw

Vardon, and there are now a good man}'

points of similarity between the two styles.

here is shown

Mr. A. C. Lincoln, of Totte-

ridge, a ven' fine golfer too

little seen in public nowa-

days, has a good deal of his

master's manner. But gener-

ally speaking Vardon has re-

mained unimitated because

inimitable. Bits of his style

may be reproduced, but the

wonderful smoothness and

rhythm which, so to speak,

welds all the bits together,

defeats the golfer who would

" play the sedulous ape " to

liim. The pictures give a

good' idea of that perfect

smoothness and of the firm-

ness of foot and economy

of movement which help to

produce it. Apart from the

rhythmical whole, the one

separate bit, as I have called

it, that we can see, is the fact of the hands

leading the way in the back swing. It is an

accepted fact that Vardon does begin his

swing in this way, though when he is actually

playing it is very hard to see exactly what

really happens. Here in the picture we

distinctly see the hands leading, though very

modestly and unobtrusively. Let the admir-

ing imitator beware of exaggerating the

movement, as he is almost sure to do.

The pictures in which Vardon shows how

he grips the club have already been spoken

of. The "Vardon grip" is now the almost

universal grip of the professionals and

is used by many amateurs. Everybody who

tries it, however, does not get it quite right.

These pictures show how perfectly in Vardon's

case the hands fit into one another. I might

almost say that he screws them one into the

other, so that there is no cranny of inter-

vening daylight nor any scope for loosening

or slipping.

Ray driving we watch from a different

angle. In the other pictures we are standing
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A good putt by Herd shown in (our stages.

more or less opposite the player. In Ray's

case we are standing behind him. In the

first of the series Ray is in the act of waggling,

and I chose this one as showing a little point

that is curious rather than positively in-

structive. He seems to do quite different

things when waggling the club than when

he is beginning the actual swing. In the

waggle the hands and arms are well out from

the body, and the club face turned sharply

away from the line. When he begins the

swing, the face of the club is not so " open " ;

the arms are kept well in and soon begin, if

I may so express it, to climb round the body.

We may see here, too, a suggestion of the

hands leading the way. Once the club is

well on its road there is an impression of

enormous power, which grows more and

more marked to the end. The last of all,

showing the finish of the follow through, is a

very fine picture, and the complete turn of

the body and feet towards the hole is worthy

of the highest praise. Ray is not always

quite so steady on his feet as are some others,

and in certain moods he has an odd habit of

moving his right foot forward and outward

just after the ball is struck, as if he had

toppled over ever so slightly under the fcrce

of his own blow. On this occasion, how-

ever, his feet seem to have been on their

very best behaviour.

Vardon's mashie shot is as graceful and

easy as is every other stroke that he plays

(save only those wretched short putts on his

bad days). The complete stability of his

feet is particularly noticeable. Vardon is

never a player who comes down very severely

on the turf and sends a big divot hurtling

through the air, to the sorrow of the green-

keeper. He is too smooth for that. His

club seems rather to pick the ball up and

carrv it away like a bird, and I think there is

a suggestion of this in the photograph.

THE pictures of Herd putting were

rather difficult to choose. I despair-

ingly unrolled a long coil of pictures,

each of which showed Herd and his club

apparently in the same position. In fact,

the only change visible in them is that

in each successive one the ball " seems

here some painful inch to gain," and creeps

nearer and ever nearer to the hole. But if

not precisely exciting, this series has a

distinct educational value as showing how

intensely important it is in putting to keep

the body still. To be sure, we all know that,

but it cannot be rubbed into us too hard or

too often. It is only when the ball is on the

point of disappearing into the hole that

Herd gives a tiny duck of his knees, as if to

say " Go in, you beast ! " and then down go

the knees still a little lower to say " That's

that ! " I wish the artist could have caught

Herd when he thinks that the ball is not

quite going to reach the hole, for at such

moments he urges it on with the most

dramatic gesticulations and wavings of his

club. And really I think the ball must be

afraid of him, for it is wonderful how often

it just reaches the hole at its very last gasp.

Herd is a very good putter, who likes keen

greens where he can coax the ball to trickle

in ; the back of the tin and mere bludgeoning

methods do not appeal to him.

Here end the pictures, and I hope that

many golfers may draw from them many

useful morals. If I had to draw just one

moral from them all, it should be the one

that ' I have already emphasized : " Stand

still." It is a very old one, as old as golf

itself, but none the worse for that. Keep

everything as still as you can, more especially

the head, for on that everything else to a

large extent depends. There is, I think, no

other point in which the professional so

steadily excels the amateur.



153

itkout Prejudice;

J â��Jv

ETHEL M DELL

ILLUSTRATED BY

WR.S.STOTT

PART III.

CHAPTER VIII.

Ñ�Ð¸Ð¿ MEETING.

THE two girls left the billiard-room,

shepherded by Fletcher, almost

before the tumult had subsided.

It seemed to Dot that he was

anxious about something and desirous to

get them away. But Adela was full of

excited comments and refused to be hurried,

stopping outside to question Hill upon a

dozen points regarding the game while he

stood stiffly responding, waiting to say good

night.

Dot leaned upon the stair-rail, waiting for

her, and eventually Fletcher drew Adela's

attention to the fact.

Adela laughed. " Oh, that's just her way,

my dear Fletcher. Some women were born

to wait. Dot does it better than anyone I

know."

It was at that moment that Warden came

quietly up the passage from the billiard-

room, moving with the lightness of well-knit

muscles, and checked himself at sight of

Fletcher.

" I should like a word with youâ��when

you have time," he said.

Adela swooped upon him with effusion.

" Mr. Warden ! Your play is simply astound-

ing. Allow me to congratulate you ! "

" Please don't ! " said Warden. " I played

atrociously."

She laughed at him archly. " That's just

your modesty. You're plainly a champion.

Now, when are you going to let Mr. Hill show

us that wonderful mine ? We are "dying to

see it, aren't we, Dot ? "

" The mine ! " Warden turned sharply

Copyright, 1921.

to Hill. " \'ou're not going to take anyone

over thatâ��surely ! Not in personâ��any-

how ! What, sir ? " He looked hard at

Hill, who said nothing. " Then you must

be mad ! "

" He isn't obliged to go in person,"

smiled Adela. " I am sure you are big

enough to take care of us single-handed.

Dot and I are not in the least nervous. Will

you take us alone if we promise not to tease

the animals ? "

Warden's eyes flashed a sudden glance

upwards to the girl who still stood silently

leaning upon the rail. It was almost like

an appeal.

As if involuntarily she spoke. " ^Tiat is

the danger ? "

Hill turned to her. " There is no danger,"

he said, curtly. " If you wish to go, I will

take you to-morrow."

Warden made a brief gesture as of one

who submits to the inevitable, and turned

away.

Fletcher held out his hand to Adela with

finality. " Good night," he said.

" Are you really going to take us to-

morrow ? " she said.

" Yes," said Fletcher.

She beamed upon him. " What time

shall we be ready ? "

He did not refer to Dot. " At five o'clock,"

he said. " I shall be busy at the court all

day. I will come and fetch you."

He shook hands with Dot, and his face

softened. " Good night," he said. " Go to

bed quickly ! You're very tired."

She gave him a fleeting smile, and turned

to go. She was tired to the soul.

Adela caught her by the arm as they

by Ethel M. Dell.
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ascended the stairs. " You little quiet

mouse, what's the matter ? Aren't you en-

joying the adventure ? "

Dot's face was sombre. " I think I am too

tired to enjoy anything to-night," she said.

" Tired ! And no work to do ! Why,

what has come to you ? " Adela surveyed

her with laughing criticism.

" Let's go to bed ! " said Dot. " I'll tell

you when we get there."

Something in tone or words stirred Adela.

She refrained from further bantering and

gave her mind to speedy preparations for

bed.

Then, as at last they were about to

separate, she put a warm arm about the girl

and held her close. " What is it ? Aren't

you happy ? " she said.

A great sob went through Dot. Her

trouble was more than she could bear. She

clung to Adela with unaccustomed closeness.

" I've promised to marry Fletcher at the

end of the weekâ��instead of going back with

you to the farm."

" I thought that was what he was after,"

said Adela. " Butâ��don't you want to ? "

" No," whispered Dot, trembling.

" Well, why don't you tell him soâ��tell

him he's got to wait ? Shall I tell him for

you, you poor little thing ? " Adela's voice

was full of compassion.

But Dot was instant in her refusal. " No,

oh, no ! Don't tell him ! Iâ��I couldn't give

himâ��any particular reason for waiting. I

shall feel betterâ��I'm sure I shall feel better

â��when it's over."

" I expect you will," said Adela. " But

I don't like you being miserable. I say, Dot

"â��she clasped the quivering form closer,

with a sudden rare flash of intuitionâ��" there

isn'tâ��anyone else you like tetter, is there ? "

But at that Dot started as if she had been

stung, and drew herself swiftly away. " Oh,

no ! " she said, vehemently. " Noâ��noâ��

no ! "

" Then I shouldn't worry," said Adela,

sensibly. " It's nothing but nerves."

She kissed her and went to her own room,

where she speedily slept. But Dot lay wide-

eyed, unresting, while the hours crawled by,

seeing only the vivid blue eyes that had

looked into hers, and thrilled herâ��and

thrilled her with their magic.

IN the morning she arose early, urged by

a fevered restlessness that drove her with

relentless force. Dressing, she discovered

the loss of a little heart-shaped brooch,

Jack's gift, which she always wore.

Adela, still lying in bed, assured her that

she had seen it in her dress the previous

evening while at dinner. " It probably came

out in that little conservatory place when

Fletcher was embracing you," she said.

" Not very likely, I think," said Dot.

flushing.

Nevertheless, since she valued it, she

finished dressing in haste and departed to

search for it.

There was no one about with the exception

of a man who was cleaning up the billiard-

room and assured her that her property was

not there. So she passed on along the

passage to the shabby little glass-hous-e

whither she and Fletcher had retreated on

the previous evening.

She expected to find the place deserted,

and was surprised by a whiff of tobacco-

smoke as she entered. The next moment

sharply she drew back ; for a man's figure

rose up from the seat under the billiard-room

window on which she had rested the previous

evening. His great frame seemed to fill the

place. Dot turned to flee.

But on the instant he spoke, checking her.

" Don't go for a moment I I know what

you're looking for. It's that little heart of

yours. I've got it here."

She paused almost in spite of herself.

His voice was pitched very low. He spoke

to her as if he were speaking to a frightened

child. And he smiled at her with the words

â��a frank and kindly smile.

" Youâ��you found it ! " she stammered.

" Yes, I found it, Miss Burton." He

lingered over the name half unconsciously,

and a poignant stab of memory went through

her. So had he uttered it on that day so

long, so long ago ! " I knew it was yours.

I was trying to bring myself to give it to

Mr. Hill."

" How did you know it was mine ? " She â�¢

almost whispered the words, yet she drew

nearer to him, drawn irresistiblyâ��drawn as

a needle to the magnet.

He answered her also under his breath.

" Iâ��remembered."

She felt as if a wave of fire had swept over

her. She swayed a little, throbbing from

head to foot.

" I have rather a good memory," he said,

as she found no words. " You're notâ��

vexed with me on that account, I hope ? "

An odd touch of wistfulness in his voice

brought her eyes up to his face. She fought

for speech and answered him.

" Of course not! Why should I ? Itâ��is

a very long time ago. isn't it ?

" Centuries," said Warden, and smiled

again upon her reassuringly. " But I never

forgot you and your little farm and the old

dog. Have you still got him ? "

She nodded, her eyes lowered, a choked

feeling as of tears in her throat.

" He'd remember me," said Warden, with

confidence. " He was a friend. Do you

know that was one of the most hairbreadth

escapes of my life ? If Fletcher Hill had
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caught me, he wouldn't have shown much

mercyâ��any more than he would now," he

added, with a half-laugh. " He's a terrific

man for justice."

" Surely you're safeâ��now ! " Dot said,

quickly.

" If you don't give me away," said Warden.

"I!" She started, almost winced.

" There's no danger of that," she said, in a

low voice.

" Thank you," he said. " I've gone fairly

straight ever since. It hasn't been a very

paying game. I tried my luck in the West,

but it was right out. So I thought I'd come

back here, and that was the turning-point.

They took me on at the Fortescue Mine.

It's a fiendish place, but I rather like it.

I'm sub-manager there at presentâ��till

Harley goes."

" Ah ! " She looked up at him again.

"' He is a dangerous man. He hates you,

doesn't he ?"

" Quite possibly," said Warden, with a

smile. " That mine is rather an abode of

hate all round. But we'll clean it out one

of these days, and make a decent place of it."

" I hope you will succeed," she said, very

earnestly.

" Thank you," he said again.

He was looking at her speculatively, as if

there were something about her that he

found hard to understand. Her agitation

had subsided, leaving her with a piteous,

forlorn lookâ��the look of the wayfarer who

is almost too tired to go any farther.

There fell a brief silence between them,

then with a little smile she spoke.

" Are you going to give me back my

brooch ? "

He put his hand in his pocket. " I was

nearly keeping it for good and all," he said,

as he brought it out.

She took it from him and pinned it in

her dress without words. Then, shyly, she

proffered her hand. " Thank you. Good-

bye ! "

He drew a short hard breath as he took it

into his own. For a second or two he stood

so, absolutely motionless, his great hand

grasping hers. Then, very suddenly, he

stooped to her, looking into her eyes.

" Good-bye, little new chum !" he said,

softly. " It wasâ��decent of you to treat me

â��without prejudice."

The words pierced her. A great tremor

went through her. For an instant the pain

was almost intolerable.

" Oh, spare me that ! " she said, quickly

and passionately, and drew her hand away.

The next moment she was running blindly

through the passage, scarcely knowing which

way she went, intent only upon escape.

A man at the foot of the stairs stood aside

for her, and she fled past him without a

glance. He turned and watched her with

keen, alert eyes till she was out of sight.

Then, without haste, he took his way in the

direction whence she had come.

But he did not go beyond the threshold of

the little dusty conservatory, for something

he saw within made him draw swiftly back.

When Fletcher Hill went to the court that

day, he was grimmer, colder, more un-

approachable even than was his wont. He

had to deal with one or two minor cases from

the gold mine, and the treatment he meted

out was of as severe an order as circum-

stances would permit.

CHAPTER IX.

THE MIXE.

THE Fortescue Gold Mine was five

miles away from Trelevan, in the

heart of wild, barren country,

through which the sound of its great crushing

machines whirred perpetually like the droning

of an immense beehive.

The place was strewn with scattered huts

belonging to such of the workers as did not

live at Trelevan, and a yellow stream ran

foaming through the valley, crossed here and

there by primitive wooden bridges.

The desolation of the whole scene, save

for that running stream, produced the effect

of a world burnt out. The hills of shale

might have been vast heaps of ashes. It

was a waste place of terrible unfruitfulness.

And yet, not very far below the surface, the

precious metal lay buried in the rockâ��the

secret of the centuries which man at last had

wrenched from its hiding-place.

The story went that Fortescue, the owner

of the mine, had made his discovery by a

mere accident in this place known as the

Barren Valley, and had kept it to himself for

years thereafter because he lacked the means

to exploit it. But later he had returned with

the necessary capital at his back, had staked

his claim, and turned the pjace of desolation

into an abode of roaring activity. The men

he employed were for the most part drawn

from the dregsâ��sheep-stealers, cattle-tliieves,

smugglers, many of them ex-convictsâ��a

fierce, unruly lot, hating all law and order,

yet submitting for the sake of that same

precious yellow dust that they ground from

the foundation stones of the world.

Personally, Fortescue was known but to

the very few, but his methods were known

to all. He paid them generously, but he

ruled them with a rigid discipline that knew

no relaxation. It was murmured that

Fletcher Hillâ��the hated police-magistrate

â��was at his back, for he never failed to visit

the mine when his duty took him in that

direction, and there was something of

military precision in its management which
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was strongly reminiscent of his forbidding

personality. It was Fletcher Hill who

meted out punishment to the transgressors

who were brought before him at the police-

court at Trelevan, and his treatment was

usually swift and unsparing. Ko prisoner

ever expected mercy from him.

He was hated at the mine with a fierce

hatred, in which Fortescue had but a very

minor share. It was recognized that Fortes-

cue's methods were of a decent order, though

his lack of personal interest was resented,

and also his friendship with Fletcher Hill,

which some even declared to be a partner-

ship. The only point in his favour was the

fact that Bill Warden knew the man and

never failed to stand up for him. For some

reason Warden possessed an enormous in-

fluence over the men. His elevation to the

sub-managership had been highly popular,

and his projected promotion to the post of

manager, now filled by Harley, gave them

immense satisfaction. He had the instincts

of a sportsman and knew how to handle

them, and a personality that was certainly

magnetic did the rest.

Harley had a certain following, but the

general feeling towards him was one of

contempt. Most men recognized that he

was nothing but a self-seeker, and there were

few who trusted him. He did his best to

achieve popularity, but his efforts were too

obvious. Bill Warden's breezy indifference

held an infinitely greater appeal in the eyes

of the crowd.

Harley's resignation was of his own choos-

ing. He declared himself in need of a rest,

and no one attempted to persuade him

otherwise. His day was over, and Warden's

succession to the post seemed an inevitable

sequence. As Hill sardonically remarked,

there was no other competitor for the chief-

tainship of that band of cutthroats.

For some reason he had postponed his

departure till after Hill's official visit to

Trelevan. He .and Warden shared the

largest house in the miners' colony in Barren

Valley. It was close to the mine at the end

of the valley, and part of it was used as the

manager's office. It overlooked the yellow

torrent and the black wall of mountain be-

yondâ��a savage prospect that might have

been hewn from the crater of a dead volcano.

A rough track led to it, winding some

twenty feet above the stream, and up this

track Fletcher Hill drove the two visitors on

the evening of the day succeeding their

arrival at Trelevan.

There was a deadness of atmosphere be-

tween those rocky walls that struck chill

even to Adela's inconsequent soul. " What

a ghastly place ! " she commented. " I

should think Ezekiel's valley of dry bones

must have been something like tins." .

HAKLEY met them at the door of his

office with a smile in his crafty eyes.

" Warden is waiting for you in the

mine," he said to Fletcher. " His lambs

have been a bit restless this afternoon. He

has set his heart on a full-dress parade, but

I don't know if it will come ofi."

Fletcher's black brows drew together.

'' What do you mean by that ?" he de-

manded.

Harley shrugged his shoulders with a

laugh. " You wait and see ! "

The entrance to the mine yawned like an

immense cavern in the rock. The roaring

screech of the machines issuing from it made

an inferno of sound from which, involuntarily,

Dot shrank.

She looked at Hill appealingly as they

drew near. He turned instantly to Harley.

" Go ahead, will you, and tell them to

stop work ? We can't hear ourselves speak

m this."

" I'll come with you, Mr. Harley," said

Adela, promptly. " I want to see the

machines going."

Harley paused for a moment. " You

know your way, Mr. Hill ? " he said.

Hill nodded with a hint of impatience.

'' Yes, yes. I was here only the other day."

" Very good," said Harley. " But don t

forget to turn to the right when you get down

the steps. The other way is too steep for

ladies."

He was gone with the words and Adela

with him, openly delighted to have escaped

from her solemn escort, and ready for any

adventure that might present itself.

Dot looked after her for a moment, and

then back at Hill. " She'll be all right,

won't she ? " she asked.

- Of course she will ! " said Hill.

'' Then shall we wait a minute till the noise

stops ? " she suggested.

Hill paused, though not very willingly.

" There is nothing to be nervous about," he

said.

She glanced at the cavernous opening with

a little shudder. " I think it is a dreadful

place," she said.

She saw him faintly smile. " I thought

it didn't appeal much to you," he said.

She shivered. " Do you like it ? But of

course you do. You are interested in it.

Isn't that grinding noise terrible ? It makes

me want to run away and hide."

Hill drew her to a large flat rock on the

edge of the path. " Sit down," he said.

She did so, and he took up his stand beside

her, one foot lodged upon the stone. In the

silence that followed she was aware of his

eyes upon her, intently watching her face.

She gripped her hands hard around her

knees, enduring his scrutiny with a fast-

throbbing heart. She expected some curt,
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" Hill stayed her with a gesture. She saw something gleam in his hand as he did

so, and realized that he was not defenceless."

soul-searching question at the end of it.

But none came. Instead, the noise that

reverberated through the valle}- suddenly

ceased, and there fell an intense stillness.

That racked her beyond bearing. She

looked up at him at last with a desperate

courage and met his eyes. " What is it*? "

she questioned. " Why do youâ��why do

you look at meâ��like that ? "

He made a brief gesture, as if refusing a

challenge, and stood up. " Shall we go ?"

he said.

She got up also, but her knees were trem-

bling, and in a moment his hand came out

and closed with that official grip upon her

elbow. He led her to the mine entrance,

guiding her over the rough ground in utter

silence.

They left the daylight behind them, pass-

ing almost immediately into semi-darkness.

Some rough steps hewn in the rock led down

into a black void before them.

" Are there no lights anywhere ? " said

Dot.

" Yes. There'll be a lamp round the

corner. Straight on down ! " said Fletcher.

But for his presence she would hardly

have dared it, so great was the horror that

this place had inspired within her. But to

wait alone with him in that terrible empty

Vol. Ixi. -11

valley was even less endurable. She went

down the long, steep stair without further

protest.

They reached the foot at length, and a

dim light shone ahead of them. The atmo-

sphere was vault-like and penetratingly

damp. The passage divided almost imme-

diately, and a narrow track led off between

black walls of stone to the right, where in

the distance another lamp shone.

Fletcher turned towards this, but very

suddenly Dot clasped his arm. " Oh, don't

let us go that way ! " she begged. " Please

don't let us go that way ! "

Hill paused in response to her urgent in-

sistence. . " What's the matter with you,

Dot ? " he said.

She clung to him desperately, still holding

him back. " I don't knowâ��I don't know !

But don't go that way ! I have a horrible

feeling Ah ! "

The deafening report of a revolver-shot

rang out suddenly close to them.

Hill turned with a sound in his throat like

the growl of an angry animal, and in a

moment lie had thrust Dot back against the

protecting corner of the wall.

" You are not hurt ? " she gasped.

" No ; I am not." His words fell clipped

and stern, though spoken scarcely above a
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â�¢whisper. " Don't speak! Get back up the

stepsâ��as quickly as you can ! "

The command was so definite, so peremp-

tory, that she had no thought of disobeying.

But as she moved there came to her the

sound of running feet. Hill stayed her with

a gesture. She saw something gleam in his

hand as he did so, and realized that he was

not defenceless.

Her heart seemed to spring into her throat.

She stood tense.

Nearer came the feet and nearer. The

suspense of waiting was torture. She thought

. it would never end. Then suddenly, just

as she looked to see a man spring from the

opening of that narrow passage, they stopped.

A voice spoke. "All right! Don't shoot! "

it said, and a great throb of amazement went

through her. That voiceâ��careless, debonair,

half-laughingâ��awoke deep echoes in her

heart.

A moment later Warden came calmly

round the corner, his great figure looming

gigantic in that confined space.

He held out his hand. " I'm sorry you've

had a fright. I fired that shot. It was a

signal to the men to line up for inspection."

He spoke with the utmost frankness, yet

it came to Dot with an intuition she could

not doubt that Hill did jiot believe him.

He returned the revolver to his pocket, but

he kept a hold upon it, and he made no move-

ment to take the hand Warden offered.

" We came to inspect the mine, not the

men," he said, shortly. " Go back and tell

them to clear out! "

Dot, mutely watching, saw Warden's

brows go up. He had barely glanced at her.

" Oh, all right, sir," he said, easily. " They've

hardly left off work yet. I'll let 'em know

in good time. But first I've got something

to show you. Come this way!"

He turned towards the main passage, but

in a second, sharp and short, Fletcher's voice

arrested him.

" Warden ! "

He swung on his heel. " Well, sir ? "

" You will do as I saidâ��immediately ! "

The words might have been uttered by a

machine, so precise, so cold, so metallic

were they.

Warden stood quite motionless, facing

him, and it seemed to Dot that his eyes had

Income two blue flames, giving out light.

The pause that followed was so instinct with

conflict that she thought it must end in some

terrible outburst of violence.

Then, to her amazement, Warden smiled

â��his candid, pleasant smile. " Certainly,

if you make a point of it," he said. " Per-

haps you will walk up with me. The strong-

room is on our way, and while you are look-

ing at the latest specimens I will carry out

your orders."

HE turned back with the words, and

led the way towards the distant

lamp that glimmered in the wall.

Stiffly Hill turned to the girl beside him.

" Would you rather go back and wait tor

me ? " he said.

" Oh, no ! " she said, instantly. "No; I

am coming too."

He said no more-, out grimly stalked in the

wake of Warden.

The latter moved quickly till he reached

the place where the lamp was lodged in a

niche in the wall. Here he stopped, stooped,

and fitted a key into a narrow door that had

been let into the stone. It opened outwards,

and he drew aside, waiting for Hill.

" I will go and dismiss the men," he said.

" May I leave you in charge till I come back ?

They will not come this way."

Hill paused on the threshold. The lamp

cast a dim light into the place, which was

close and gloomy as a prison.

" There are two steps down," said Warden.

" One of them is badly broken) but it's

worth your while to go in and have a look at

our latest finds. You had better go first, sir.

Be careful ! "

He turned to depart with the words, still

ignoring Dot. She was close to Hill, and

something impelled her to lay a restraining

hand on his shoulder as lie took the first

step down.

What followed happened with sttch stun-

ning swiftness that her memory of it ever

afterwards was a confused jutrtbie of" im-

pressions, like the wild course of a nightmare.

She heard Warden swing round again in

his tracks, but before she could turn he had

caught her and flung her backwards over

his arm. With his other hand simultaneously

he'dealt Hill a blow in the back that sent him

blundering down into the darkness, and then,

with lightning rapidity, he banged the door

upon his captive. The lock sprang with the

impact, but he was not content with this.

Still holding her, he dragged at a rough hai.dle

above his head and by main strength forci-d

down an iron shutter over the locked door.

Then, breathing hard and speaking no

word, he lifted her till she hung across his

shoulder, and started to run. She had not

uttered a sound, so stunned with amazement

was she, so bereft of even the power to think.

Her position was one of utter helplessness.

He held her with one arm as easily as if she

had been a baby. And she knew that in his

free hand he carried his revolver.

In her bewilderment she had not the

faintest idea as to the direction he took.

She only knew that he ran like a hunted rat

down many passages, turning now this way,

now that, till at last he plunged down an

unseen stairway and the sound of gurgling

water reached her ears.
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"He dealt Hill a blow in the back that sent him blundering down into the darkness."
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He slackened his pace then, and at last

stood still. He did not alter his hold upon

her, however, but stood listening intently for

many seconds. She hung impotent across his

shoulder, feeling still too paralysed to move.

He turned his head at last and spoke to

her. " Have I terrified the senses out of

you, little new chum ? " he whispered, softly.

That awoke her from her passivity. She

made her first effort for freedom.

He drew her down into his arms and held

her close.

" Right down," she said, insistently.

But he held her still. " If I let you go,

you'll wander maybe, and get lost," he said.

His action surprised her, but yet that

instinctive trust with which he had inspired

hex long ago remained, refusing to be shaken.

" 1?ut me right down ! " she said again.

" And tell me why you did it !"

He set her on her feet, but he still held her.

" Can't you guess ?" he said.

" No ! " she said. " No ! "

She spoke a little wildly. Was it the first

doubt that ran shadow-like across her brain,

leaving her so strangely cold ? She wished

it had not been so dark, that she might see

his face. " Tell me ! " she said again.

But he did not tell her. " Don't be

afraid ! " was all he said in answer. " You

â�¢areâ��safe enough."

â�¢ " Butâ��butâ��Fletcher ? " she questioned, -

desperately. " What of him ? "

" He's safe tooâ��for the present." There

.was something of grimness in liis reply.

," He doesn't matter so much. He's been

asking for trouble all alongâ��but he had no

rightâ��no right whatever-â��to bring you into

it. It's you that matters."

. A curious, vibrant quality had crept into

â�¢his voice, and an answering tremor went

through her ; but she controlled it swiftly.

--"And Adela," she said. " She was with

Mr. Harley. What has become of her ? "

" He will take care of her for his own sake.

Leave her to him ! " Warden spoke with a

hint of disdain. " She'll get nothing worse

than a fright," he said, " possibly not even

thatâ��if he gets her to the manager's house

in time."

" In >time ! " she echoed. " In time for

what ? What is going to happen ? What do

you mean'? "

His hold tightened upon her. " Well," he

said, " there's going to be a row. But I'm

boss of this show, and I reckon I can deal

with it. Onlyâ��I'll have you safe first,

little new chum. I'm not taking any chances

where.you are concerned."

- She gasped a little. The steady assurance

of his voice stirred her strangely.

She tried to release herself from his hold.

" I don't like this place," she said. " Let

me go back to Mr. Hill ! "

" That's just what I can't do." He bent

suddenly down to her. " AVon't you trust

me ? " he said. " I didn't fail you last time,

did I ? "

She thrilled in answer to those words. It

was as if thereby he had flung down all

barriers between them. She stood for a

moment in indecision, then impulsively she

turned and grasped his arms.

" I trust youâ��absolutely," she told him,

tremulously. " Butâ��butâ��though I know

you don't like himâ��promise meâ��you won't

letâ��Fletcherâ��be hurt ! "

He, too, was silent for a moment before

responding. She fancied that he flinched a

little at her words. Then : " All right, I

promise," he said.

" Then I will goâ��wherever you like," she

said, bravely, and put her hand into his.

He took it into a strong grasp. " That's

like you," he said, with simplicity.

CHAPTER X.

THE GREATER 'LOVE.

HT'H ROUGH a labyrinth of many passages

1^ he led her, over ground that was often

rough and slimy, with that sound "f

running water in their ears, sometimes near,

sometimes distant, but never wholly absent.

Now and then a gleam of light would come

from some distant crevice, and Dot would

catch a glimpse of the rocky corridor through

which they movedâ��catch a glimpse also â�¢ >f

her companion walking with liis free stri-le

beside'her, though occasionally he had" to

stoop when the roof was low. He did 'not

look at her, seldom spoke to her, bmt fhe

grasp of his hand held her up and kept all

fear at bay. Somehow fear in this mail's

presence seemed impossible.

A long time passed, and she was sure that

they had traversed a considerable distance

before, very far ahead of them at the end of a

steep upward slope, she discerned a patch of

sky.

" Is that where we are going ? " she asked.

" Yes," he said.

She gazed before her, pu/zlcd. " But

where are we ? Are we still in the mine ? "

" No. This is the smugglers' warren."

She caught a hint of humour in his voice.

" The stream flows underground all through

hereâ��and very useful we have found it."

She gave a great start at his words. " You

â��you are not a smuggler ! " she said.

He drew her on. " I am a good many

things," he said, easily, " and the king of this

rat-run amongst them. There's no one

knows it as well as I do."

Her heart sank. " You saidâ��you said

yesterdayâ��you had lived straight ! " she

said, in a low voice.

" Did I ? But what does it matter to vou
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She hung upon his shoulder, clinging desperately, while he made that perilous ascent."
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how I live ? " With a touch of recklessness

he put the question. " If Fletcher Hill

managed to put the official seal on me, what

would it matter to youâ��now ? "

There was almost a note of anger in his

voice, yet his hand still held hers in the same

close, reassuring grasp. She could not be

afraid.

" It would matter," she said at last.

" I wonder why ? " said Bill Warden.

" Becauseâ��we are friends," she said.

He made a sharp sound as of dissent, but

he did not openly contradict her. They

were nearing the opening, and the ground was

rough and broken. She stumbled once or

twice, and each time he held her up. Finally

-they came to a flight of steps that were little

more than notches cut steeply in the rock.

" I shall have to carry you here," he said.

Dot looked upwards with sharp dismay.

The rocky wall rose twenty feet above her,

the rough-hewn steps slanting along its face.

For the first time her heart misgave her.

" What a dreadful place ! " she said.

" It's the only way out," said Warden,

" unless we tramp underground nearly half-

way to Wallacetown."

" Can't we go back ? " she said, nervously.

" What ! Afraid ? " He gave her hand a

sudden squeeze.

She looked at him and caught the blue

fire of his eyes as he bent towards her.

Something moved her, she knew not what.

She surrendered herself to him without a

word.

Once more she hung upon his shoulder,

clinging desperately, while he made that

perilous ascent. He went up with amazing

agility, as if he were entirely unencumbered.

She felt the strength of his great frame

beneath her, and marvelled. Again the

magnetic force of the man possessed her,

stilling all fear. She shut her eyes dizzily,

but she was not afraid.

When she looked up again they were in

the open. He had set her on her feet, and

she stood on the rugged side of a mountain

where no vestige of a path or any habitation

showed in any direction. For the first time

he had relinquished all hold upon her, and

stood apart, almost as if he would turn and

leave her.

THE brief twilight was upon them. It

was as if dark wings were folding

them round. A small chill wind was

wandering to and fro. She shivered involun-

tarily. It sounded like the whispering of an

evil spirit. The fear she had kept at bay for

so long laid clammy hands upon her.

Instinctively she turned to the man for

protection. " How shall we get away ? "

she said.

He moved sharply, so sharply that for a

single moment she thought that something

had angered him. And then-â��all in one

single blinding instantâ��she realized that

which no words could utter. For he caught

her swiftly to him, lifting her off her feet,

and very suddenly he covered her >ace and

neck and throat with hot, devouring .--issesâ��

kisses that electrified herâ��kisses that seemed

to scorch and blisterâ��yet to fill her with a

pulsing rapture that was almost too great

to endure.

She tried to hide her face from him, but

she could not ; to protest, but his lips stopped

the words upon her own. She was powerless

â��and very deep down within her there

leaped a wild thing that rejoicedâ��that

exultedâ��in her powerlessness.

The fierce storm spent itself. There came

a pause during which she lay palpitating

against his breast while his cheek pressed

hers in a stillness that was in a fashion more

compelling than even those burning kisses had

been.

He spoke to her at last, and his voice was

deep and tender, throbbing with that winch

was beyond utterance.

" You love me, little new chum," he said.

There was no question in his words. She

quivered, and made no answer. That head-

long outburst of passion had overwhelmed

her utterly. She was as drift upon the tide.

He drew a great heaving breath, and

clasped her closer. His words fell hot upon

her face. ' You are mine ! Why shouldn't

I kep" you ? Fate has given you to me.

I': ol to let you go again."

aethingâ��some inner impulse that

Â» - .en stunned to impotence by his

violenceâ��stirred within her at his words and

awoke. Yet it was scarcely of her own

volition that she answered him. " I amâ��

notâ��yours."

Very faintly the words came from her

trembling lips, but the utterance of them

gave her new strength. She moved at last

in his hold. She turned her face away from

him.

" What do you mean ? " He spoke in a

fierce whisper, butâ��she felt it instinctivelyâ��

there was less of assurance in his hold. It

was that that added to her strength, but she

offered no active resistance, realizing wherein

lay his weaknessâ��and her own.

" I mean," she said, and though it still

trembled beyond her control, her voice

gathered confidence with the words, " that

by taking meâ��by keeping meâ��you are

takingâ��keepingâ��what is not your own."

" Love gives me the right," he asserted,

swiftlyâ��" your loveâ��and mine."

But the clearer vision had come to her.

She shook her head against his shoulder.

" Noâ��no ! That is wrong. That is notâ��

the greater love."
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" What do you mean byâ��the greater

love ? " He was holding her still closely,

but no longer with that fierce possession.

She answered him with a steadiness that

surprised herself : "1 mean the only love

that is worth havingâ��the love that lasts."

He caught up the words passionately.

" And hasn't my love lasted ? Have I ever

thought of any other woman since the day I

met you ? Haven't I been fighting against

odds ever since to be able to come to you an

honest manâ��and worthy of your love ? "

" Oh, I knowâ��I know ! " she said, and

there was a sound of heartbreak in her voice.

" Butâ��the odds have been too heavy. -1

thought you had forgottenâ��long ago."

" Forgotten ! " he said.

" Yes." With a sob she answered him.

" Men do forgetâ��nearly all of them.

Fletcher Hill didn't. He kept on waiting,

andâ��andâ��they said it wasn't fairâ��to spoil

a man's life for a dreamâ��that could never

come true. Soâ��I gave in at last. I amâ��

promised to him."

" Against your will ? " His arms tightened

upon her again. " Tell me, little new chum !

Was it against your will ? "

" No ! Oh, no ! " She whispered the words

through tears. " I gave inâ��willingly. I

thought it was better thanâ��an empty life."

" Ah ! " The word fell like a groan.

" And that's what you're going to condemn

me to, is it ? "

She turned in his arms, summoning her

strength. " We've got to play the game,"

she said. " I've got to keep my wordâ��

whatever it costs. And youâ��you are going

to keep yours."

" My word ? "he questioned, swiftly.

" Yes." She lifted her head. " Ifâ��if you

really care about being honestâ��if your love is

worthâ��anything at allâ��that is the only way.

You promisedâ��you promisedâ��to save him."

" Save him for you ? " he said.

" Yesâ��save him for me." She did not

know how she uttered the words, but some-

how they were spoken.

They went into a silence that wrung her

soul, and it cost her every atom of her

strength not to recall them.

Bill Warden stood quite motionless for

many pulsing seconds, thenâ��very, very

slowlyâ��at length his hold began to slacken.

In the end he set her on her feetâ��and she

was free. " All right, little new chum ! " he

said, and she heard a new note in his voiceâ��

a note that waked in her a wild impulse to

spring back into his arms and cling to him

â��and cling to him. " I'll do itâ��for youâ��â�¢

if it kills meâ��just to show youâ��little girlâ��

just to show youâ��what my love for you is

really worth."

He stood a moment, facing her ; then his

hands clenched and he turned away.

" Let's go down the hill ! " he said. " I'll

see you in safetv first."

(To be concluded.)
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THE summer morning was so bril-

liantly fine, the populace popped

to and fro in so active and cheery

a manner, and everybody ap-

peared to be so absolutely in the pink, that

a casual observer of the city of New York

would have said that it was one of those

happy days. Yet Archie Moffam, as he

turned out of the sun-bathed street into the

ramshackle building on the third floor of

which was the studio belonging to his artist

friend, James B. Wheeler, was faintly op-

pressed with a sort of a kind of feeling that

something was wrong. He would not have

gone so far as to say that he had the pip ; it

was more a vague sense of discomfort. And,

searching for first causes as he made his way

upstairs, he came to the conclusion that the

person responsible for this nebulous depres-

sion was his wife, Lucille. It seemed to

Archie that at breakfast that morning

Lucille's manner had been subtly rummy.

Nothing you could put your finger on, stillâ��

rummy.

Musing thus, he reached the studio, and

found the door open and the room, empty.

It had the air of a room whose owner has

dashed in to' fetch his golf-clubs and biffed

off, after the casual fashion of the artist

temperament, without bothering to close.up

behind him. And such, indeed, was the

case. The studio had seen the last of

J. B. Wheeler for that day ; but Archie, not

realizing this and feeling that a chat with

Copyright, 1921, by

Air. Wheeler, who was a light-hearted bird,

was what he needed this morning, sat down

to wait. After a few moments his gaze,

straying over the room, encountered a hand-

somely-framed picture, and he went across

to take a look at it.

J. B. Wheeler was an artist who made a

large annual income as an illustrator for the

magazines, and it was a surprise to An. hie

to find that he also went in for this kind of

thing. For the picture, dashingly painted

in oils, represented a comfortably plump

young woman, who, from her rather weak-

minded simper and the fact that she wore

absolutely nothing except a dove on the left

shoulder, was plainly intended to be the

goddess Venus.

He inspected this picture for awhile, then,

returning to his seat, lit a cigarette, and

began to meditate on Lucille once more.

Yes, the dear girl had been rummy at break-

fast. She had not exactly said anything or

done anything out of the ordinary ; butâ��

well, you know how it is. We husbands, we

lads of the. for-better-or-for-worse brigade,

we learn to pierce the mask. There had been

in Lucille's manner that curious, strained

sweetness. which comes to women whose

husbands have failed to match the piece of

silk or forgotten to post an important letter.

If his conscience had not been as clear as

crystal, Archie would have said that that

was what must have been the matter. But

when Lucille wrote letters, she just stepped

P. G. Wodehouse.
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out of the suite and dropped them in the

post-box attached to the lift. It couldn't be

that. And he couldn't have forgotten any-

thing else, because

" Oh, my sainted aunt ! "

Archie's cigarette smouldered, neglected,

between his fingers. His jaw had fallen and

his eyes were staring glassily before him.

He was appalled. His memory was weak,

he knew ; but never before had it let him

down so scurvily as this. This was a record.

It stood in a class by itself, printed in red

ink and marked with a star, as the bloomer

of a lifetime. For a man may forget many

things : he may forget his name, his umbrella,

his nationality, his spats, and the friends of

his youth ; but there is one thing which

your married man, your in-sickness-and-in-

health lizard, must not forget : and that is

the anniversary of his wedding-day.

Remorse swept over Archie like a wave.

His heart bled for Lucille. No wonder the

poor girl had been rummy at breakfast !

What girl wouldn't be rummy at breakfast,

tied for life to a ghastly outsider like him-

self ? He groaned hollowly, and sagged

forlornly in his chair ; and, as he did so, the

Venus caught his eye. For it was an eye-

catching picture. You might like it or dis-

like it, but you could not ignore it.

As a strong swimmer shoots to the surface

after a high dive, Archie's soul rose suddenly

from the depths to which it had descended.

He did not often get inspirations, but he

got one now. Hope dawned with a jerk.

The one way out had presented itself to him.

A rich present ! That was the wheeze. If

he returned to her bearing a rich present he

might, with the help of Heaven and a face

of brass, succeed in making her believe that

he had merely pretended to forget the vital

date in order to enhance the surprise.

It was a scheme. It was more, it was an

egg. Like some great general forming his

plan of campaign on the eve of battle,

Archie had the whole binge neatly worked

out inside a minute. He scribbled a note

to Mr. Wheeler, explaining the situation and

promising reasonable payment on the instal-

ment system ; then, placing the note in a

conspicuous position on the easel, he leaped

to the telephone, and presently found him-

self connected with Lucille's room at the

Cosmopolis.

" Hallo, darling ! " he cooed.

There was a slight pause at the other end

of the wire.

" Oh, hallo, Archie ! "

Lucille's voice was dull and listless, and

Archie's experienced ear could detect that

she had been crying. He raised his right

foot and kicked himself indignantly on the

left ankle.

" Many happy returns of the day, old

thing ! "

A muffled sob floated over the wire.

" There was a little un- ']

pleasantness with the /

cabman before starring." Il

p
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" Have you only just remembered ? " said

Lucille, in a small voice.

Archie, bracing himself up, cackled glee-

fully into the receiver.

" Did I take you in, light of my home ?

Do you mean to sav you really thought I

had forgotten ? For Heaven's sake ! "

" You didn't say a word at breakfast."

" Ah, but that was all part of the devilish

cunning. I hadn't got a present for you then.

At least, I didn't know whether it was ready."

" Oh, Archie, you darling ! " Lucille's voice

had lost its crushed melancholy. She trilled

like a thrush or a linnet, or any bird that

goes in largely for trilling. " Have you

really got me a present ? "

" It's here now. The dickens of a fruity

picture. One of J. B. Wheeler's things.

You'll like it."

' " Oh, I know I shall ! I love his work.

You are an angel ! We'll hang it over the

piano."

" I'll be round with it in something under

three ticks, star of my soul. I'll take a taxi."

" Yes, do hurry ! I want to hug you ! "

" Right-o ! " said Archie. " I'll take two

taxis."

IT is not far from Washington Square to

the Hotel Cosmopolis, and Archie made

the journey without mishap. There was a

little unpleasantness with the cabman before

startingâ��he, on the prudish plea that he was

a married man with a local reputation to keep

up, declining at first to be seen in company

with the masterpiece. But on Archie giving

a promise to keep the front of the picture

away from the public gaze, he consented to

take the job on ; and, some ten minutes

later, having made his way blushfully through

the hotel lobby and endured the frank

curiosity of the boy who worked the lift.

Archie entered his suite, the picture in his

arms.

He placed it carefully against the wall in

order to leave himself more scope for em-

bracing Lucille ; and when the joyful re-

unionâ��or the sacred scene, if you prefer so

to call itâ��was concluded, he stepped forward

to turn it round and exhibit it.

" Why, it's enormous ! " said Lucille. " I

didn't know Mr. Wheeler ever painted pic-

tures that size. When you said it was one

of his, I thought it must be the original of a

magazine drawing, or something like

Oh! "

Archie had moved back and given her an

uninterrupted view of the work of art, and

she had started as if some unkindly-disposed

person had driven a bradawl into her.

" Pretty ripe, what ? " said Archie, en-

thusiastically.

Lucille did not speak for a moment. It

may have been sudden joy that kept her

silent. Or, on the other hand, it may not.

She stood looking at the picture with wide

eyes and parted lips.

" A bird, eh ? " said Archie.

" Y-yes," said Lucille.

" I knew you'd like it," proceeded Archie,

with animation. " You see, you're by way

of being a picture-houndâ��know all about the

things and what notâ��inherit it from the

dear old dad, I shouldn't wonder. Person-

ally, I can't tell one picture from another as

a rule, but I'm bound to say, the moment I

set eyes on this, I said to myself, ' What

ho ! ' or words to that effect. I rather think

this will add a touch of distinction to the

home, yesâ��no ? I'll hang it up, shall I ?

'Phone down to the office, light of my soul,

and tell them to send up a nail, a bit of

string, and the hotel hammer."

" One moment, darling. I'm not quite

sure "

" Eh ? "

" where it ought to hang, I mean. Ð£Ñ� u

sec --â�¢â��'

" Over the piano, you said. The jolly

old piano.1'

" Yes, but I hadn't seen it then."

A monstrous suspicion flitted for an instant

into Archie's mind.

" I say, you do like it, don't you ? " he

said, anxiously.

" Oh, Archie, darling ! Of course I do !

And it was so sweet of you to give it to me !

But what I was trying to say was that this

picture is soâ��so striking that I feel that we

ought to wait a little while and decide where

it would have the best effect. The light over

the piano is rather strong."

" You think it ought to hang in a dimmish

light, what ? "

" Yes, yes. The dimmer theâ��I mean,

yes, in a dim light. Suppose we leave it in

the corner for the momentâ��over thereâ��

behind the sofa, andâ��I'll think it over. It

wants a lot of thought, you know."

" Right-o ! Here ? "

" Yes, that will do splendidly. Oh, and,

Archie ! "

" Hallo ? "

" I think, perhaps Just turn its face

to the wall, will you ? " Lucille gave a little

gulp. " It will prevent it getting dusty."

It perplexed Archie a little during tin-

next few days to notice in Lucille, whom he

had always looked on as pre-eminently a

girl who knew her own mind, a curious streak

of vacillation. Quite half-a-dozen times he

suggested various spots on the wall as suit-

able for the Venus, but Lucille seemed unable

to decide. Archie wished that she would

settle on something definite, for he wanted

to invite J. B. Wheeler to the suite to see

the thing. He had heard nothing from the

artist since the day he had removed the
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picture ; and one morning, encountering hiÃ±a

on Broadway, he expressed his appreciation

of the very decent manner in which the other

had taken the whole affair.

" Oh, that ! " said J. B. Wheeler. " My

dear fellow, you're welcome." He paused

for a moment. " More than welcome," he

added. " You aren't much of an expert on

pictures, are you ? "

" Well," said Archie, ' I don't know that

you'd call me an absolute nib, don't you

know, but of course I know enough to see

that this particular exhibit is not a little

fruity. Absolutely one of the best things

you've ever done, laddie."

A slight purple tinge manifested itself in

Mr. Wheeler's round and rosy face. His eyes

bulged.

" What are you talking about, you Tish-

bite ? You misguided son of Belial, are you

under the impression that / painted that

thing ? "

" Didn't you ? "

Mr. Wheeler swallowed a little convul-

sively.

" My fiancee painted it," he said, shortly.

" Your fiancÃ©e ? My dear old lad, I didn't

know you were engaged. Who is she ? Do

I know her ? "

" Her name is Alice Wigmore. You don't

know her."

" And she painted that picture ? " Archie

was perturbed. " But, I say ! Won't she be

apt to wonder where the thing has got to ? "

"I told her it had been stolen. She thought

it a great compliment, and was tickled to

death. So that's all right."

" And, of course, she'll paint you another."

â�¢'" Not while I have my strength she

won't," said J. B. Wheeler, firmly. " She's

given up painting since I taught her golf,

thank goodness ! and my best efforts shall

be employed in seeing that she doesn't have

a relapse."

" But, laddie," said Archie, puzzled, " you

talk as though there were something wrong

with the picture. I thought it dashed fine

stuff."

1 God bless you ! " said J. B. Wheeler.

Archie proceeded on his way, still mystified.

AT breakfast next morning Archie once

more brought up the question of the

hanging of the picture.

" Touching the jolly old masterpiece," he

said. " How about it ? I think itjs time

we hoisted it up somewhere."

" Archie, dear," said Lucille, " I've been

thinking."

" And a very good thing to do," said

Archie. " I've often meant to do it myself

when I got a bit of time."

" About that picture, I mean. Did you

know it was father's birthday to-morrow ? "

" Wby, no, old thing, I didn't, to be abso-

lutely honest. Your revered parent doesn't

confide in me much these clays, as a matter of

fact."

" Well, it is. And I think we ought to

give him a present."

" Absolutely. But how ? I'm all for

spreading sweetness and light and cheering

up the jolly old pater's sorrowful existence,

but I haven't a bean. And, what is more,

things have come to such a pass that I scan

the horizon without seeing a single soul I

can touch. I suppose I could get into

Reggie van Tuyl's ribs for a bit, butâ��I don't

knowâ��touching poor old Reggie always

seems to me rather like potting a sitting

bird."

" Of course I don't want you to do any-

thing like that. I was thinking Art^iie,

darling, would you be very hurt if I gave

father the picture ? "

" Oh, I say ! "

" Well, I can't think of anything else."

" But wouldn't you miss it most fright-

fully ? "

'' Oh, of course I should ! But, you seeâ��

father's birthday "

Archie had always thought Lucille the

dearest and most unselfish angel in the

world, but never had the fact come home to

him so forcibly as now. He kissed her

fondly.

" By Jove ! " he exclaimed. " You really

are, you know ! This is the biggest thing

since jolly old Sir Philip What's-his-name

gave the drink of water to the poor blighter

whose need was greater than his, if you

recall the incident. I had to sweat it up at

school, I remember. Sir Philip, poor old

bean, had a most ghastly thirst on, and he

was just going to have one on the house, so

to speak, whenâ��but it's all in the history

books. This is the sort of thing Boy Scouts

do ! Well, of course, it's up to you, queen

of my soul. If you feel like making the

sacrifice, right-o ! Shall I bring the pater

up here and show him the picture ? "

" No. I shouldn't do that. Do you think

you could get into his suite to-morrow morn-

ing and hang it up somewhere ? You see,

if he had the chance ofâ��what I mean is, ifâ��

yes, I think it would be best to hang it up,

and let him discover it there."

" It would give him a surprise, you mean,

what ? "

" Yes."

Lucille sighed inaudibly. She was a girl

with a conscience, and that conscience was

troubling her a little. She agreed with

Archie that the discovery of the Wigmore

Venus in his artistically-furnished suite would

give Mr. Brcwster a surprise. Surprise,

indeed, was perhaps an inadequate word.

She was sorry for her father, but the instinct
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of self-preservation is stronger than any

other emotion.

ARCHIE whistled merrily on the following

morning as, having driven a nail into

his father-in-law's wall-paper, he ad-

justed the cord from which the Wigmore

Venus was suspended. He had just com-

pleted his work and was stepping cautiously

down, when a voice behind him nearly caused

him to overbalance.

" What the devil ? "

Archie turned beamingly.

" Hallo, old thing ! Many happy returns

of the day ! "

Mr. Brewster was standing in a frozen atti-

tude. His strong face was slightly flushed.

" Whatâ��what ? " he gurgled.

Mr. Brewster was not in one of his sunniest

moods that morning. The proprietor of a

large hotel has many things to disturb him,

and to-day things had been going wrong.

He had come up to his suite with the idea

of restoring his shaken nerve-system with

a quiet cigar, and the sight of his son-in-law

had, as so frequently happened, made him

feel worse than ever.

He stared at the Venus dumbly. Unlike

most hotel proprietors, Daniel Brewster was

a connoisseur of art. Connoisseuring was,

in fact, his hobby. Even the public rooms

of the Cosmopolis were decorated with taste,

and his own private suite was a shrine of

all that was best and most artistic. His

tastes were quiet and restrained, and it is

not too much to say that the Wigmore Venus

hit him behind the ear like a stuffed eel-skin.

So great was the shock that for some

moments it kept him silent, and before he

could recover speech Archie had explained.

" It's a birthday present from Lucille,

don't you know."

Mr. Brewster crushed down the breezy

speech he had intended to utter.

" Lucille gave meâ��that ?" he muttered.

He swallowed pathetically. He was suffer-

ing, but the iron courage of the Brcwsters

stood him in good stead. This man was no

weakling. Presently the rigidity of his face

relaxed. He was himself again. Of all

things in the world he loved his daughter

most, and if, in whatever mood of temporary

insanity, she had brought herself to suppose

that this beastly daub was the sort.of thing

he would like for a birthday present, he must

accept the situation like a man. He would

on the whole have preferred death to a life

lived in the society of the Wigmore Venus,

but even that torment must be endured if

the alternative was the hurting of Lucille's

feelings.

" I think I've chosen a pretty likely spot

to hang the thing, what ? " said Archie,

cheerfully. " It looks well alongside those

Japanece prints, don't you think ? Sort of

stands out."

Mr. Brewster licked his dry lips and grinned

a ghastly grin.

" It does stand out ! " he agreed.

ARCHIE was not a man who readily

allowed lumself to become worried,

especially about people who were not

in his own immediate circle of friends ;

but in the course of the next week he

was bound to admit that he was not alto-

gether easy in his mind about his father-

in-law's mental condition. Undeniably he

was behaving in an odd manner, and Archie,

though no physician, was aware that, when

the American business-man, that^, restless,

ever-active human machine, starts behaving

in an odd manner, the next thing you know

is that two strong men, one attached to each

arm, are hurrying him into the cab bound

for the asylum.

He did not confide his misgivings to Lucille,

not wishing to cause her anxiety. He hunted

up Reggie van Tuyl at the club, and sought

advice from him.

" I say, Reggie, old thingâ��present com-

pany exceptedâ��have there been any loonies

in your family ? "

Reggie stirred in the slumber which always

gripped him in the early afternoon.

" Loonies ? " he mumbled, sleepily.

" Rather ! My uncle Edgar thought he was

twins."

" Twins, eh ? "

" Yes. Silly idea ! I mean, you'd have

thought one of my uncle Edgar would have

been enough for any man."

" How did the thing start ? " asked Archie.

" Start ? Well, the first thing we noticed

was when he began wanting two of every-

thing. Had to set two places for him at

dinner, and so on. Always wanted two

seats at the theatre. Ran into money, I can

tell you."

" He didn't behave rummily up till then ?

I mean to say, wasn't sort of jumpy and all

that ? "

" Not that I remember. Why ? "

Archie's tone became grave.

" Well, I'll tell you, old man, though I

don't want it to go any farther, that I'm a

bit worried about my jolly old father-in-law.

I believe he's about to go in off the deep

end. I think he's cracking under the strain.

Dashed weird his behaviour has been the last

few days."

" Such as ?" murmured Mr. van Tuyl.

" Well, the other morning I happened to

be in his suiteâ��incidentally, he wouldn't go

above ten dollars, and I wanted twenty-five

â��and he suddenly picked up a whacking big

paper-weight and bunged it for all he wts

worth."
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" At you ? "

" Not at me. That was the rummy part

of it. At a mosquito on the wall, he said.

Well, I mean to say, do chappies bung paper-

weights at mosquitoes ? I mean, is it done ? "

" Smash anything ? "

" Curiously enough, no. But he only just

missed a rather decent picture which Lucille

had given him for his birthday. Another

foot to the left and it would have been

goner."

" Sounds queer."

" And, talking of that picture, I looked

on him about a

couple of after-

noons later, and

he'd taken it down

from the wall and

laid it on the floor,

and was staring

at it in a dashed

marked sort of

manner. That

was peculiar,

what ? "

"On the floor?"

"On the jolly old

carpet. When I

came in, he was

goggling at it in

a sort of glassy

way. Absolutely

rapt, don't you

know. My coming

in gave him a start

â��seemed to rouse

him from a kind of

trance, you know

â��and he jumped

like an antelope,

and, if I hadn't

happened to grab

him, he would

have trampled

bang on the thing.

It was deuced

unpleasant, you

know. His man-

ner was rummy.

He seemed to be

brooding on something. What ought I to

do about it, do you think ? It's not my

affair, of course, but it seems to me that, if

he goes on like this, one of these days he'll

be stabbing someone with a pickle-fork."

To Archie's relief, his father-in-law's symp-

toms showed no signs of development. In

fact, his manner reverted to the normal once

more : and a few days later, meeting Archie

in the lobby of the hotel, he seemed quite

cheerful. It was not often that he wasted

his time talking to his son-in-law, but on

this occasion he chatted with him for several

minutes about the big picture robbery which

" He had just completed his work, when a voice behind him nearly

caused him to overbalance."

had formed the chief item of news on the

front pages of the morning papers that day.

It was Mr. Brewster's opinion that the out-

rage had been the work of a gang, and that

nobody was safe.

Daniel Brewster had spoken of this matter

with a strange earnestness, but his Avords

had slipped from Archie's mind when he

made his way that night to his father-in-law's

suite. Archie was in an exalted mood. In

the course of dinner he had had a bit of

good news which was occupying his thoughts

to the exclusion of all other matters. It

had left him in a comfortable, if rather
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dizzy, condition of benevolence to all created

things.

He found the door of the Brewster suite

unlocked, which at any other time would

have struck him as unusual ; but to-night

he was in no frame of mind to notice these

trivia! Â¡ties. He went in, and, finding the

room dark and no one at home, sat down

too absorbed in his thoughts to switch on the

lights, and gave himself up to dreamy

meditation.

THERE are certain moods in which one

loses count of time, and Archie could

not have said how long he had been

sitting in the deep arm-chair near the

window when he first became aware that

he was not alone in the room. He had

closed his eyes, the better to meditate, so

had not seen anyone enter. Nor had he

heard the door open. The first intimation

he had that somebody had come in was

when some hard substance knocked against

some other hard object, producing a sharp

sound which brought him back to earth

with a jerk.

He sat up silently. The fact that the room

was still in darkness made it obvious that

something nefarious was afoot. Plainly there

was dirty work in preparation at the cross-

roads. He stared into the blackness, and

as his eyes grew accustomed to it, was

presently able to see an indistinct form bend-

ing over something on the floor. The sound

of rather stertorous breathing came to him.

Archie had many defects which prevented

him being the perfect man, but lack of

courage was not one of them. He was out

of his chair and sailing in the direction of the

back of the intruder's neck before a wiser man

would have completed his plan of campaign.

The miscreant collapsed under him with a

squashy sound, like the wind going out of a

pair of bellows ; and Archie, taking a firm

seat on his spine, rubbed the other's face in

the carpet and awaited the progress of

events.

At the end of half a minute it became

apparent that there was going to be no

counter-attack. The dashing swiftness of

the assault had, apparently, had the effect

of depriving the marauder of his entire stock

of breath. He was gurgling to himself in a

pained sort of way and making no effort to

rise. Archie, feeling that it would be safe

to get up and switch on the light, did so ;

and, turning after completing the manÅ�uvre,

was greeted by the spectacle of his father-in-

law, seated on the floor in a breathless and

dishevelled condition, blinking at the sudden

illumination. On the carpet beside Mr.

Brewster lay a long knife, and beside the

knife lay the handsomely-framed master-

piece of J. B. Wheeler's fiancÃ©e, Miss Alice

\Vigmore. Archie stared at this collection

dumbly.

" Oh, what-ho ! " he observed at length,

feebly.

A distinct chill manifested itself in the

region of Archie's spine. This could mean

only one thing. His fears had been realized.

The strain of modern life had at last proved

too much for Mr. Brewster. Crushed by the

thousand-and-one worries of a millionaire's

existence, Daniel Brewster had gone off lus

onion.

Archie was nonplussed. This was his first

experience of this kind of thing. What, he

asked himself, was the proper procedure in

a situation of this sort ? He was still musing

in an embarrassed and baffled way, when

Mr. Brewster spoke. And there was in

both the words and -the method of their

delivery so much of his old familiar self

that Archie felt quite relieved.

" So it's you, is it, you wretched blighter ? "

said Mr. Brewster. He glowered at his son-

in-law despondently. " 1 might have expected

it ! If I was at the North Pole, I could count

on you butting in ! "

" Shall I get you a drink of water ? " said

Archie.

" What the de vil, "demanded Mr. Brewster,

" do you imagine I want with a drink of

water ? "

" Well " Archie hesitated, delicately.

" I had a sort of idea that you had been

feeling the strain a-bit. I mean to say, rush

of modern life and all that sort of thing."

" What are you doing in my room ? " said

Mr. Brewster, changing the subject.

" Well, I came to tell you something, and I

came, in here and was waiting for you, and

I saw some chappie biffing about in the dark,

and I thought it was a burglar or something,

after some of your things ; so, thinking it

over, I got the idea that it would be a fairly

juicy scheme to land on him with both feet.

No idea it was you, old thing ! Frightfully-

sorry and all that. Meant well ! "

Mr. Brewster sighed deeply. He was a

just man, and he could not but .realize that,

in the circumstances, Archie had behaved

not unnaturally.

" Oh, well," he said, " I might have known

something would go wrong."

" Awfully sorry ! "

" It can't be helped. What was it you

wanted to tell me ? " He eyed his son-in-

law piercingly. " Not a cent over twenty

dollars ! " he said, coldly.

Archie hastened to dispel the pardonable

error.

" Oh, it wasn't anything like that," he

said. " As a matter of fact, I think it's a

good egg. bi has bucked me up to no in-

considerable degree. I was dining with

Lucille just now, and, as we dallied with the
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you would mind at some tolerably near date

being a grandfather ! Rotten thing to be,

of course," proceeded Archie, commiserat-

ingly, " for a chappie of your age ; but there

it is"! "

Mr. Brewster gulped.

" Do you mean to sayâ��

" I mean, apt to make a fellow feel a bit

of a patriarch. Snowy hair and what not.

And, of course, for a chappie in the prime

of life like youâ��

" Do you mean to tell meâ�� Is this

true ? "

" Absolutely ! Of course, speaking for

myself, I'm all for it. I don't know when

I've felt more bucked. I sang as t came up

" Archie switched on the light, and was greeted by the spectacle of his father-in-law seated on

the floor in a breathless and dishevelled condition."

foodstuffs, she told me something whichâ��

well, I'm bound to say it made me feel

considerably braced. She told me to trot

along and ask if you would mind "

" I gave Lucille a hundred dollars only

last Tuesday."

Archie was pained.

" Adjust this sordid outlook, old thing,"

he urged. " You simply aren't anywhere

near it. Right off the target, absolutely !

Lucille told me to ask you was if

hereâ��absolutely warbled in the lift. But

A curious change had come over Mr.

Brewster. For a moment he gazed at

Archie, then, moving quickly forward, he

grasped his hand in an iron grip.

" This is the best news I've ever had."

" Awfully good of you to take it like this,"

said Archie, cordially. " I mean, being a

grandfather."

Mr. Brewster smiled. Of a man of his
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appearance one could hardly say that he

smiled playfully ; but there was something

in his expression that remotely suggested

playfulness.

" My dear old bean ! " he said.

Archie started.

" My dear old bean," repeated Mr. Brew-

ster, firmly, "I'm the happiest man in

America ! " His eyes fell on the picture

which lay on the floor. He gave a slight

shudder, but recovered himself immediately.

"After this," he said, " I can reconcile myself

to living with that thing for the rest of my

life. I feel it doesn't matter."

" I say," said Archie, " how about that ?

Wouldn4 have brought the thing up if you

hadn't introduced the topic, but, speaking

as man to man, .what the dickens were you

up to when I landed on your spine just now ? "

" I suppose you thought 1 had gone off my

head ? "

" Well, I'm bound to say "

Mr. Brewster cast an unfriendly glance at

the picture.

' " Well, I had every excuse, after living with

that infernal thing for a week." ..

Archie looked at him, astonished.

" I say, old thing, I don't know if I have

got your meaning exactly, but you somehow

give nie the impression that you

don't like that jolly old work of

art."

" Like it !" cried Mr. Brewster.

" It's nearly driven

memad. Every time

it caught my eye it

gave me a pain in

the neck. To-night

I felt as if I couldn't

stand it any longer.

I didn't want to hurt

Lucille's feelings by

telling her, so I made

up my mind I would

cut the darned thing

out of its frame and

tell her it had been

stolen."

' What an extra-

ordinary t hi n g !

Why, that's exactly

what o l d Wheeler

did."

"Who is old

Wheeler ? "

" Artist chappie.

Pal of mine. His

fiancÃ©e painted the

thing, and, when I

lifted it off him, he

told her it had been

stolen. He didn't

seem frightfully keen

on it, either."

' ' I only hope,' he added, ' that your son will

be like you ! ' '

'' Your friend Wheeler evidently has good

taste."

Archie was thinking.

" Well, all this rather gets past me," he

said. " Personally, I've always admired

the thing. Dashed ripe bit of work, I've

always considered. Still, if you feel that

way "

" You may take it from me that I do !"

â�¢' Well, then, in that caseâ��you know what

a clumsy devil I amâ��you can tell Lucille it

was all my fault."

The Wigmore Venus smiled up at Archie

â��it seemed to Archie with a pathetic,

pleading smile. For a moment he was

conscious of a feeling of guilt ; then, closing

his eyes and hardening his heart, he sprang

lightly in the air and descended with both

feet on the pictuife. There was a 'sound

of rending canvas, and the Venus ceased to

smile. .*â�¢; '

"Golly!" said Archie, regarding the

wreckage remorsefully.

Mr. Brewster did not share his remorse.

For the second time that night he gripped

him by the hand.

' My boy ! " he quavered. He stared at

Archie as if he were seeing him with new eyes.

' My dear boy, you were through the war,

were you not ? "

"Eh ? Oh, yes. Right through the jolly

old war ! "

What was your rank ? "

" Oh, second lieu-

tenant."

" You ought really

to have been a

general." Mr. Brew

ster clasped lus hand

once more in a vigor-

ous embrace. 'I

only hope," he added,

" that your son will

be like you !" __

There are certain

compliments, or com-

pliments coming

from certain sources,

before which modesty

reels, stunned.

Archie's did.

He swallowed con-

vulsively. He had

never thought to

hear these words

from Daniel Brew-

ster.

" How would it be,

old thing," he said,

almost brokenly, " if

you and I trickled

down to the bar and

had a little spot of

sherbet ? "
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OF SCENE

P/1INTINÃ�

Jin Interview with

MR. JOSEPH MARKER

By REGINALD POUND.

MR. JOSEPH HARKER has created

some of the finest spectacular

scenes of recent yearsâ��one need

cite only " Kismet," " Chu Chin

Chow," and more particularly, in reference

to the past twelve months, " A Southern

Maid "â��perhaps his chef d'Å�uvreâ��and " The

Garden of Allah," notably its middle

" Garden " scene.

I therefore counted myself fortunate when

Mr. Harker, who, it is interesting to note,

has been appointed president of the newly-

formed Guild of Scene Painters, agreed to

receive me, to be interviewed for the first

time on the subject of himself and his work.

His studio is one of the biggest of its kind

in the countryâ��from the outside it looks

big enough to house RÃ�4 or either of her

sister craftâ��and quite dwarfs Mr. Oscar

Asche's commodious " property " store,

which adjoins it. At the time of my visit

Mr. Harker was, by a happy coincidence,

celebrating the completion of exactly half

a century of scene-paintingâ��by working

harder than ever. I found him engaged on

a canvas, sixty feet by forty feet or soâ��

" quite a small one for this studio," he

remarked, when I commented wonderingly

on its sizeâ��which will soon be seen and

admired by Antipodean audiences.

For a few moments he continued to ply

his brush ; then David, the studio handy-

Vol. Ixi.â��12. Copyright, 1921,

MR. JOSEPH HARKER.

man, his garments plastered with the paint

of thirty years' service, strove valiantly at

a winch, at which I half expected to see a

boat appear in the foreground of the blue

Mediterranean seascape, so suggestive was

the action ; and slowly the lower portion

of the great picture sank out of sight through

an aperture in the floor, until the upper edge

was nearly level with the eyes. A studied

reference to a model stage-setting which

stood on a near-by table ; a daub of blue

and a touch of crimson on a range of hills

that marked the horizon of the scene ; and

Mr. Harker was free to talk.

" I suppose it is a fact." he said, when

by Reginald Pound.
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we had adjourned to a quiet corner of

the painting-room, " that very few people

realize the amount of labour involved in the

making of a stage scene. Some seem to

think that a piece

of scenery is merely

a thing of daubs and

splashes, that the

colours are just flung

on with the brush,

and that so long as

the artistâ��he isn't

an artist in the esti-

mation of those who

hold this view of the

scene, - painter's job

â��succeeds in trans-

forming his canvas

into a presentable

likeness of, say. Picca-

dilly, or a dell in

Arcady, nothing else

matters.

"In defence of

my fellow-craftsmen

I would like to say

that scene - painting

is a rather more

complicated business

than that ! One of

the greatest of the

scenic artist's difficulties is that he is able

to see and work on only a comparatively

ssinall portion of his canvas at a time, a

fact which demands of him unerring judg-

ment in visualizing

the effect of his work

as a whole.

" In practice every

stage scene has its

genesis with the pro-

ducer. That is to

say, when a new play

is being brought out

the design and style

of the settings are

decided by the pro-

ducer, acting perhaps

in conjunction with

the author. These

points settled, I am

called on to prepare

models of the set-

tings. These are

submitted to the

producer for his ap-

proval and, if neces-

sary, alteration.

" Usually I get a

chance of reading

the play beforehand.

In the case of Mr.

THREE STAGES IN THE PAINTING OF A SCENE.

" Following the sketching of the outlines the colours are put in, until gradually the canvas

assumes the appearance of a giant picture of a group of tree;."
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Asche's productions, he

himself reads the play to

me, after which he leaves

me to make my models

in my own way. Not all

producers, however, are so

considerate !

" Sir Augustus Harris

-â��Gus Harris, as he was

familiarly known by allâ��

would give the most

minute instructions for a

model and then counter-

mand them almost in the

same breath. And if a

model didn't meet his ap-

proval he had no qualms

about smashing it on the

spot ! I remember once,

when he was contem-

plating producing a new

play, he asked me to make

a model at twenty-four

hours' noticeâ��quick work, I may say.

Model Ð¾

a scene for " Mecca," the play which is to succeed

" Chu Chin Chow."

As

it happened, I had in my studio a model-

exactly similar to the one he wanted me to

makeâ��it was for an Indian mosque sceneâ��

one which he had condemned in no uncer-

tain language about two years before.

" Thinking that by this time he would

have forgotten its existence, I carefully

dusted and touched up this old model, and

the next day produced it for his inspection.

Then I waited for him to commend me on

my promptitude !

" But Harris rememberedâ��and what he

said to me, after wrecking the offending

model with his fist, is, I regret to say,

unsuitable for publication in THE STRAND

MAGAZINE.

â�¢' On another occasion he was exceedingly

angry because in the model scene of the

THE SCENE-PAINTER'S PALETTE.

" It Ð¸ a big, shallow tray, divided into many compartments, each con-

taining a prodigious quantity of paint, while the brushes are the size of

whitewash brushes."

interior of the old Charing Cross Station,

looking down the line, with the bookstall

as the centre-piece, I hadn't introduced

Nelson's Column, St. Paul's Cathedral, the

Clock Tower at Westminster, and one or

two other notable London landmarks.

" ' But/ I protested, ' it isn't possible to

see either from inside the station ! '

" ' Never mind about that ! ' snapped

Harris. ' Put 'em inâ��they'll never be any

the wiser."

" So, in deference to the great producer's

showman instincts, I put the whole collection

in the scene, and, for all I am aware, theyâ��

the public of the dayâ��never were the

wiser !

" The model scenesâ��stage settings in

miniatureâ��are all made to scale and are

replicas, down to the last detail, of the

settings they re-

present. In the

case of representa-

tions of actual

places, I collect

my material for

the models from

the author or pro-

ducer of the play,

from photographs

or other illustra-

tions, from autho-

ritative books, or

from people who

know the scenes.

And when these

sources of infor-

mation and in-

spiration fail I

study the scene

for myself : my

travels in search
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of local colour have, in fact, taken me to

many parts of the world.

" Once a model has been approved, I am

able to go ahead with the making of the

scenery. The model for that scene, for

instance"â��here Mr. Harker directed my

attention to a second large canvasâ��" was

passed a few days ago. The canvas is now

fixed in the frame, preparatory to the ground

tints being laid in."

The frame referred to takes

the place in the scenic artist's

studio of the easel on which

the "small-scale" artist usually

works. It consists of a square

steel framework, rising from

the ground - floor, right up

through the first floor, and so

almost to the roof. The can-

vas is spread on a wooden

" stretcher," which is hung

upright in the frame, the

scene being lowered or raised

by means of chains â�¢ and

weights, worked by a winch.

The ground tint having been

laid in, lines of perspective are

drawn, together with the out-

lines of the principal features

of the piece of scenery con-

cerned. In place of a pencil

the artist employs a stick of

charcoal fastened on a long

handle. Every implement he

uses is, in fact, almost gro-

tesquely large. His brushes

obtain this the artist cuts out the shapes

of the trunks, the branches, the twigs, and

the foliage. In the theatre fragile pieces oi

scenery, such as twigs and leaves, are sup-

ported by fine fish-net, which is invisible

from the auditorium.

Propped against the walls of the studio I

noticed numerous fragmentary ' pieces," all

in various stages of completion. There was

are the size of whitewash brushes, except

those used for fine work, his palette is a

big shallow tray, divided into many com-

partments, each containing a prodigious

quantity of paint, while if he uses a maul-

stickâ��I did not see one on this occasionâ��I

have no doubt that it is an out-size in

drumsticks !

Following the sketching of the outlines

the colours are put in, until gradually the

canvas assumes the appearance of a giant

picture of, say, a group of trees. Instead

of a picture of trees, however, a life-like

representation of them is reauired, and to

Mr. Harker working on a scene

representing Monte Carloâ��

which u roughly outlined to

scale in the smaller picture.

part of an " interior " set, resplendent with

blue and gold, while, close by, one of the

artist's sons was putting the finishing touches

to a scene which, by the time this article

appears, will be in use at the London

Coliseum. And, with the aid of the afore-

mentioned charcoal stick, a studio hand was

making on the virgin surface of a smaller

canvas a sketch of the front of a Breton

village shop, with sabots and highh'-coloured

fruit and vegetables as its chief wares.

" The big panel you see there," Mr. Harker

pointed out, " is going to Australia with

1 Chu Chin Chow.' Do you notice anything
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unusual about the birds in its decorative

s:heme ? They were intended to be pea-

cocks, but peacocks are regarded with

superstition in stage circles, so I substituted

turkeys!

" A single piece of scenery mayâ��and often

doe sâ��t a k e a

month or six

weeks of con-

tinuous work to

complete it. The

1 Garden ' scene

in ' The Garden

of Allah 'â��in

which, incident-

ally, my son

Gordon has a

partâ��took me

nearer three

months, but then

I painted it my-

self, and I am no

longer a young

man! The scen-

ery for ' Mecca,'

part of I which

you see hereâ��

the play is to

follow ' Chu Chin

Chow ' â��w i 11

probably occupy

four months in

the making. The

fact that four of

my six sons are

back again to

help me has, of

course, consider-

a b 1 y increased

my output. ._.. , . . ..

"And new Winch tor winding up and

you ask, how which the scene

did I become a /

scene-painter ? To answer that question I

must take you back to. 1870, in which year

â��my fifteenthâ��I was apprenticed to my

then future father-in-law, T. W. Hall, the

scene-painter. Prior to that I had been on

the stage for three years, with my parents,

who were members of the old .stock and

touring companies. My mother was Maria

O'Connor, a well-known Manchester actress

and sister of John O'Connor, the artist.

But stage life didn't appeal to me. I wanted

to paint scenery, not merely stand in front

of it. One day my mother took me to see

the scene-painter at the old Prince of Wales's

at Birmingham, to inquire if he would take

me as an assistant.

" ' Go over to the winch, boy,' said the

painter, when my mother had finished her

recital of my virtues, ' and wind up that

cloth.'

" I tried my hardest and failed.

" ' I'm sorry, ma'am,' said the painter,

' but I'm afraid your boy won't do. He

hasn't got enough leverage.' And when my

mother explained that I wanted to paint

and not just do odd jobs, he shook his head

and said that I should never become a

scene-painter. ' A

scene - painter

must have lever-

age,' he empha-

sized, as he

turned to go on

with his work.

'' In the days of

my apprentice-

ship, Buckstone

was manager at

the Haymarket.

He played many

parts in his time,

his favourite

characters being,

I remember, Sir

Benjamin Back-

bite, Tony Lump-

kin, Bob Acres,

and Sir Andrew

Aguecheek. He

himself was what

is known as a

' character.'

Once, during a

rehearsal at

which I was

present, he called

loudly for a lady

member of the

cast who was

missing. The

explanation o f

down the huge canvas on

â�¢painter works.

her absence was

that she was

suffering from

something akin to a broken heart, as the

result oi the callous behaviour of her lover.

" ' You scoundrel ! ' roared Buckstone,

suddenly turning on his terrified stage-

carpenter. ' If you don't make it up with

her before the day's out I'll kick you out

of the theatre ! '

" Whether the stage-carpenter obeyed or

not I never knew, but as a matter of fact

Buckstone himself was the culprit !

" Shortly after leaving my father-in-law

I entered the Lyceum studio, under Hawes

Craven. One day Irving called : ' I am

looking for a young man named Harker,'

he said, and when Craven presented me,

Irving explained that in the days when he

was struggling and unknown my father had

done him a service, and that now he was

able to do so he wished to return it. It was

characteristic of Irving that he never forgot

a kindness, however small.
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" He talked to me about my work

and my ambitions, and then, after having

consulted Craven as to my ability, sug-

gested that I should paint a scene for one

of his productions of ' Macbeth.' After-

wards he engaged me to paint scenes for

all his productions, and I did so until he

died.

" I remember when he was rehearsing the

production of ' Macbeth,' in question, his

temper was slightly ruffled by an actor

whose delivery was soulless and all but

inaudible.

' I wish you would put a little more go

into your lines, Mr. ,' Irving suddenly

rapped out. ' Please remember you're not

playing Little Bo-Peep ! '

T another time, when Irving was

playing Macbeth, the audience ap-

parently got so depressed by the

gloomy atmosphere of the play that when,

towards the close, the curtain rolled up

on a cheerful rustic scene, a galleryite

gave vent to his relief by shouting ' Good

old England!' while the rest of the audi-

ence applauded the sentiment so vocifer-

ously that the action of the play was

momentarily held up. It was one of the

most remarkable demonstrations I have ever

seen.

" Speaking of fellow-craftsmen, I am re-

minded of the late Albert Callcott, who

was by way of being a scenic artist of note.

Callcott was absolutely wrapped up in his

work ; so much so that he apparent!}- never

thought or talked of anything else. On one

occasion the studio hands were discussing

Gladstone over their lunch.

" ' Gladstone ? Gladstone ? ' inquired

Callcott, blankly. ' \Vho is he ? Can lie

paint? '

" At another time a producer exclaimed,

apropos a scene which Callcott had painted

for him, ' Simply diabolical ! '

" ' Beg pardon,' said Callcott, abruptly,

' but it's nothing of the sort â�� it's pure

Elizabethan.'

" In my hearing he once sneeringly

referred to chess-players as ' great big men

playing with little bits of wood ! '

" More stories have been attributed to

Tree than to almost any other famous actor.

This one, at any rate, has the merit of being

true ! Tree was producing ' Twelfth Night,'

just after he had experienced a series of

reverses in his many stage ventures. At

the time of which I speak he was, to use a

common phrase, ' going slow ' in the matter

of expenditure.

" ' Remember ! ' he said, after having

arranged with me to paint the scenes, ' the

keynote of this production is joy,' adding,

in an aside, ' with economy ! '

" I have told you two stories of Harris : a

third has just occurred to me. A fellow-

craftsman of mine had painted the scenery

for ' Mother Goose,' the pantomime which

Harris was producing that year. When the

last scene was set for a rehearsal, he strode

on the stage and expressed his unqualified

disapproval of it.

" ' This is the last scene in the piece,"

he said, angrily, to the studio hand who was

putting the finishing touches to the setting,

' and it ought to be the best. As it is, it'll

ruin the show ! '

" ' Don't you worry about that, sir,' came

the gruff reply. ' The show'll be ruined long

before that ! ' "

Model of a scene in Sir James Barrie's play, " Mary Rose."
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THIS story was constructed by me

from details given by a person

named Smith, Christian name John,

a returned South African. Hypno-

tizing me on several occasions in the veranda

of a South Coast hotel, he told me the story

of his life in a backward and forward manner,

which story was in the main the story of the

woman who had made him and brought him

prosperity. I am telling the story for the

sake of the question that forms its title,

leaving the answer to you.

Mr. Smith was born at Barking of middle-

class parents, and went to work at an early

age as assistant to a grocer ; his business was

to cany out parcels, and he was happy

because he had no ambitions, and being of

a timorous nature kept clear of disturbances

and all conflict with authority. He was of

the type that never rises much and rarely

falls, and he might have been carrying parcels

in Barking to this day had not Providence

intervened in the form of swollen glands.

Providence has all sorts of ways in its dealings

with men, and one of its main businesses is

the alteration of types. Smith left to him-

self would have died as he was madeâ��only-

older ; the swollen glands intervened. He

was ordered to " live in the country," and

the order coinciding with the requirements

of a handy boy by his mother's half-brother,

a small farmer in Essex, John was withdrawn

from the grocery business and packed off

by rail to Braintree, unresisting and blind

to the Fates that were moving him as a cat

in a basket.

Amber was the name of the farmer, and

BY

O A K D A Z_ E

his farm was situated five miles from the

town, and he took to John at first sight and

promised to make a man of him. He dealt

in pigs and horses, buying up scarecrows and

fattening them and faking them and selling

them in Braintree market at five hundred

per cent, profit. He taught John how to

ride, the mysteries of scab in sheep, the

intricacies of " botts," pig-lore, and how to

deal with Government inspectors ; and so

things went on for five happy and uneventful

years, John swelling like a turnip and evolv-

ing into a fairly good-looking young man of

twenty-three years, dressed in leggings, fresh

of face,, accepting everything that came to

him, and promising to go on living just as

he was, at one-pound-ten a week, till death

culled him in the form of old age.

Providence had decided otherwise.

One summer Sunday afternoon, in a field

two miles from Braintree, a girl saved his

life from a bull. He was crossing the field,

when he suddenly discovered that the bull

had taken a fancy to him. A noise like the

snort of a trombone made him turn.

Then he ran.

He made for the nearest hedge, where a

girl in a light summer dress and shaded by a

white parasol was sitting enjoying the beauty

of the scenery. She rose up as the runners

approached her, saw clearly that John would

lose by a few yards, and intervened, helping

him over the gate in the hedge and leaving

the bull with a white parasol on his horns.
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" She intervened, helping him over the gate in the hedge

John was shaking, but she was almost

undisturbed. She was one of those people

who seem absolutely devoid of fear or sense

of danger, a mentality indicative of courage

in its highest power, or simply complete want

of imaginationâ��who can tell ? But she was

distressed for her parasol. It had cost her

seven-and-elevenpcnce at Blott and Blott's,

and she said so.

John said he would buy her another, and

she did not refuse the offer, being a sensible

and business-like person, and they walked

back to Braintree, where he left her at her

doorâ��7, Miranda Terraceâ��with the per-

mission to call upon her on the Sunday

following with the new parasol. Her name

was Mary Jane Summers. That was the

beginning of John's love affair, if you can

call it his.

It lasted two years, and then, an uncle

dying and leaving her five hundred pounds,

Miss Summers came to the decision that it

had lasted long enough. She determined to

marry John. She feared the future no more

than she had feared the bull; she had made

her plans, and when she exhibited them they

disclosed that plain common sense which is

better than beauty and maybe rarer. She

had determined that they must emigrate to

South Africa. Five hundred pounds was of

no vise in England even in those days when

the best butter was a shilling a pound, cattle

food procurable, and the wages of a horseman

fifteen shillings a week. She had worked

everything out in her head : the wages he

was receiving from his relation, the surety

that there was no prospect of their being

raised beyond a certain low level, the fact

that he was worth much more than he was

getting, the fact that he was not likely to

get it in, England, and the fact that he was

likely to get it in South Africa. She had

absorbed a good deal of information about

the place, and she had a cousin living in
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and leaving the bull with a white parasol on his horns."

Durban. She wrote to the cousin and got a

satisfactory reply.

John, when all these things were disclosed

to him, was astonished. He was of the type

that never suspects it is being swindled till

its pocket-book is gone. He looked on

Amber as a benefactor. He was worth,

taking his energy, sobriety, and general

reliability into consideration, a hundred a

year more to Amber than Amber was paying

him. Yet he looked on Amber as a bene-

factor.

He was astonished to find that he was

worth more than he fancied himself to be

worth, that England was worked out, that

the colonies were the only places where a

man of energy and small means might find a

certain livelihood and maybe a fortune.

She showed him all this.

He drew back at first, timid at the prospect

of such a plunge ; but she had no fear. Then

he consented, and she arranged about their

marriage. They would get married without

the least show or expense, and the African

expedition would serve for a honeymoon ;

her trousseau would be of the simplest. She

gave details. She had studied the climate

of South Africa and taken the conditions of

life there on a farm on the veldt into her

consideration when thinking out the trous-

Seau. Though money was desperately essen-

tial and none too plentiful, she determined

not to be married at a registrar's office but

" respectably " in a church. John, who cared

nothing for convention, was in favour of the

registrar's, but she had an eye to the future

and the foundation of a family, and she was

determined that to begin well was even--

thing ; she intended to build high, to be

wealthy some day, and to reach great levels

of Respectability, and a hole-and-corner

marriage was no foundation for that design.

She made John buy a frock-coat and a pair

of lavender trousers for the occasion, price
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in those days four-pounds-ten, and after t<..e

marriage she arranged a small reception at

her mother's house, 7, Miranda Terrace,

â�¢where a number of highly respectable people

gathered and gave them a send-off. The

result, foreseen by this Bismarck in petti-

coats, was the feeling common to them both,

that they had begun well and had already

risen in the scale of life.

She had arranged the marriage to coincide

with the sailing of the Triton, on which she

had booked their passage second-class, and

they left Braintree the same day for South-

ampton, where they spent the night at the

best hotel, embarking next morning and

sailing the same evening for a new world.

II.

SHE was very sea-sick, for, though sea-sick-

ness is mostly a malady of the mind, even

common sense cannot prevent it. She

was ill for a week, and during that week John,

who was a born sailor, was left to drift alone

amongst the passengers. When she came on

deck she found John in a corner with several

evil-looking yegg-men secretly playing cards.

She pounced.

" How much have you lost ? " said she.

" I haven't lost," replied John. " I've

won two-pounds-ten."

" Then put it in your pocket and come

along with fne," she replied.

The sons of Israel showed fight. She faced

them fearlessly, just as she had faced the

bull, threatened them with the " Captain,"

and took John off, just as she might have

taken a purse. Then she extracted the two-

pounds-ten from him and put it in her pocket.

He played cards no more on that ship for

the very good reason that she kept an eye

on him. Also no one would play with a

man with such a wife. Other wives with

husbands on board respected her, and she

made several friends of returning South

Africans, who turned up useful enough when

they got to Durban and were on the look-out

for cheap rooms.

At Durban she accompanied John to the

office of Mr. Goldberg, to whom she had

been recommended by her cousin.

Goldberg was a land agent and knew all

about South African farming that was to

be known. He sat in an office with maps

behind him on the wall. His hair was as

black as ebony shavings and as oily as Satan's

palm. He wore gold pince-nez, and had a

thick voice ; also a big diamond ring.

Mrs. Smith sat and looked at Goldberg

and listened whilst John told of his require-

ments, and she picked up quite a lot of

information whilst Goldberg talked, also she

came to the conclusion that she did not

trust him, and that his fine office and

diamond ring were indicative of a wealth to

which she did not care to add her contribu-

tion.

She was absolutely ignorant of the South

African worldâ��of any world, indeed, beyond

the world contained in a five-mile radius of

Braintree, but her common sense warned

her, and she took John off, promising to

think things over and call another day.

Next morning they left for Johannesburg,

following a lead given to her by one of the

friends she had picked up on the Triton.

and here with the help of an hotel-keeper,

and without paying agent's fees, they picked

up some land away north near a place called

Rupertsburgâ��if I remember the name

properly.

These were the days before the Boer War,

and there was more game about then, in-

cluding big beasts, to say nothing of pythons ;

but Mrs. Smith had no fear of danger, and

five miles north-west of the little town of

Rupertsburg they took up their quarters in

an old farmhouse set in an infinity of sun-

shine and silence, and no sooner had they

settled down than Mrs. Smith discovered

they had made a mistake. It had not been

her deal; John had insisted on being master

for once and had closed on the place. I

think it was ostriches he intended to grow ;

at all events, the place was not suitable, and

they only stayed there six months, moving

back south and making a small fortune in a

way that has nothing to do with this story,

which is entirely concerned with the character

of Mrs. Smith.

Having discovered communications diffi-

cult, labour unsatisfactory, locusts frequent,

droughts a matter of course, and a python

in possession of the stable, she did not

complain, never once said " I told you so,"

but just settled down to make the best of it.

The python sitting like a demon on its

clutch of eggsâ��it was hatchingâ��did not

daunt her. She supervised the shooting of

it, had the eggs destroyed, and ordered the

place to be cleaned. Acting on the advice

of female friends, she always went about

with a revolver strapped to her belt, and the

Kaffirs, after one week of her management,

were different Kaffirs from what they had

been, and called her " Baas " mentally if not

vocally. She was sunburnt, she wore a

short skirt, her sleeves rolled up, and a

revolver at her belt; yet she was just the

same individual as the girl who had sat

beneath the hedge that summer Sunday

afternoon in the field near Braintree, just as

womanly, as decided, as brave and common-

sensical.

In a fortnight, working the unfortunate

Kaffirs as whitewashers, carpenters, roof-

menders, and housemaids, she had the place

in order and fit to be lived in.
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Sometimes she would go to the little town

five miles away to purchase things at the

store run by a German named Bloom. A

German of the old type, spectacles and all

complete, a philosophical man who came to

have a high respect for this customer, a

respect based on the wisdom exhibited by her

orders. The Boer farmers' wives used to

buy in small quantities, either from niggardli-

ness or a dislike of spending too much money

at one time, or some more recondite reason,

but Mrs. Smith bought in bulk, and so saved

journeys and the risk of disappointment, and

paid on the nail and so got a discount.

So things went on, the monotony varied by

the coming of a flight of locusts and by a

thunderstorm that sounded exactly like the

end of the world, in the middle of which,

whilst John was remembering past sins

and putting up silent prayers, Mrs. Smith

was putting out tubs to catch the rain-

water.

The next incident after that was the saving

of John's life from an ostrich.

Now, ostrich farming sounds safe and easy

work, but in reality it is equivalent to the

tending of buff Orpingtons by a man seven

inches high ; it is sometimes free from danger,

and sometimes it isn't.

Hailed from the house by the cry of " Baas !

Baas ! " she rushed out to find John on the

ground, an ostrich dancing on him, and the

Kaffirs looking on. She saved the situation

by her pluck and with the revolver.

" Lord, you have the pluck ! " said John

one day when he was convalescing.

He was about right. Nothing could

frighten this womanâ��and yet one day it

came about that she was frightened, badly

frightened, and it came about in this wise.

III.

ONE morning John saddled his horse

and rode off to the little town on some

business or another, leaving Mrs. Smith

alone ; the Kaffirs were away on some other

business, and she was alone, quite alone in

the house in the middle of that burning and

windless solitude stretching from where you

please to Bechuanaland

She was engaged in dusting, and in an

irritable mood. There was one insoluble

problem always being set for Mrs. Smith by

this old farmhouse, the problem of " Where

does the dust come from ? " It seemed to

blow in when there was no wind, and when

there was a wind it blew in worse. It

settled on everything in an equitable manner :

on the kitchen table and the crockery dogsâ��

wedding presents conveyed unsmashed seven

thousand milesâ��on the pie in course of

construction and when cooked, on the plates

on the dresser, on the dresser, on the milk-

pan and the milk in the pan. Dust had

always been her enemy, it was one of the

few things that could put her out, and this

morning as she dusted the crockery dogs

she was put out, and she could not swear.

When women learn to swear man and other

animals will undoubtedly have an easier

time and spring cleanings be robbed of much

of their misery. Swearing being impossible,

she went on with her work with increased

energy, and was just finishing off the left-

hand crockery dog when a sound from out-

side told her that someone was at the back

door. She thought it was one of the Kaffirs,

and cried " Come in," got no response, left

her dusting, crossed the kitchen, and, duster

in hand, opened the door.

Standing full fronting her was a lion !

The African lions, says an old natural

historian, are of two racesâ��one yellowish,

the other brown ; whilst the Dutch colonists

speak of the blue and black kinds.

This was neither a blue nor a black lion,

nor exactly yellow nor brown. Sandy-

coloured, perhaps, a male, and very large ;

dusty, too, from its travels ; and never,

perhaps, had the essential male and the

essential female met so squarely face to face

and so suddenly as when they stood now

facing one another across the door-sill.

But Mrs. Smith knew nothing of essential

males or females and little of lions. She

had seen pictures of them in her school-

books, and on a visit to London she had

seen the lions in Trafalgar Square. She had

a vague idea that lions eat people, and that

constituted her whole knowledge of the most

formidable of the species FclidÅ�.

What she saw now recalled nothing of all

that. She saw before her a large, honest-

looking, and rather foolish face, fuzzy and

bearded, amber-eyed, dusty, and completing,

as only an intruding male could complete,

the sum of her irritation that had been

growing all the morning.

She hit the face with her cluster and said

" Scat ! "

Then, as it ambled off, she saw the tufted

tail, and the whole figure called up in her

mind the word " lion."

She closed the door and bolted it, and

went on with her work with a better heart.

Her irritation was somehow relieved. She

had almost sworn, for one thing, and the

lion had given her something to think about

other than dust and pie-making.

She thought quite a lot about lions as

she put the duster aside and began the

preparations for dinner. She remembered

the tales about their eating people, and came

to the swift conclusionâ��leaving out man-

eatersâ��that lions are harmless.

The thing had inspired no fear in her mind,

that logical mind which derived perhaps



184

Was She ?

" She hit the (ace with her duster and said ' Scat 1 ' "

half its inspiration from instinct. She was

not frightened by the business, but she was

still to be badly frightened. In what way t

Wait.

J

IV.

OHN that morning, having ridden into

the town, called at Bloom's store, and

found the German in his shirt-sleeves
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undoing parcels that had just arrived ÐªÑ�

ox-wagon. ; ' â�¢

John had been commissioned to buy

pepper and tin-tacks, and Bloom, the univer-

sal provider, looking at'the piece of paper

on which Mrs. Smith had written her require-

ments, noted the amount of pepper requiredâ��.

one pound.

" She says she doesn't always want to be

sending in for things," said John, " and it's

better to have enough to start with."

" She's a sensible woman," said Bloom.

" These â�¢ Dutch fraus dey break a plate

and send to me for one plate, break another

and send to me for another, and zo dey go

on, journeys all the time and waste of time,

and zo it goes onâ��as if they lift round the

corner to send, and not miles away. â�¢ Now,

what I say is, a woman's house ought to be

her store, everyding to hand and enough of

it. These Dutch fraus they send to

me for half a pound of washing-soda, please,

Mr. Bloom. Mrs. Smith she orders a stone.

" Well, now, dis pepper, I haff only a

pound in the establishment, but she is wel-

come to haffâ��dÃ©se are the din-tacks. Yill

you not join me in a glass of Vanderhum ? "

John didâ��and with the parcels in his

pocket and the Vanderhum in his veins

mounted his horse and started back for home

in an optimistic mood that included himself

and the world and the awful desolation of the

sun-smitten landscape. t

Arrived at the farm, he stabled his horse

and rubbed it down ; then he entered the

house, where Mrs. Smith was taking the pie

from the oven. The dinner-table was laid

and they sat down, John putting the pepper

and tacks on the dresser and giving details

of his journey, voluble for once in his life

owing to the Vanderhum.

Towards the close of the meal Mrs. Smith,

remembering the lion and managing to get

in a word, said : â��

" Oh, 1 forgot to tell you. a lion has

been."

John dropped his knife and fork.

" Great Scot, Mary, what are you saying ?

â��a lion has beenâ��when ?"

"â�¢â�¢" He came to the back door, and I opened

it."

.4" You did ? Opened it ? A lion ? What

did you do ? "

" Nothing."

" Nothing ? "

" I didn't know what it was for a minute,

and I hit it with the duster, and it went

off."

Hit it with the dusterâ��a lion ! "

" Oh, go on with your dinnerâ��I'm m .1

hurry to clear up, There was no harm in

â�¢the thing, I could.tell that at a glance." '.

" But where did it go 'toâ��didn't you

look ? "

" Lord bless the man, what (Jo you think

my time's worth with all the things I have

to do ? It went round the corner of the

house, and I shut the door. It's far enough

by this, I expect."

" There's no knowing," said John. " It's

teai to one it will come back, at night most

likely."

He finished his meal and went off to. the

stable, where he had some carpentering work

on hand.

. He had been working an hour or so and

was putting down his saw to wipe his brow,

when a scream from the house made him

rting the saw aside and rush to the door,

Â»:

V.

â�¢ - - '

IT .was his wife's voice and she was screaming

for help.

The door of the house was openâ��he

-had left it openâ��the lion had come back

:yid it had got her. There could be no

doubt of that.

For one terrific instant John stood para-

lyzed. Love on one side of him, Death on

the other. He was a timorous man, and to

enter that house and front a lion, one had to

be as brave as a lion.

In the beat of a pendulum and as the past

comes to the drowning, his whole past stood

before him in one picture. The bull she

had saved him fromâ��the ostrich. Then,

just as though her splendid character and

courage had been injected into his mind by

a squirt, he sprang to the house-door.

The living-room was empty, the bedroom

door open. He picked up his gun that was

standing by the wall and rushed to the bed-

room door.

Mrs. Smith, wide-eyed and pale of face,

was standing on the bed, and in the corner

of.the room opposite her was crouched the

enemy, bright-eyed and long-tailed, and

evidently preparing for a rush.

<

HALF an hour later John, on a per-

spiring horse, drew up at Bloom's store

â�¢ and, leaving the horse tethered to the

post, entered.

"4My wife wants six mouse-traps," said

John.

""Six ? " said Bloom. " Zoâ��ah, well, she's

a sensible woman."
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PERPLEXITIES.

By HENRY E. DUDENEY.

535.â��THE GUARDED CHESSBOARD.

A VALUED correspondent in the United States

recently a-ked me if I could give him a solution to the

following problem: To place two rooks, two knights

two bishops, the king, and the queen on the chess-

board so that all the unoccupied squares are attacked

and all the pieces are guarded. " Somebody in this

country," he adds, " has obtained a solution with the

exception that the king and the queen are not guarded."

He gives no clue as to the author, and does not state

whether the ideal solution is known to be obtainable.

I sent him my own solution, as above, which it will

be seen equals the American one, the king and the queen

alone being unprotected by another piece ; but I also

gave him a solution in which only one of the eight

pieces is unguarded. Can the reader do this, or find

an ideal arrangement with every piece guarded by

another ?

536.â��DIVIDING BY 37.

I WANT to know whether the number 49,129.308,213

is exactly divisible by 37, or, if not, what is the remainder

when so divided. How may I do this quite easily

without any process of actual division whatever ? It

can be done by inspection in a few secondsâ��it you

know how.

537.â��A SWASTIKALAND MAP.

HERE is a little

puzzle that the

reader will pro-

bably think he

has solved at

almost the first

glance. But will

he be correct?

Swastikaland is

divided into

counties in the

icr shown in

'Uust

Maps was ordered so to colour this map of the

country that there should be a different colour on

each side of every boundary line What was the

smallest possible number of colours that he required ?

538.â��A DEAL IN EGGS.

A POULTRY-FARMER recently sold his stock of eggs

in the following manner : To his first customer he sold

one-half of his stock and half an egg ; to the second

customer he sold one-third of the remainder and a third

of an egg ; to the third customer he sold a quarter of

what remained and a quarter of an egg ; and to the

last man he sold one-fifth of what was left and a fifth

of an egg. All these sales were by the exact dozen,

at the rate of five shillings per dozen eggs. Then

he disposed of the remainder in thirteens. at five

shillings for every thirteen eggs. What is the smallest

possible number of eggs he could have sold, and what

sum did he receive for them ? Of course, as in all

such dealings with eggs, not a single egg was broken.

539.â��HALF THE ALPHABET

A CORRESPONDENT kindly gives me the name of a

hamlet in Lincolnshire composed of thirteen lettersâ��

all different. That is to say, it contains just halt the

letters of the complete alphabet. Can the reader find

this hamlet, or, better, discover some other word

containing thirteen letters all different ? Is there such

an English word in existence, apart from place-names ?

Solutions to Last Month s Puzzles.

530.â��THE SIX COTTAGERS.

IF the distances between the cottages are as follows,

in the order given, any distance from one mile up to

twenty inclusive may be found as from one cottage

to another : i, 9. 2, 3, 3, 3 miles round the circular

road.

531.â��A LITTLE SHOPPING.

IT appears that the lady was buying fancy pastries

at a confectioner's. Three at 4d. and four at 3d.

would be two shillings, and she placed a florin on the

counter in payment. Four at 4d. and three at 3d.

would, of course, cost another penny. If the purchase

had not been under one guinea, the answer three at

I4S. 4d. and four at 145. 3d., with a Â£5-piece tendered

in payment, would also answer the question.

532.â��VVORD-BUILDING.

THE word* in their order are RE. ARE, AVER,

AVERT. STARVE, SERVANT, VETERANS,

ADVENTERS, ADVENTURES. ADVENTURERS,

UNDERSERVANT, STRAND VENTURE.

533.â��BOTTLE AND CORK.

OF course, the answer is one farthing.

534.â��AN ENIGMA.

THE individual was Lot's wile.
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" The horse reared, wrenched the trap out of the ditch, and at that moment

I.

THIS is how Gemma came to know

Raphael Phare.

The whim that had led her to

motor to this infinitely remote

hamlet of the moors had expired after five

minutes' examination of its lonely bleakness.

The big and slightly furtive fellow who kept

the only shop had then given her a long list

of the things he could

not supply for her re-

freshment, and she had

been forced to fall back

on a glass of vitiated ginger-ale and a

bag of biscuits. She left the shop quickly

because, as she told herself, the big man

made her shiver. Ten minutes after she had

arrived she was in her high-power car again.



Gemma struck the man who had stepped on to the footboard."

L W. DOUGLflS nEWTOM

fLLUSTFlATEO Ð�Ð£

E.G.OAKDALE

her hand already on the starting gear, and a

great satisfaction that she could get away

from this gloomy place so easily and quickly

in her heart.

It was then she found a man standing

beside her on the footboard.

He was a genial young man, with an easy,

mundane, almost indolent air ; the sort of

neat and perfect young man who seems to be

VoL Ð«.-13

bred exclusively for social decoration and

the accomplishment of much jazz. Gemma's

first decisions about him were : (i) that his

smart clothes clashed with the scenery ;

(2) that he had managed to materialize from

nowhere in particular with an astonishing

adroitness and silence.

He seemed to understand her thoughts

as he stood on the footboard smiling in
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an amiable and polite way. And he

said :â��

" Sorry to butt in on you, an' all that, but

really, could you give me a lift ? I'd be

enormously obliged, you know."

Gemma was perfectly willing to give him a

lift, but his arrival was so unexpected she

could only say :â��

" Ohâ��oh, how muchâ��that is, how far ? "

" About thirty or forty milesâ��p'haps

fifty."

Gemma stared at him.

" Why, that would be farther than

Martindayle ! " she cried.

" No, not farther," he smiled back.

" Martindayle's the place. But "

HE seemed to be regarding Gemma with

a rather intelligent attention. She felt

abruptly that the decorative airwas not

all of him. There was something else under-

neath, something that was alert and firm and

rather forceful. She saw, too, that his hand-

someness had a lean and capable air, and

that under cover of his social smile the eyes

were curiously level and shrewd. She said,

quickly, her vivid and gallant little face

blushing under his scrutiny :â��

" That's all right. I'll take you to Martin-

dayle."

" Awful, sorry to have to ask you," he

said ; and again he said, " but "

" No need for sorrow," she told him.

" I'm going to Martindayle."

" It's that ' but,' " he said, his smile full of

social friendliness. " It'sâ��erâ��it's rather

risky."

" I know the road," said Gemma.

" I mean it's dangerous." Gemma stared

at him, wondering whether this was some

rurious form of humcur. He smiled at her

with the utmost good feeling. " I meanâ��

well, you know, half an hour ago a man was

shooting at me with a revolver, and before

that a large fellow did his best to get me with

his knife."

Gemma stared, too astonished to be any-

thing but bewildered. He went on, " Of

course, it's more than likely to happen again

between here and Martindayleâ��yes, any

number of times."

" Shooting at you ? " gasped Gemma.

" And other things. It's awful mean to

drag you in, butâ��but what am I to do ? "

Again Gemma could only stare at the pleasant

and apparently unperturbed face.

" Of course I can say ' In the name of the

law,' and so on ; but to a girl like you '

" The law ! " cried Gemma, her hazel eyes

widening. " Are you connected with the

law ? "

" Well, yes," began the young man.

Then he stopped. " Sorryâ��just a jiffy,"

he said. He slipped from the car with a

curious smooth swiftness, went across the

street with an indolence that was markedly

rapid, and confronted the large, shifty'man

of the general shop.

The large, shifty man had been acting in a

strange manner. He had stolen cautiously

to his doorway. Crouching behind what

cover he could find, he was furtively watch-

ing the young Ñ�Ñ�Ð¿. As' the young man

crossed the road he drew back as though he

would fly, then he decided to be bold. The

young man stepped up to himâ��and ama ring

things happened.

In a flash the large, shifty shopman had

snatched some sort of club from under his

apron. He swung it viciously to strike the

young man down. And the young man hit

him. The young man, without losing for a

moment his air of sunny casualness, slipped in

under that swiping club, and his right hand

drove in at the large body. The big man

staggered and mowed wildly with his left

arm, the other shifted lightly on his feet, his

left elbow came back, and he snapped a

beautifully-timed punch to the gross jaw.

The large shifty man hit his own floor-boards

with a final bump, and the younÂ» man did

not cease behaving in a strange fashion. He

stepped over the prostrate shopkeeper and

entered the shop. He crossed it calmly, and

in the most unruffled manner proceeded to

smash the telephone into a most decisive

wreck. Then he walked bacfk to the motor-

car and the astonished Gemma.

" That's the sort of thing. I mean," he said,

smiling, as though continuing a conversation

but slightly interrupted. " Only it won't be

a club ; it'll probably be pistols or guns."

" You meanâ��men will try to kill you

between here and Martindayle ? " she gasped.

" That's it," he smiled. " And you'd be

dragged into it."

" Butâ��but " she cried. " It doesn't

sound real ! "

"Oh.it is. Really it's quite logical. If

they don't stop my getting to Martindayle,

then some of those men will be hanged. It's

really only business for them to out me."

" Get in ! " cried Gemma. " Get in

quickly ! I'll take you to Martindayle. I

drove a car in France, you know," she

added. " Being shot at won't be altogether

novel." Her hand went out, and under its

touch the great car began to vibrate with

awakened life.

At that moment Ñ� motor-cycle came snort-

ing into the village behind them. It rushed

half-way down the street. It stopped with

a jerk. Its rider sprang from it, stared for

an instant at the young man on the foot-

board, and then his hand snatched at bis

pocket. The young man on the footboard

sprang into the car. He cried, " Get going,

quick ! " The great car moved. Behind
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them the motor-cyclist had whipped his

hand from his pocket, and in it was a pistol.

He was firing at them. Gemma saw three

flecks of dust leap up from the roadway in

front, heard something hit the back of the

motor with a loud whack. She spun the car

round on to a side road, where the houses

would cut off the line of fire.

II.

THE great car lunged with its pulsing

speed up the side road. Gemma had

opened out, and they were covering the

ground in giant leaps.

Gemma, her firm little wrists resolutely

controlling the kicking wheel, her eves

bright and keen with excitement, was con-

scious that the genial young man by her

side was kneeling on the seat, but it was

only when she heard the " snap-snap-snap "

of an automatic pistol that she realized he

was quite sedately firing at the cyclist.

They kicked and roared downward through

a cutting. The young man sat clown ; he

leant across so that his shoulder touched

hers ; she could feel the warmth of his face

on her neck as he said into her ear :â��

" Missed the beggar. Pace and bumps

against fine shooting. 'Fraid he's off to

rouse the clans."

Gemma shouted back :â��

" No matter. We're off the main road.

We can make Martinclayle by side roadsâ��

get round behind them. This road leads to a

little place called Gricton. There are several

tracks there by which we can dodge them."

" Oh," shouted the young man, " he'll

telephone to Gricton." He had a map on

his knee by now. His finger traced the route

of the motor-cyclist to a house. " He's

making for that ; he'll send out a general

S.O.S. from there."

Gemma slowed in order to get some ink-

ling of the rather amazing facts this cool

young man was suggesting.

" But Grictonâ��one of the last villages on

earth ? " she cried.

" Oh, they're in Gricton," he answered.

" Are they everywhere, then ? " she cried,

startled.

" They are. They're all round this dis-

trict." In her amazement Gemma slowed

the great car to a walk.

" What are we up againstâ��an army ? "

she demanded.

His eyes were examining her with intelli-

gent appraisement, his lips smiling pleasantly

all the while.

" Something like that," he said. " The

biggest criminal 'organization in modern

times, anyhow. He pointed to his map ;

near the hamlet, Merrivale, they had just

left, there were some markings in pen and

ink. " That's the headquarters of the gang.

It's an old munition factory, in which some

sort of modern industry is supposed to be

carried on. It's merely a sort of base and

clearing-house of the gang. In all the vil-

lages within easy radius of it are members of

the gang, most of them covering up their

real activities in the manner of that fatted

shopkeeper I have just been brusque with.

That is why I wrecked his telephone, not

because I wanted to stop a general alarmâ��

that's already gone outâ��but to cover up my

line of flight. That wretched motor-cyclist

has upset tilings properly. The whole dis-

trict will be jumping with rogues. We've

got to run through a regular barrage of 'em.

All we can do now is dodge."

Gemma, who had been looking at the map

in off moments from steering, said :â��

" And we will dodge ! Look, by taking

to the moor, we can cut across to the little

lane there which meanders eastward. It

crosses the main road to Martindayle at a

lonely placeâ��I remember itâ��and there it

is wandering south and east. We can get

under Martindayle from the east by taking

one of that network of side roads. That will

fool them. They'll get information that we

are running west through Gricton. They'll

never dream we've taken to the moors and

doubled on our tracks."

" Can you get across the moors ? "

" It's bumpy, but it's feasible ; anyhow,

it is a chance to fool your gang, and, ves, it's

not a bad alternative to being shot at."

The young man, after examining the map,

let out a vivid laugh.

" I really was lucky to meet you. You

seem to be quite the right sort of person to

encounter in a crisis. You're "

" Hold tight," cried Gemma. " This is

where the bumps begin. I'm going to turn

on to the moor."

With a long, slithering double leap the

great car was on the grassy flats of the open

moor. They had to go forward at reduced

speed, and even at that they were tossed

about on the padded seat as though they

were in a row-boat on a lopping sea. It was

a risky and tossing run, in which breath

was held too often to enable conversations

to be kept up.

But though they did not speak, each was

acutely conscious of the other. Gemma was

realizing the clean, lean, good looks and the

astonishing capacity of the apparently indo-

lent young man at her side. The young man

at her side had very little to do but to enjoy

the exquisite outline of her delicate and yet

gallant little profile, her warm and generous

lips, exquisitely lined, the soft eyes with their

entrancing lashes, and the irreverently-

tipped but wholly adorable little nose. A

very absorbing, delicious, and vital faceâ��his

time was well spent.
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' The young man on the footboard cried : ' Get going, quick ! ' Behind them the motor-

Presently they came to the fillet of the

by-lane, and had to dodge about to find a

cart-ramp across the evil little ditch. They

came on one suddenly, and with a brilliant

dexterity that made him cry out in admira-

tion Gemma brought the great car in a

sweeping double turn on to the roadway. In

a rush of miles they sprang along this, the

great engine purring and lilting in a song of

epeed. Through little coppices and over

and down easy hills, by bleak houses and

amid empty plains of grass they rocked and

swung, curved and flowed onward at a glory

of pace. Standing things blurred under the

eyes as they rushed upon and by them.

They could hear the wind throating over the

shield with a roar almost as deep as the song

of the cylinders. Then :â��

" Beyond that copse, down-hill, is the

place where we cross the Martindayle road.

Shall we stop ? " shouted Gemma.

" We'll stop," said the young man.

" Field-glasses in the pocket beside you,"

said Gemma.

" I was lucky to meet you ! " laughed the

young man again. They reached the trees,

the girl slipped the car well into the shade,

and then they were both out among the trees

looking down at the broad band of road that

ran along the floor of the valley just beneath

them.

" Our lane crosses there, you see," pointed

Gemma, " and climbs and turns "

" Our friends, I think," said the young

man, pointing to the north. Gemma saw a

big car travelling at no very great pace along

the Martindayle road. It was coming towards

them, making apparently for Martindayle.

The young man was already examining

it carefully through the field-glasses. He

said, " It was quite the wisest thing, that

stop. Look 1 "
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cyclist was firing. Gemma heard something hit the back of the motor with a loud whack."

The great car came with an almost painful

slowness along the main road. The five men

in it were sparing no pains, and their careful

search had a terrible suggestion of efficiency

in it. Although Gemma and the young man

were well hidden by the trees and bushes, the

girl had a nervous feeling that she must

appear as large and as palpable as a giant

advertisement. She stirred as though to get

back deeper into cover.

" Don't move," said the young man.

" They can't see us as we are, but any move-

ment shows up astonishingly. Can't help

admiring their thoroughness, can one ?

They leave absolutely nothing to chanceâ��â�¢

that's the military training in 'em."

" Military training ? Are they "

" Oh, a collection of redoubtable bad hats

an' so on, many of 'em having seen service.

The whole thing is organized on military

lines, a most wonderful business, as rotten as

things can be, but running on clockwork.

That's why it's so formidable. That's why

it mast be smashed. But they aren't

Johnnies to be careless with."

The car crawled with its painful care along

the main road. As Gemma watched it she

felt growing within her a terror that seemed

to keep pace in expansion with the slow move-

ment of the car. It was a terror she would

not have felt if she had dashed hot-blooded

into an excitement of danger, but this cold-

hearted, calculated procedure made her crawl

with fear. Her breath caught, she looked

away, anywhere rather than watch that

creeping motor-car. She found she was

looking into the eyes of the young man.

There was an immense reassurance in the

candid, friendly imperturbability of his blue

eyes. He looked into hers and smiled. He

put out his hand and rested it on hers.

" Jumpy work, eh ? " he said. " But, I
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?ay, you have got tremendous grit." A

touch of immense stimulation, words im-

mensely encouraging. Gemma smiled and

felt much better at once. Then the young

man said, " I say, will you take charge of

these two books ? " He dipped into a big

pocket inside his coat, brought out two small

but fat ledgers, which had, apparently, been

at one time locked, but now had their locks

burst off. Gemma looked at him. " This

is the evidenceâ��names, details of plunder,

amounts, notes of the different coupsâ��in

fact, all the facts to smash that gang are in

those two books. Get them into the hands

of the police somehow. Say Raphael Phare

gave them to you. But whatever you do,

don't let those blackguards get 'em back.

Make a getaway while I hold 'em off. Dash

straight down this road and past their car,

which will be standing stillâ��that would be

the best, while I'm making 'em chase me

across the moors, I mean."

Gemma stared down at the fateful books

in her hand, up to his face again.

" But whyâ��why "

The young man smiled, slipped his pjstol

out of his pocket, and put in a full clip of

cartridges. Gemma followed his gaze down-

hill.

The big car had stopped. It had stopped

at the crossing where their own road cut

across. Even as she looked two men

jumped out.

III.

GEMMA felt her heart beating suffo-

catingly in her throat. The sight of

those men getting out of the car, look-

ing uphill in their direction, seemed to make

every nerve in her body scream. The young

man was saying :â��

" Creep back now. You'll know when to

start when you hear the shooting. I'll strike

across the moor to the left there, where the

ground dips, and they'll be cut off by the hill

from sight of the lane. When you hear me

fire the whole of my clip without pausing, let

her rip." He glanced down at the high road

again. " But, I say, one moment."

The men who had jumped from the car

were behaving strangely. They had looked

up the hill, but they made no attempt to

come up the lane. Instead, they bent down

examining the ground with a most intent

care.

" Looking for tyre tracks," said Raphael

Phare. " They are just making certain that

a car has not crossed or turned into the road

from this lane. They don't really know

what has happened to us yet. They are

only taking just ordinary, businesslike pre-

cautions. Admirable scoundrels, eh ? I

thought soâ��they are oft to the next lane.

Good job we hadn't crossed."

Even as he was speaking the two men had

returned to the big car, it had started, and

once more it crept down the main road, the

two men with the field-glasses examining

every inch of the countryside as it went.

Gemma and Raphael Phare waited until it

was well round a bend. Raphael Phare held

aloft a damp finger, and with a " Wind in

our favour ; they won't hear us ; let her

go ! " they started on their headlong rush

down-hill. In ten minutes they were across

the main road, tearing at a quite reckless

speed over the dangerously uneven track

that would bring them round under Martin-

dayle from the east instead of the west.

Raphael Phare, with the map on his knees,

was studying their route. Presently, when

the road got a trifle better, and human inter-

course was more possible, he drew attention

to a small collection of spots clustered about

their path.

" We overlooked that little one, I fear," he

said.

" Greenwark," she answered, after a dart-

ing glance. " Just a collection of houses,

that's all."

" A little more than that," he said, evenly.

" The innkeeper and his male staff "

" Even there ! " she cried. And then, " I

can take to the moors again."

" No good," he answered. " We're in the

elbow of that idiot stream, the Reedburn ;

there are no bridges, and we can't ford it.

We'll have to risk it."

" There's a nasty double turn in Green-

wark, and that will make us go slow."

" Well, I hope they haven't been "phoned."

" Why should they be 'phonedâ��or rather,

why should they expect us to head in this

direction ? "

" They'll be ready for us heading in any

direction. By this time, too, they'll have

known we haven't arrived in Gricton. That'll

tell them we've doubled back somewhere.

So a general warning will be flashed to all the

villages to be ready for us."

" A general warningâ��all the villages ! "

cried Gemma. " It sounds incredible."

" Sounds like a ' movie ' scheme of things,

doesn't it ? Only I'm afraid it's true. You

see, it is a beast of a big gang, something

quite amazingly widespread in its organiza-

tion. Itâ��but I had better give you the

whole facts."

" Ought you ? " she cried ; for, after all,

she knew his work was official, and therefore

probably secret.

" It's the least I can do," he cried, and she

knew he was smiling, felt the friendliness of

him against her shoulder. " And thenâ��if

you know, it may be helpful."

" Oh, I want to knowâ��if I may."

" Well, perhaps you've noticed there has

been a rash of big robberies in the last six

months. The Kendal Bank robberv of
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twenty thousand pounds was one oÃ them.

That time when the biggest jewellers in

Nottingham were cleared from strong-room

to attic was another. Then there were the

big goods robberies from the railway-sheds at

Hullampton, and the warehouse burglaries

in a score of manufacturing towns.

There's the widespread forgery of notes,

tooâ��all that sort of thing. There were worse

thingsâ��the Gold Shipment robbery had a

murder, in it, and so did the raid on the

Preston pay-roll ; there have, in fact, been

a number of ven,- ugly happenings. Andâ��I

won't bore you with all the detailsâ��1, that is

we, gradually became certain that the whole

of these crimes could be grouped together.

They had a certain method that indicatedâ��

well, one gang as the author of the lot. That

is the theory I have been working on for some

time."

" You working on it ? " said Gemma, for

he seemed to her so utterly unlike any detec-

tive she had ever heard or read of.

" Yes ; crime's my regular work. I'm a

detective. Found I had a gift for that sort

of thing when I was on the Intelligence in

France. But this business : I followed

out my theory, and presently I found I was

right. There was a big gang, a tremendously

big gang, at work. I found heaps of clues

that led me up to Merrivale, to get the facts."

" By yourself ? "

" Couldn't show a crowd, you know. With

scoundrels in every one of these villages we

had to tread after the manner of the delicate

Agag. And my going there wasn't so diffi-

cult. 1 turned up as a factory inspector,

took a room, and in the most casual way

began to inspect. You see, that big f acton-

is-a very good camouflage. There's quite a

lot of legitimate work going on there. Elec-

trical fittings and fixtures and any amount

of small things in brass and metals are made

there. Real work to cover up the coming

and going of lorries with plunder, and the

use of the sheds as storage, as well as an

excuse for keeping any n uni lier of men about.

In a general sense, that big factory is what

I said it was, a G.H.Q. The chief brains, a

real sort of headquarter staff, live there and

plan robberies for all over the country. They

plan long and well. The men in the factory

go to wherever the burglary is to be. The

thing is pulled off. They get the stuff

secretly by lorries to this place, and from

there it is cleared gradually and carefully

throughout not merely this country but

the world. It really is a gigantic and beauti-

fully systematized organizationâ��burglary

carried on in the joint-stock manner. The

men grouped in the villages about are there

for definite ends. They are workers with

the gang, they act as spies and guards, they

help to put plunder into circulation through

their shopsâ��notes, for example, or jewellery

that has been broken up and then redesigned,

and so on. Oh, it's an elaborate and beauti-

ful and dangerous concern, I can assure you."

" And you went into that lions' den alone

â��and beat them ! "

" Well, yes, I did. I spent best part of

a week poking round. That wasn't really

hard. You see, my casual and decorative

air convinced 'em I couldn't possibly be

dangerousâ��they thought I was some ass of

a relativo of a Minister who had been pushed

into a cushy inspector's job. There you

are, then. I wandered about an' found out

what I wantedâ��the place where these books

were kept. It was a-sort of secret office, and

so I went along and gelignitecl the safe and

got the books. I had to run for it, but I had

fixed up a hiding-place, and I w as able to

spend an hour or so going into those books.

They made me understand how anxious the

gang would be to get me. They form a

complete case."

Gemma interrupted him.

Do you think these people in front

belong to the gang ? "

IV.

THF.IR rush had now carried them to

the outskirts of the village of Green-

wark. The street narrowed to the dan-

gerous turn, and in the narrowest part of the

street three men and a trap were doing

strange things. The horse in the trap was

backing and sidling all over the place. The

men appeared in difficulties, but one glance

at them showed that they were not really in

difficulties, showed why Gemma had felt

they might be enemies. It was not the horse

that was restive, the driver was the man

responsible for his antics, though he was

covering up his manner of handling the reins

cunningly. Just when the motor slowed

and came upon them the crisis was reached.

The trap swung broadside to the road, its

wheels went bump into the ditch, the whole

concern stopped, completely blocking the

fairway.

The men sprang from the trap, apparently

saw the motor for the first time, and came

towards it with anxiously waving hands.

" Can you stop your car, sir ? " cried one

man. " That old horse is frightened o'

motors." Another man came forward and

stood by the car on Gemma's side.

'' Go back, my friends, and swing youi

horse round," said Raphael. " We'll get

by." The man who had spoken hesitated.

His hand went down to his pocket. Raphael

passed what she afterwards found to be a

life preserver into Gemma's hand. He did

it secretly. He said to the man, " I say, is

this right for Martindayle ? I'm rather in a

hurry."
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The man stepped close up to the car, his

hand definitely to his pocket. The man

next Gemma moved up to the splash-board.

Gemma being a mere girl, he kept his eyes

mainly on Raphael.

" Oh, you're goin' to Martindayle, are

you ? " growled the first fellow. And he

stopped growling. He was looking down

the barrel of Raphael's automatic. He made

a spasmodic movement, turned, ran, plucked

out his pistol, fired it wildly. Raphael fired,

and he went down. The horse reared at the

shot, wrenched the trap out of the ditch,

turned, and tore down the village street,

knocking over the man who stood by its

head. At that moment Gemma struck the

man at her side. The man at her side had

l)een foolish. He had stepped on to the foot-

board and made a lunge at Raphael, a lunge

that was too late as well as too short. He

had ignored Gemma. Gemma felt her heart

sick, but she slipped her arm free in a flash,

lifted it, and brought the preserver down.

It was not a decisive blow, but the preserver

was weighted with lead. The man went

limp over the steering wheel. Gemma was

staring, half sobbing, when Raphael tossed

the unconscious figure out of the car and

with a firm grasp brought Gemma's hands

to the wheel. She understood at once.

They went through the difficult village of

Greenwark perilously but safely.

NOW, obviously, it was a race against

enemies, a race in which their op-

ponents must be tricked and baffled

if they were to get through at all. The

man who had been knocked down had

risen and run off almost at once. He

would give the general alarm. They

dodged and doubled along the roads. At

a junction, instead of striking .east and

south towards Martindayle, they whipped

north and west again. They curved round

at racing speed until they had circled their

own track. They crossed the Martindayle

road above their old crossing, and, taking

wildly to the bumpy moor, pushed to the side

lanes of the west.

They saw men moving after them. The

country was quick with them. They would

appear in the distance, and they would shout

and shoot. Once a motor-cyclist swept

round a bend upon them. He yelled at the

sight of them, tried to check his machine.

They could see his frantic anxiety. Gemma's

hand had flashed to the brake, for the lane

was narrow. Raphael snatched it awav.

With an exquisite touch he deflected the

great car on to the cyclist. Their mud-

guards touched him, and man and machine

were flung terribly into the hedge.

Again, on a broad stretch of road a great

car came roaring after them. They knew of

it by the sudden" whipping of a bullet over

their heads. A second came, clipping the

brass of the wind-screen, starring the glass.

Raphael was up at once, and firing back.

He didn't kill anything, as he said, but he

made them shaky. Bullets whistled by,

well out of range. As he fired he yelled, " A

Rolls-Royceâ��can you beat it ? "

" No ! " she shouted back. They swept on,

thundering at an almost maniac rush of

speed ; the great car behind creeping up,

creeping up. It overtook them relentlessly.

Raphael crouched, steadying his pistol.

Abruptly he loosed the whole of a clip. He

paused, looking back. Gemma was aware of

a definite cessation of noise. Raphael slipped

down beside her.

" In the radiator, every one. That settles

them."

They passed through a hamlet, where a

man flung a small barrel across their path,

and missed by a fraction. " That's Kam-

sing," cried Gemma. Raphael examined the

map. " Nearly home ! " he cried. " Another

fifteen miles only to Martindayle."

They swept on. They kept to the main

road now, risking all. Down out of the

village and away they rushed, through a

bunch of trees that went by in a haze and

a roar, twisted, straightened, leaped with a

stride on to open and wild countryâ��and

Gemma shouted.

She shouted and grabbed at the brakes,

and was too late. On the road, across the

road, lay a number of planks, and in the

planks w-ere nails. The tyres took them,

whipped them up. There were ghastly

noises of brake and shattering metal and

expiring tyres. The great car lurched and

heaved, staggered across the road, slid with

a sickening' crash into the high bank.

At that moment men on the farther side

of the road began shooting.

Raphael dragged Gemma out of the car,

urged her up the bank. He turned and fired

twice. A man toppled out of the gorse acrcss

the road, fell floundering down tlie bank to

the road. Raphael fired again, turned, and

his powerful arm practically lifted the slight

girl up the bank and into the scrub beyond.

They dived into the bushes, keeping low.

A man ran out of the gorse across the roarl.

Raphael fired, and the man scuttled back.

They wormed and dodged through the scrub.

Out" of the bush before them a man started

up, shouted, and fired. Raphael dived for

him, crashed into his middle fists and he.i-1

and shoulders, striking sick"

fool went down. He *â�¢

Raphael Phare struck *

of his pistol, and '

going

the
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" Raphael urged Gemma up the bank. He turned and fired twice.

down the bank to the road."

A man fell floundering
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cartridges in the man's coat. Thus,

when they heard men tearing through the

bushes behind them, both fired, Gemma

imitating the slight sweeping movement of

Raphael's hands. They heard a scream and

the crash of a heavy body into the scrub, and

then a man running back.

On the road they heard the roar and rush

of a hurtling car. There was shouting, and

the car stopped ; they heard the bustle of

men piling out. A voice shouted, " They're

lower down the road ; lower down. This way;

come on ! " They heard the stamping of

feet going in the direction of Martindayle.

They immediately turned and worked back

along their tracks.

Gemma followed the lithe young man as

he moved swiftly, showing not a sign of

himself. She noted that he was moving in

the direction of the road. Behind them they

could hear the movements of men beating a

way through the bushes. It was getting

distant. There were no shouts. They pressed

towards the road. Gemma wondered what

this nimble-witted young man was up to.

She soon saw.

They came to the road. On the road was

the figure of the man who had been shot.

There was their wrecked car. Almost along-

side their car was a big motor ; its engine

was running, and it was empty. Its chauf-

feur was up on the bank, pistol in hand,

staring under his palm over the bushes, fol-

lowing the movements of his brother rogues.

He was in an excellent position to reach his

car at a bound. He was in an excellent

position for Raphael to reach him. The

young man touched Gemma's hand, and she

remained quiet in the bushes, and in a

moment he was gone. There was not a sound,

not a sign. Suddenly his lean figure shot out

of the scrub and on to the chauffeur. There

was a swinging and terrible blow, and the

fellow went down. Gemma reached the car

only a second after Raphael. They clambered

into it. They started it. They slipped down

the road, well under the bank. They gathered

speed. Suddenly a man sprang into view,

shouted, and fired. They opened out, rushed

towards Martindayle at top speed.

Three miles on, they met a motor-wagonette.

It was full of policemen. They had had word,

of course, of Raphael Phare's dangerous mis-

sion to the munition factory, and, having had

tho report that there were strange happenings

and shooting in that district, they had put

two and two together and sent a good force

out along the Martindayle road.

Raphael Pliare immediately joined them.

Gemma was sent back with a policeman in

the car they had commandeered, with in-

structions to send more policemen, and to

carry the secret books to quarters where

immediate action could be taken on the

information they contained. It was a part-

ing as hurried as had teen the meeting.

And yet there was something more in itâ��a

lifetime of emotions seemed to have been

packed into their short companionship. She

saw him go, and she knew an acute anxiety

that he should be going back to that factory,

to that gang of criminals, to dangerâ��per-

haps to death. She felt that for one so

young, so clever, so good-looking to go back

to death was terrible. Andâ��and she wanted

to know so much about him. So, as the car

started, she ran beside it and put out her

hand and cried :â��

" Come backâ��come back ! " And both

of them lixiked, for one of those moments

that seem to be made up of eternities, into

each other's eyes, and their hands gripped

hard and lingered in the grip. And he

smiled back at her, his old genial, assured

smile.

HE came to her house in two days. She

rose from her chair in the big drawing-

room and went towards lum, smiling

and blushing.

" You came throughâ��splendid ! And you

beat them ? "

" We've smashed 'em. We've got three

of the leaders of the headquarter staff, so to

speak ; three are dead, and the other two

we'll catch all right, I fancy. Those books

help us. As for the rest of the gang "

" Three killed ! " she cried, her breath

catching. " There was a fight ? "

An episode," be smiled. " It began by

wanting to be a fight. They thought a mere

wagonette-load of police was a small proposi-

tion. But when policemen in cars began to

-arrive from all points of the compass it

became a mere scramble. They scrambled.

We've got most of them and all the loot and

all the plans. And what we haven't got

we'll clear up easily enough. That gang's

done for."

" And all through you ! " she cried, her

face bright.

I think you had quite a lot to do with

it, too," he smiled back.

" Me ! " she breathedâ��" me ! And that

reminds meâ��you've found me. And I didn't

even tell you my name."

" I know it now," he said. " It's the

jolliest kind of name."

" Is it ? "

" Gemma," he said. " Plucky, delicious

little Gemma." He walked to her and stood

close.

" Howâ��how did you find out how toâ��to

find me ? " she said, softly.

" Detecting," he said, '" is my job. Any

detective can find anything ifâ��â�� "

" If he wants it as hard as I want Gemma."
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WITH MORE FAIRY PHOTOGRAPHS

This article was written by Sir A. Conan Doyle before actual photo-

graphs of fairies were known to exist. His departure for Australia

prevented him from revising the article in the new light which has so

strikingly strengthened his case. We are glad to be able to set before

our readers two new fairy photographs, taken by the same girls, but

of more recent date than those which created so much discussion

when they were published in our Christmas number, and of even

greater interest and importance. They speak for themselves.

WE are accustomed to the idea of

amphibious creatures who may

dwell unseen and unknown in the

depths of the waters, and then

some day be spied sunning themselves upon

a sandbank, whence they slip into the unseen

once more. If such appearances were rare,

and if it should so happen that some saw

them more clearly than others, then a very

pretty controversy would arise, for the

sceptics would say, with every show of reason,

" Our experience is that only land creatures

live on the land, and we utterly refuse to

believe in things which slip in and out of the

water : if you will demonstrate them to us

we will begin to consider the question."

Faced by so reasonable an opposition, the

others could only mutter that they had seen

them with their own eyes, but that they

could not command their movements. The

sceptics would hold the field.

Something of the sort may exist in our

psychic arrangements. One can well imagine

that there is a dividing line, like the water

edge, this line depending upon what we

vaguely call a higher rate of vibrations.

Taking the vibration theory as a working

hypothesis, one could conceive that by raising

Copyright, 1921,

or lowering them, creatures could move from

one side to the other of this line of material

visibility, as the tortoise moves from the

water to the land, returning for refuge to

invisibility as the reptile scuttles back to the

surf. This, of course, is supposition, but

intelligent supposition based on the available

evidence is the pioneer of science, and it may

be that the actual solution will be found in

this direction. I am alluding Ð�Ð�Ð�Ð£, not to

spirit return, where seventy years of close

observation has given us some sort of

certain and definite laws, but rather to those

fairv and phantom phenomena which have

been endorsed by so many ages, and still

even in these material days seem to break

into some lives in the most unexpected

fashion.

Victorian science would have left the

world hard and clean and bare, like a land-

scape in the moon ; but this science is in

truth but a little, light in the darkness, and

outside that limited circle of definite know-

ledge we see the loom and shadow of gigantic

and fantastic possibilities around us, throw-

ing themselves continually across our con-

sciousness in such ways that it is difficult to

ignore them.

by A. Conan Doyle.
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MY OWN CHILDREN HAVE SEEN THEM.

There is much curious evidence of varying

value concerning these borderland forms,

wliich come or go either in fact or imagina-

tion-â��the latter most frequently, no doubt.

And yet there remains a residue which, by

all human standards, should point to occa-

sional fact. Lest I should be too diffuse, I

limit myself in this essay to the fairies, and

passing all the age-long tradition, which is

so universal and consistent, come down to

some modern instances which make one feel

that this world is very much more complex

than we had imagined, and that there may

be upon its surface some very strange neigh-

bours who will open up inconceivable lines

of science for our posterity, especially if it

should be made easier for them, by sympathy

or other help, to emerge from the deep and

manifest upon the margin.

Taking a large number of cases which lie

before me, there are two points which are

common to nearly all of them. One is that

children claim to see these creatures far more

frequently than adults. This may possibly

come from greater sensitiveness of appre-

hension, or it may depend upon these little

entities having less fear of molestation from

the children. The other is, that more cases

are recorded in which they have been seen

in the still, shimmering hours of a very hot

day than at any other time. " The action

of the sun upon the brain," says the sceptic.

Possiblyâ��and also possibly not. If it were

a question of raising the slower vibration

of our surroundings one could imagine that

still, silent heat would be the very condition

which might favour such a change. What

is the mirage of the desert ? \Vhat is that

scene of hills and lakes which a whole cara-

van can see while it faces in a direction where

for a thousand miles of desert there is neither

hill nor lake, nor any cloud or moisture to

produce refraction ? I can ask the question,

but I do not venture to give an answer. It

is clearly a phenomenon which is not to be

confused with the erect or often inverted

image which is seen in a land of clouds and

of moisture.

If the confidence of children can be gained

and they are led to speak freely, it is sur-

prising how many claim to have seen fairies.

My younger family consists of two little boys

and one small girl, very truthful children,

each of whom tells with detail the exact

circumstances and appearance of the crea-

ture. To each it happened only once, and

in each case it was a single little figure, twice

in the garden, once in the nursery. Inquiry

among friends shows that many children

have had the same experience, but they close

up at once when met by ridicule and in-

credulity. Sometimes the shapes are unlike

those which they would have gathered from

picture-books. " Fairies are like nuts and

moss," sa'ys one child in Lady Glenconner'^

charming study of family life. My own

children differ in the height of the creatures,

which may well vary, but in their dress they

are certainly not unlike the conventional

idea, which, after all, may also be the true

one.

"I SAW LEGIONS OF DWARFS."

There are many people who have a recol-

lection of these experiences of their youth,

and try afterwards to explain them away on

material grounds which do not seem adequate

or reasonable. Thus in his excellent book

on folk-lore, the Rev. S. Baring-Gould gives

us a personal experience which illustrates

several of the points already mentioned.

" In the year 1838," he says, " when I was a

small boy of four years old, we were driving

to Montpelier on a hot summer day over the

long straight road that traverses a pebble

and rubble strewn plain on which grows

nothing save a few aromatic herbs. I was

sitting on the box with my father when, to

my great surprise, I saw legions of dwarfs of

about two feet high running along beside the

horses ; some sat laughing on the pole, some

were scrambling up the harness to get on the

backs of the horses. I remarked to my

father what I saw, when he abruptly stopped

the carriage and put me inside lx?side my

mother, where, the conveyance being closed,

I was out of the sun. The effect was that,

little by little, the host of imps diminished

in number till they disappeared altogether."

Here, certainly, the advocates of sunstroke

have a strong, though by no means a final,

case. Mr. Baring-Gould's next illustration is

a sounder one.

" When my wife was a girl of fifteen," he

says, " she was walking down a lane in York-

shire, between green hedges, when she saw

seated in one of the privet hedges a little

green man, perfectly well made, who looked

at her with his beady black eyes. He was

about a foot or fifteen inches high. She was

so frightened that she ran home. She

remembers that it was a summer day."

A girl of fifteen is old enough to be a good

witness, and her flight and the clear detail of

her memory point to a real experience.

Again we have the suggestion of a hot day.

Baring-Gould has yet a third case. " One

day a son of mine," he says, " was sent into

the garden to pick pea-pods for the cook to

shell for dinner. Presently he rushed into

the house as white as chalk to say that wlu'le

he was thus engaged, and standing between

the rows of peas, he saw a little man wearing

a red cap, a green jacket, and brown knee-

breeches, whose face was old and wan, and

who had a grey beard and eves as black and
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ALICE AND THE LEAPING FAIRY.

The fairy is leaping up from leaves below and hovering for a moment Hi

had done so three or four times. Rising a little higher than before, Alice

thought it would touch her face and involuntarily tossed her head back.

Fairy is in dose-filling costume, with lavender-coloured wings.

Photographed by Irii. August 26. 1920. Copyright by E. L, Gardner.

hard as sloes. He stared so intently at the

boy that the latter took to his heels."

Here, again, the pea-pods show that it was

summer, and probably in the heat of the

day. Once again the detail is very exact

and corresponds closely, as I shall presently

show, to some independent accounts. Mr.

Baring-Gould is inclined to put all these down

to the heat conjuring up the familiar pictures

of fairy books, but some further evidence

may cause the reader to doubt this

explanation.

"PROVED TO ME THE EXISTENCE

OF FAIRIES."

Let us compare with these stories the very

ilirect evidence of Mrs. Violet Tweedale,

whose courage in making public the result

of her own remarkable psychic faculties

should meet with recognition from every

student of the subject. Our descendants

will hardly realize the difficulty which now

exists of getting first-hand evidence with

names attached, for they will have outgrown

the state when the cry of " fake " and

" fraud " and " dupe " is raised at once

against any observer, however honourable

and moderate, by people who know little or

nothing of the subject. Airs. Tweedale says :â��

" I had a wonderful little experience some

five years ago which proved to me the exist-

ence of fairies. One summer afternoon I was

walking alone along the avenue of Lupton

House, Devonshire. It was an absolutely

still dayâ��not a leaf moving, and all Nature

seemed to sleep in the hot sunshine. A few
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yards in front of me my eye was attracted,

by the violent movements of a single long

blade-like leaf of a wild iris. This leaf was

swinging and bending energetically, while

the rest of the plant was motionless. Expect-

ing to see a field-mouse astride it, I stepped

very softly up to it. What was my delight

to see a tiny green man. He was about five

inches long, and was swinging back down-

wards. His tiny green feet, which appeared

to be green-booted, were crossed over the

leaf, and his hands, raised behind his head,

also held the blade. I had a vision of a

merry little face and something red in the

form of a cap on the head. For a full

minute he remained in view, swinging on the

leaf. Then he vanished. Since then I have

several times seen a single leaf moving vio-

lently while the rest of the plant remained

motionless, but I have never again been

able to see the cause of the movement."

Here the dress of the fairy, green jacket

and red cap, is exactly the same as was

described independently by Baring-Gould's

son, and again we have the elements of heat

and stillness. It may be fairly answered

that many artists have drawn the fairies in

such a dress, and that the colours may in

this way have been impressed upon the

minds of both observers. In the bending

iris we have something objective, however,

which cannot easily be explained away as a

cerebral hallucination, and the whole incident

seems to me an impressive piece of evidence.

A lady with whom I have corresponded,

Mrs. H., who is engaged in organizing work

of the most responsible kind, has had an

experience which resembles that of Mrs.

Tweedale. " My only sight of a fairy," she

says, " was in a large wood in West Sussex

about nine years ago. He was a little crea-

ture about half a foot high, dressed in leaves.

The remarkable thing about his face was

that no soul looked through his eyes. He

was playing about in long grass and flowers

in an open space." Once again, summer is

indicated. The length and colour of the

creature correspond with Mrs. Tweedale's

account, while the lack of soul in the eyes

may be compared with the " hard " eyes

described by young Baring-Gould.

One of the most gifted clairvoyants in

England was the late Mr. Turvey, of Bourne-

mouth, whose book, " The Beginnings of

Seership," should be in the library of every

student. Mr. Lonsdale, of Bournemouth, is

also a well-known sensitive. The latter has

given me the following account of an incident

which he observed some years ago in the

presence of Mr. Turvey.

"DO YOU SEE THEM?"

" I was sitting," says Mr. Lonsdale, " in his

company in his garden at Branksome Park.

We sat in a hut which had an open front

looking on to the lawn. We had been per-

fectly quiet for some time, neither talking nor

moving, as was often our habit. Suddenly I

was conscious of a movement on the edge of

the lawn, which on that side went up to a

grove of pine trees. Looking closely, I saw-

several little figures dressed in brown peering

through the bushes. They remained quiet

for a few minutes and then disappeared. In

a few seconds a dozen or more small people

about two feet in height, in bright clothes

and with radiant faces, ran on to the lawn,

dancing hither and thither. I glanced at

Turvey to see if he saw anything, and

whispered, ' Do you see them ? ' He nodded.

These fairies played about, gradually ap-

proaching the hut. One little fellow, bolder

than the others, came to a croquet hoop

close to the hut and, using the hoop as a

horizontal bar, turned round and round it,

much to our amusement. Some of the others

watched him, while others danced about,

not in any set dance, but seemingly moving

in sheer joy. This continued for four or five

minutes, when suddenly, evidently in re-

sponse to some signal or warning from those

dressed in brown, who had remained at the

edge of the lawn, they all ran into the wood.

Just then a maid appeared coming from the

house with tea. Never was tea so unwelcome,

as evidently its appearance was the cause of

the disappearance of our little visitors."

Mr. Lonsdale adds, " I have seen fairies

several times in the New Forest, but never so

clearly as this." Here also the scene is laid

in the heat of a summer day, and the division

of the fairies into two different sorts is

remarkably borne out by the general

descriptions. "<â�¢â�¢

Knowing Mr. Lonsdale as I do to be a

responsible, well-balanced, and honourable

man, I find such evidence as this very hard

to put to one side. Here at least the sun-

stroke hypothesis is negatived, since both

men sat in the shade of the hut and each

corroborated the observation of the other.

On the other hand, each of the men, like Mrs.

Tweedale, was supernormal in psychic de-

velopment, so that it might well happen that

the maid, for example, would not have seen

the fairies even if she had arrived earlier

upon the scene.

I know a gentleman belonging to one of

the learned professions whose career as, let

us say, a surgeon would not be helped if

this article were to connect him with fairy

lore. As a matter of fact, in spite of bis

solemn avocations and his practical and

â�¢virile character, he seems to be endowed with

that facultyâ��let us call it the appreciation

of higher vibrationsâ��which opens up so

wonderful a door to its possessor. He claims,

or rather he admitsâ��for he is reticent upon
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the subjectâ��that he has carried this power of

perception on from childhood, and his sur-

prise is not so much at what he sees as at the

failure of others to see the same thing. To

show that it is not subjective, he tells the

story that on one occasion, while traversing

a field, he saw a little creature which beckoned

eagerly that he should follow. He did so,

and presently saw his guide pointing with an

air of importance to the ground. There,

between the furrows, lay a flint arrow-head,

which he carried home with him as a souvenir

of the adventure.

"THEY ARE JUST PETER PANS."

This gentleman is further distinguished by

having that power of attracting animals,

even wild animals, which some people have,

and it may be that this sympathy is the same

quality which helps him in getting into touch

with fairies. His account of the latter is

extraordinarily interesting. " I should de-

scribe them as being between two and three

feet in height," says he, " and dressed in

brown clothes. The nearest approach I can

get to them is to say that they are ' spiritual

monkeys.' Their general instinct is to avoid

' mankind, but they are capable individually

of becoming extremely fond of humansâ��or

of a human. They are just Peter Pans,

children who have never grown up. Speak-

ing generally, I should imagine that anyone

who has had any truck with the fairies must

have obeyed the Scriptural injunction to

' become as a little child 'â��i.e., he or she

must be either a Buddha or simple."

Another friend of mine who claims to have

the power of seeing fairies is Mr. Tom Tyrrell,

the famous medium, whose clairvoyance

and general psychic gifts are of the strongest

character. I cannot easily forget how one

evening in a Yorkshire hotel a storm of raps,

sounding very much as if someone were

cracking their fingers and thumb, broke out

around his head, and how with his coffee-

cup in one hand he flapped vigorously with

the other to warn off his inopportune visitors.

In answer to my question about fairies he

says, " Yes, I do see these little pixies or

fairies. I have seen them scores of times.

But only in the woods and when I do a little

fasting. They are a very real presence to

me. What are they ? I cannot say. I can

never get nearer to the beggars than four or

five yards. They seem afraid of me, and

they scamper off up the trees like squirrels.

I dare say if I were to go in the woods

oftener I would perhaps gain their confidence

more. Thej' are certainly like human beings,

only very small, say about twelve or fifteen

inches high. I have noticed they are brown

in colour, with fairly large heads and stand-

ing-up ears, out of proportion to the size of

their bodies, and bandy legs. I am speaking

Vol. Ixi.â��14

of what I see. I have never come across

any other clairvoyant who has seen them,

though I have . read that many do so.

Probably they have something to do with

Nature processes. The males have very

short hair, and the females have rather long,

straight hair."

The idea that these little creatures are

occupied in consciously furthering Nature's

projectsâ��very much, I suppose, as the bee

carries pollenâ��is repeated by the learned

Dr. Vanstone, who combines great know-

ledge of theory with some considerable ex-

perience, thovigh a high development of

intellect is, in spite of Swedenborg's example,

a bar to psychic perception. This would

show, if it is correct, that we may have to

return to the classical conceptions of some-

thing in the nature of naiads and fauns and

spirits of the trees and groves. Dr. Van-

stone, whose experiences are on the border-

land between what is objective and what is

sensed without being actually seen, writes

to me : "I have been distinctly aware of

minute intelligent beings in connection with

the evolution of plant forces, particularly in

certain localities, for instance in Eccles-

bourne Glen. Pond life yields to me the

largest and best sense of fairy life, and not

the floral world. I may be only clothing my

subjective consciousness with unreal objec-

tive imaginations, but they are real to me as

sentient, intelligent beings, able to communi-

cate with us in varying distinctness. I am

inclined to think that elemental beings are

engaged, like factory hands, in facilitating

the operation of Nature's laws."

HUNTING FOR FAIRIES IN THE NEW

FOREST.

Another gentleman who claims to have

this most remarkable gift is Mr. Tom Char-

man, who builds for himself a shelter in the

New Forest and hunts for fairies as an

etymologist would for butterflies. In answer

to my inquiries, he tells me that the power

of vision came to him in childhood, but left

him for many years, varying in proportion

with his own nearness to Nature. According

to this seer, the creatures are of many sizes,

varying from a few inches to several feet.

They are male, female, and children. He

has not heard them utter sounds, but

believes that they do so, of finer quality than

we can hear. They are visible by night as

well as by day, and show small lights about

the same size as glow-worms. They dress

in all sorts of ways. Such is Mr. Charman's

account.

It is, of course, easy for us who respond

only to the more material vibrations to

declare that all these seers are self-deluded,

or are the victims of some mental twist. It

is difficult for them to defend themselves
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from such a charge. It is, however, to be

urged upon the other side that these numer-

ous testimonies come from people who are

very solid and practical and successful in the

affairs of life. One'is a distinguished writer,

another an ophthalmic authority, a third a

successful professional man, a fourth a lady

engaged on public service, and so on. To

waive aside the evidence of such people on

the ground that it does not correspond with

our own experience is an act of mental arro-

gance which no wise man will commit.

It is interesting to compare these various

contemporary and first-hand accounts of

the impressions which all these witnesses

have received. I have already pointed out

that the higher vibrations which we associate

with hot sunshine, and which we actually

seem to see in the shimmer of noontide, is

associated with many of the episodes.

Apart from this it must be admitted that the

evidence is on the whole irregular. We have

creatures described which range from five

inches to two and a half feet. An advocate

of the fairies might say that, since the

tradition has always been that they procreate

as human beings do, we are dealing with them

in every stage of growth, which accounts' for

the varying size.

"MANY DIFFERENT RACES OF

FAIRYLAND."

It seems to me, however, that a better case

could be made out if it were pleaded that

there have always been many different races

of fairyland, and that samples of these races

may greatly differ from each other, and may

inhabit varying spots ; so that an observer

like Mr. Tyrrell, for example, may always

have seen woodland elves, which bear no

resemblance to gnomes or goblins. The

monkey-like, brown-clad creatures of my

professional friend, which were over two feet

liigh, compare very closely with the creatures

which little Baring-GouÃd saw climbing on

to the horses. In both cases these taller

fairies were reported from flat, plain-like

locations ; while the little old - man type

varies completely from the dancing little

feminine elf so beloved by Shakespeare. In

the experience of Mr. Turvey and Mr. Lons-

dale,- two different types engaged in different

tasks were actually seen at the same moment,

the one being bright-coloured dancing elves,

while the other were the brown-coloured

attendants who guarded over them.

The claim that the fairy rings so often

seen in meadow or marshland are caused by

the beat of fairy feet is certainly untenable,

as they unquestionably come from fungi such

â�¢as Agaricus Gambo sus or Marasniius Oreades,

which grow from a centre, continually desert-4

ing the exhausted ground and spreading to

that which is fresh. In this way a complete

circle is formed, which may be quite small

or may be of twelve foot diameter. These

circles'appear just as often in woods from the

same cause, "but are smothered over by the

decayed leaves among which the fungi grow.

But though the fairies most certainly do not

produce the rings, it might be asserted, and

could not be denied, that the rings once

formed, whatever their cause, would offer a

very charming course for a circular ring-a-ring

dance. Certainly from all time these circles

have been associated with the gambols of the

little people.

WHAT OUR ANCESTORS SAW.

After these modern instances one is in-

clined to read with a little more gravity the

accounts which our ancestors gave of these

creatures ; for, however fanciful in parts, it

still may have had some core of truth. I

say " our ancestors," but as a matter of fact

there are shepherds on the Sowth Downs to

this day who will throw a bit of their bread

and cheese over their shoulders at dinner-

time for the little folks to consume. All

over the United Kingdom, and especially in

Wales and in Ireland, the belief is largely

held among those folks who are nearest to

Nature. First of all it was always supposed

that they lived within the earth. This was

natural enough, since a sudden disappearance

'of a solid body could only be understood in

that way. On the whole, their description

'\vas not grotesque, and fits easily into its

â�¢place amid the examples already given.

"They were of'smaU stature," says one

Welsh authority, quoted in Mrs. Lewes's

â�¢ " Stranger than Fiction," " towards two feet

in height, and their horses of the size of hares.

Their clothes were generally white, but on

certain occasions they have l>een seen dressed

in green. Their gait was lively, and ardent

and loving was their glance. . . . They were

peaceful and kindly among themselves, divert-

ing in their tricks, and charming in their

walk and dancing." This mention of horses

is somewhat out of the picture, but all the

rest seems corroborative of what has already

been stated.

One of the best of the ancient accounts is

that of the Rev. R. Kirk, who occupied a

parish at Monteith, on the edge of the High-

lands, and wTote a pamphlet called " The

Secret Commonwealth," about the year 1680.

He had very clear and definite ideas about

these little creatures, and he was by no

means a visionary, but a man of considerable

parts, who was chosen afterwards to translate

the Bible into Erse. His information about

fairies tallies very well with that of the Welsh-

man quoted above. He slips up in imagining

that flint arrow-heads are indeed " fairy-

bolts," but otherwise his contentions agree

very well with our modern instances. They
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IRIS, WITH FAIRY CARRYING A BUNCH OF HAREBELLS.

The (airy is standing almost still, poised on the bush-leaves. The wings were

shot with yellow ; upper part of dress very pale pink.

Photographed by Alice, Auguit 26. 1920. Copyright by E. L. Gardner.

have tribes and orders, according to this

Scotch clergyman. They eat. They con-

verse in a thin, whistling sort of language.

They have children, deaths, and burials.

They are fond of frolic dancing. They have

a. regular state and polity, with rulers, laws,

quarrels, and even battles. They are irre-

sponsible creatures, not hostile to the human

race unless they have reason to be angry,

but even inclined to be helpful, since some of

them, the Brownies, are, by universal tradi-

tion, ready to aid in the household work if

the family has known how to engage their

affection.

EVIDENCE FROM IRELAND.

An exactly similar account comes from

Ireland, though the little folk seem to have

imbibed the spirit of the island to the extent

of being more mercurial and irascible. There

are many cases on record where they are

claimed to have shown their power, and to

have taken revenge for some slight. In the

Lame Reporter of March 3ist, i860, as quoted

in " True Irish Ghost Stories," there is an

account of how a stone which the fairies

claimed having been built into a house, the

inhabitants were bombarded with stones by

invisible assailants by day and night, the

missiles hurting no one, but causing great

annoyance. These stories of stone-throwing

are so common, and present such similar

well-attested features in cases coming from

every part of the world, that they may be

accepted as a recognized preternatural

phenomenon, whether it be the fairies or

some other form of mischievous psychic force

which cause the bombardment. The volume

already quoted gives another remarkable

case, where a farmer, having built a house

upon what was really a fairy right-of-way

between two " raths " or fairy mounds, was
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exposed to such persecution by noises and

other disturbances that his family was at

last driven out, and had to take refuge in

the smaller house which they had previously

occupied. This story is narrated by a corre-

spondent from Wexford, who says that he

examined the facts himself, examined the

deserted house, cross-examined the owner,

and satisfied himself that there were two

raths in the vicinity, and that the house was

in a dead-line between them.

I have particulars of a case in West Sussex

which is analogous, and which I have been

able to trace to the very lady to whom it

happened. This lady desired to make a

rock-garden, and for this purpose got some

large boulders from a field hard by, which

had always been known as the pixie stones,

and built them into her new rockery. One

summer evening this lady saw a tiny grey

woman sitting on one of the boulders. The

little creature slipped away when she knew

that she had been observed. Several times

she appeared upon the stones. Later the

people in the village asked if the stones might

be moved back to the field, " as," they said,

" they are the pixie stones, and if they are

moved from their place, misfortunes will

happen in the village." The stones were

restored.

" WHAT ARE THESE CREATURES ? "

But supposing that they actually do exist,

what are these creatures ? That is a subject

upon which we can speculate only with more

or less plausibility. Mr. David Gow, editor

of Light and a considerable authority upon

psychic matters, had first formed the opinion

that they were simply ordinary human spirits,

seen, as it were, at the wrong end of a clair-

voyant telescope, and therefore very minute.

A study of the detailed accounts of their

varied experience caused him to alter his

view, and to conclude that they are really

life forms which have developed along some

separate line of evolution, and which for

some morphological reason have assumed

human shape in the strange way in which

Nature reproduces her types like the figures

on the mandrake root or the frost ferns upon

the window.

In a remarkable book, " A Wanderer in

the Spirit Lands," published in 1896, the

author, Mr. Farnese, under inspiration gives

an account of many mysteries, including

that of fairies. What he says fits in very

closely with the facts that have been put

forward, and goes beyond them. He says,

speaking of elementÃ¡is : " Some are in

appearance like the gnomes and elves who

are said to inhabit mountain caverns. Such,

too, are the fairies whom men have seen in

lonely and secluded places. Some of these

beings are of a very low order of life, almost

like the higher order of plants, save that they

possess independent motion. Others are

very lively and full of grotesque, unmeaning

tricks. ... As nations advance and grow

more spiritual these lower forms of life die

out from the astral plane of that earth's

sphere, and succeeding generations begin at

first to doubt and then to deny that they

ever had any existence." This is one plausible

way of explaining the disappearance of

the faun, the dryad, the naiad, and all the

creatures which are alluded to with such

familiarity in the classics of Greece and Rome.

One may well ask what connection has this

fairy-lore with the essays upon the fate of

the human soul which have formed this

series. The connection is slight and indirect,

consisting only in the fact that anything

wluch widens our conceptions of the possible,

and shakes us out of our time-rutted lines of

thought, helps us to regain our elasticity of

mind, and thus to be more open to new

philosophies. The fairy question is infinitely

small and unimportant compared to the

question of our own fate and that of the

whole human race. The evidence also is

very much less impressive, though, as I

trust 1 have shown, it is not entirely negligible.

These creatures are in any case remote from

us, and their existence is of little more real

importance than that of strange animals or

plants. At the same time, the perennial

mystery why so many " flowers are born to

blush unseen," and why Xature should be

so lavish with gifts which human beings

cannot use, would be solved if we under-

stood that there were other orders of being

which used the same earth and shared its

blessings. It is at the lowest an interesting

speculation which gives an added charm to

the silence of the woods and the wilderness

of the moorland.

IMPORTANT NOTICE!

"MY LIFE OF SONG"

By MADAME TETRAZZINI.
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earned over One Million Pound* by her wonderful voice.
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ON returning to his

one room in

Chelsea after see-

ing two thankless

editors and one soulless

publisher, Eustace Rankine

surveyed an empty grate

and cupboard with grave

dissatisfaction. If those

who should recognize high

poetic genius with grati-

tude and cheques did not

do it, what wonder that

his landlady and tradesmen in the King's

Road were unsympathetic ?

" I can't go on with my tragedy till I get

something to eat," said the poet, " but how

lucky that it is a tragedy ! If it had been a

comedy I should have spoiled it, for I've

been almost without food for three days.

Oh, I am hungry ! "

As he took a bundle of rejected manuscripts

from his pocket and went to the table he

observed vacancies among his sacred papers,

for four acts of a five-act tragedy and a thick

pile of lyrics had vanished. Before he

could exclaim there was a knock at the door

and his landlady came in.

" My tragedy, my tragedy " cried

Eustace.

" I took it," said Mrs. Jones.

MORLEY
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" How dare you ? " asked Eustace. " Give

it me at once."

" When you pay your bill," retorted Mrs.

Jones. " I've also taken a bundle of lyrics

and the satire on your uncle which you read

to me."

The poet waved his hands at her wildly.

" Don't be so absurd, Mrs. Jones. You

talk about money as if I made it. Do you

think I'm the Mint ? Why don't you write

to my uncle and send him the bills again ? "

" No, no, Mr. Rankine, I'm not to be put

off in that way," said Mrs. Jones. " What

is the use of telling me he will pay when you

have written a bitter satire on him because

he cut off your allowance ? "

I'm sorry I ever showed you that satire,"

said Eustace ; " but as you are far better

Copyright, 1921, by Morley Roberts.

educated than any land-

lady I ever owed money

to, you ought to see that

I shall some day be rich

and successful. Have you

anything to eat down-

stairs ? "

Mrs. Jones replied in

the excellent English of a

lady who had seen bettor

days that she had plenty

to eat downstairs, but

that, so far as she knew,

it would remain there.

" And I insist on your writing something

with money in it, Mr. Rankine."

" What's the use of talking when I'm

doing a great tragedy ? Have you any coal

to spare ? "

" Yes," said Mrs. Jones. " I have."

" Can I have a scuttleful ? " asked Eustace,

hopefully.

" No, you can't," said Mrs. Jones. " Good-

night, Mr. Rankine. I will take great care of

your tragedy, and the lyrics, and the satire,

and you shall have them as soon as you pay

your bill. If you don't I will sell them."

" That," said Eustace with conviction, " is

a delusion on your part, but as you won't

give up the tragedy I wish you'd read the

third act and tell me what you think of it."

" I will," said Mrs. Jones, graciously.

" And I'm going round to Mr. Johnson's

studio to see if he has anything to eat," said

Eustace. " If anyone calls say I'm there,

please."

" I will tell him," said Mrs. Jones, " that

a poet who has lost his senses has gone to see

an artist who never had any, and owes me

money to this day."

And ten minutes later Eustace, filled with

hope, stood outside the door of Johnson's

studio. A very rich smell of fried fish greeted

him as he knocked and went in without

waiting. He found five artists there. His

heart sank, for they did not look so hungry

as usual.

" I say, where's the fried fish ? " he asked,

eagerly.
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" Eaten," said the artists, gloomily.

" Then can anyone lend me half a crown ? "

" Total remaining assets of the crowd

threepence-ha'penny," said Johnson.

" I've not eaten anything to speak of for

days, and Mrs. Jones has impounded my

tragedy and my satire on my uncle as

security," said Eustace.

" Quite a remarkable woman that, but far

too optimistic," said Johnson. " I owe her

money, too, and she took seventeen pictures

of mine as security."

" I believe she could write satire herself,"

said Eustace, " she seems to think any real

artist or poet ought to starve."

" It's a belief commonly held in the King's

Road," said Johnson. " Now, there's that

soulless butcher Simpson, who has not only

refused me credit but has put a shoulder

of mutton I never had in the bill."

" He's a very, very disagreeable man,"

said Eustace. " I don't like him at all.

Then he actually owes you a shoulder of

mutton ? "

"Obviously," said Johnson. '! I make it

over to you."

" By Jove, do you ? " asked Eustace,

thoughtfully. " Then why should I starve

if I own a shoulder of mutton ? "

" The way the whole commercial-minded

populace combines to cramp our growth and

keep us thin is most discreditable," said

Johnson.

The others agreed it was atrocious. Haw-

kins, who did aquatints when he could afford

the materials, urged, however, that most

artists could easily be dispensed with!

"And being in a gloomy, hopeless mood,"

said Hawkins, " I have a grave suspicion

that four of us, including myself, 'would be

better dead."

" And which two ought to live ? " asked

Johnson.

" Only you and young Rankine there,"

said Hawkins. " We're fools of talent and

you two are geniuses."

" Am I a genius ? " asked Rankine; " you

really think so ? "

" Yes," said Hawkins, who had a passion

for poetry. " And, of course, you will be

starved to death. Won't it be romantic ?

Your uncle will then regret cutting off your

allowance, which was partly ours, too, just

because, you wouldn't desert Bohemia for

Australia."

" Three groans for Rankine's uncle," said

Johnson.

And they gave Mr. Brown of Boomoonoo-

mana three groans.

" Now for his other uncles," said Hawkins,

" and some of ours."

And they groaned again in chorus as

Eustace departed.

When he got back to the King's Road the

earlier shades of evening were falling and the

sparkle of the tempting shops, which at a

less hungry time might have inspired him to

some lyrical outburst, now only caused him

internal anguish.

" I am viy hungry," said Eustace.

" Sometimes I thought I was, but now I am !

And Hawkins said Johnson and I shouldn't

" Next moment Eustace was tunning

be allowed to starve. If that jam was out-

side I would steal it. My uncle in Australia

has cut off my allowance. My uncle in the

King's Road has my watch and sleeve-links.

The only person who has behaved generously

to me is Johnson, who gave me that shoulder

of mutton which was surreptitiously intro-

duced into his bill. Ah, this is Simpson's

den of Cacus ! "
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Eustace saw Simpson himself holding a

cleaver and addressing himself to duty. He

noted everything with strange clearness,

but nothing was so magically clear as a

particular shoulder of mutton hanging on a

hook in the very front of the shop. At the

sight of it madness seized on him. He be-

came blind to everything else. He did not

round the corner with the butcher and the constable after him."

even see a young athletic policeman standing

within twenty yards. For in some strange

way, that shoulder of mutton was obviously

Johnson's.

" And if his, mine ! " said Eustace. The

next moment he was running round the

.corner and down Church Street witli the

butcher and the constable after him. Simp-

son ran well ; the policeman, who was twenty

yards behind, ran better ; but Eustace out-

paced the two. He made a magnificent

effort, and in despair of catching him the

butcher threw his cleaver and missed lus

mark by a hairsbreadth. As the weapon

clattered along the pavement Eustace stooped

and picked it up and still kept ahead of

the policeman, who had passed Simpson. As

the flying poet was bur-

dened with the mutton and

the cleaver he might have

been caught at last had he

not seen a motor-car, which

was just gathering speed,

coming along Cheyne Walk.

With one tremendous sprint

he ran up alongside it and

j limped on the step. The

chauffeur did not notice

him, but the man inside

leant out of the window as

the shouting and the tumult

died away in the distance.

" Who are you ? " asked

the man in the car.

" My name is Rankine,"

replied Eustace, breath-

lessly.

" Oh, is it ? You don't

say so ! And what the

devil did you jump up

here for ?"

" Because they were after

me," said Eustace.

" Who are they ? "

" A butcher and a police-

man."

" Why were \hey after

you ? "

" Because I took some-

thing which morally belongs

to me," said Eustace.

" What was it you

took ? "

" A shoulder of mutton,"

said the poet.

" Have you got it with

you ? " asked the other man.

"Oh yes, rather! "

^ replied Eustace.

*~- " Then come in-

side."

And Eustace

opened the door and

got in.

" Sit down," said his new friend. " Why

did you take this shoulder of mutton ? "

" Because I wanted it badly," said

Eustace.

" Why did you want it badly ? "

" Because I am hungry," said Eustace.

" Had you no means of getting food by

more legitimate methods ? "

" I have no means but a volume of lyrics
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and a tragedy in five acts which I can't sell,"

said Eustace.

" A tragedy in five acts ! Then you have

no money ? "

" I haven't," said Eustace.

" But why not ? "

" Because I am a poet with a cruel uncle,"

said Eustace.

" By Jove, a cruel uncle ! I'm getting

deeply interested," said his companion.

" Are you a good poet ? "

" Hawkins says I am a genius."

" Bravo, Hawkins ! But if you are a

genius, geniuses surely make money," said

his friend.

" That's where you are mistaken," replied

Eustace, fairly groaning at human un-

intelligence ; " it's because they are that they

can't. Geniuses never make money till they

are dead."

" \Yhy not ? "

" Editors don't think they are geniuses,

and if they did they wouldn't be. Don't

you see that ? "

" Not clearly, I own," said the deeply

interested inquirer.

" It's perfectly simple," said Eustace.

" Genuises are poor. If editors bought

their stuff they wouldn't be. If they sold it

all at good prices they would be rich and

couldn't be geniuses. That's logic."

" I had no idea that logic was so difficult,"

said his friend. " But I suppose you mean

that the more you have the less you are a

genius."

" According to the principles I laid down,

yes," said Eustace.

' â�¢ Then, as you possess a shoulder of mutton

you are less a genius than you were. Is that

logic ? "

" I think there's a fallacy in it somewhere,"

said Eustace.

" Perhaps there is, but I should like to

know what made you think the mutton

morally yours."

T"1 U STAGE told him how he had acquired

a moral title to it from Johnson, a great

unknown painter.

" I see," said his friend. " The genius

Johnson acquired a title to it and passed it

on to you. I like the logic of the whole

proceeding. I hope it is a good shoulder of

mutton ? "

" I thought so when I took it," said

Rankine. " But I'm not a real judge of

mutton, raw. I do so wish it was cooked."

" How were you going to cook it ? "

" Now you mention it I don't know," said

Rankine. " Mrs. Jones refuses to give me

any more coals. She is my landlady. She

reads poetry but won't give me any more

food, though I assure her daily that it will

â�¢U right in the end."

" I see," said the other man. " Then you

haven't paid her for your room, or your food,

or coals ? "

" Not lately," said Eustace. " But, of

course, I owe for it. Nothing satisfies her,

nothing ! And now she has taken my great

tragedy, and some lyrics, and a satire on my

uncle who cut off my allowance, and won't

give them up. And when I found the artists

had eaten all the fried fish Johnson trans-

ferred the mutton to me. The fish being

eaten was the last straw."

" Yet it seems to have led to a notable

success," said his friend.

" I don't seem to think a raw shoulder of

mutton the success I did," said Eustace,

mournfully, looking at the mutton. " I

can't eat it raw. I wonder what my uncle,

the one I wrote my satire about, would think

of it ? "

" Do you mean of your stealing it, Mr.

Rankine ? "

" Oh, no ! Of it as mutton. He owns

several sheep. I don't know how many.

It does seem so unfair."

He sighed deeply.

" What is unfair ? "

" That he should have several sheep and

that I should only have part of one, and raw

at that," said Eustace, disconsolately.

" Why doesn't your uncle keep on helping

you ? "

" I can't imagine," said Eustace, " but as

I'm his only nephew he thinks I ought to go

to Australia. That's absurd. What would

he think if I wrote and said I wanted him

over here because he was my only uncle ? "

" Is he ?" asked the other.

" No, but the logic is the same," said

Eustace. "So he cut off my allowance,

saying that I could help him to grow sheep

if I liked, and that all I had to do was to go

to some beastly office in Leadenhall Street

to get a passage to Sydney for nothing."

" Well, why not ? You seem to like

mutton."

" I told him I wouldn't so much mind if

the sheep were in London," said Eustace.

" I even wrote and said that if he was so set

on my having sheep, would he help me to get

some to keep in the parks ? You may have

noticed sheep in some of the London parks.

I don't know how they get there or who owns

them, but I shouldn't mind having some

there. But he said the idea was absurd and

if I didn't pack up and come out he would

cut off myâ��my "

" Mutton ? " said the stranger.

" No, allowance," said Eustace, " though

it comes to that when you think of it. And

that's why I owe my rent and why I'm here

in a stranger's car with a raw shoulder of

mutton, not knowing how or where I shall

cook it. And I'm so hungry. Have you
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ever been ? What's your name? You seem

rather nice to me considering the circum-

stances, and I should like to know."

" My name's Hunt, John Hunt," said his

friend, " and yours, you say, is Rankine.

Do you mind telling me your Christian

name ? "

" It's Eustace," said the poet.

" Eustace Rankine ! By Jove, I \vas

beginning to think so," cried Mr. Hunt.

" Eustace Rankine, the poet ! "

" Oh, I say." cried Eustace, " you must

have read some of my poems ' "

" No, I never did, but I've heard of them !

How remarkable, but never mind. Didn't

you ask me if I \vas ever hungry ? I am

now."

" Oh, are you ? " asked Rankine. " I say,

you may have half the mutton if we can get

it cooked."

" Thanks, awfully, but I might get half

your sentence if you got caught," said Mr.

Hunt.

" Then I might get less," said Eustace.

" Tell me about your uncle," said Mr.

Hunt. "What's his name ? You see, I come

from Australia myself."

" Do you ? Have you any sheep ? "

" Like your uncle 1 have several," said the

Australian. " And pray don't mind my.

being an uncle, too."

" Oh, I say, are you ? I wish you were

my uncle. I'm sure mine wouldn't have

been so kind to me."

" What is your uncle's name ? " asked Hunt.

" Brown," said Eustace.

" I wonder wha.t Brown," said Hunt ;

" there are several Browns in Australia.

What's his other name ? "

" Thomas," said Eustace.

" Good," said Mr. Hunt. " Thomas Brown.

I know four. Has your uncle got a station ? "

" Oh. no," said Eustace, " he has nothing

to do with railways. He breeds sheep."

" Don't you know that a station is where

you breed them ": "

" Is it ? It seems a queer place to do it

in. Do you know Euston and King's Cross?"

" Well," said Mr. Hunt. " But never

mind them. What's the name of your

uncle's place ? "

" I can't spell it or pronounce it. But it's

full of o's."

" Are there no other letters ? "

" Yes, m's and n's."

" Is there a B in it ?" asked Mr. Hunt.

" I think so," said Eustace ; " it sounds as

if a cow lowed there."

" Then it's Boomoonoomana," said Hunt.

" So it is. How clever of you. Say it

again."

And Hunt said it again.

" So your uncle is Thomas Brown, of

Boomoonoomana, is he ? "

" Yes," said Eustace. " Has he really

any sheep to speak of ? "

" Like me he has several," said Hunt.

" I know him."

" When you go back to Australia tell him

what I think of him," said Eustace, bitterly,

" and tell him about this shoulder of mutton.

It might touch him on the raw, for heaven

knows it's so raw it has damped my trousers.

And I do so wonder what to do with this

cleaver."

" You never spoke about a cleaver," said

Mr. Hunt.

" I slipped the beastly greasy thing in my

pocket and forgot it in my agitation," said

the poet. " Just think of Shelley or Keats

in a motor-car with a large bit of damp

mutton and a cleaver 1 "

" Did you steal that, too ? " asked the

Australian.

" Oh, no," said Eustace. " Why should I

steal a cleaver ? I didn't take a whole

sheep. The butcher threw it at me in

Church Street, and it clattered along the

pavement and I picked it up. Shall I sling

it out of window ? "

" You might hit someone."

" Very likely he would be an uncle," said

Eustace, savagely. " Would you like it ?

If you have several sheep it might come in

useful ! "

" Thanks. Give it me," said the Aus-

tralian. " I'll lind a use for it at the hotel."

" \Yhat hotel ? " asked Eustace.

" Mine. And you're going to it, old chap."

" Am I ? What for ? "

Mr. Hunt clapped him on the shoulder.

" To cook the shoulder of mutton, young

fellow."

" That's a very good idea," said Eustace.

" I suppose you won't mind giving a

dinner to my brother-in-law and my niece,

as well as to me ?" he asked, as the car

moved on.

" I haven't any money. What do you

mean ? "

" You have the shoulder of mutton,

haven't you ? "

" Yes, I've got that, but "

" Don't raise objections. I'll arrange it.

My niece will be delighted. She is fond of

poetry and will be really glad to meet you."

" Then I don't mind meeting her," said

Eustace.

" And when we get to the hotel you must

bring in the mutton and I will carry this

cleaver," said Mr. Hunt.

The steps of the hotel were very full : the

lounge was even fuller, but both became still

more crowded as Mr. Hunt got out of his car

carrying a large cleaver. The excitement

grew when he was followed by a very tall,

slim, and handsome young man, without a

hat and with dishevelled hair, with a shoulder
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"The crowd buzzed with inquiries as to why the popular Australian millionaire had a

cleaver, and why that handsome young fellow carried a shoulder of mutton."

of mutton. Such a sight had rarely been

seen in the hotel, and the porters who were

hastening to Mr. Hunt as if they were wasps

and he a ripe peach were paralyzed into

momentary inaction.

" Come, Eustace," said Mr. Hunt.

" Shall I carry theâ��the cleaver for you,

sir ? " the head porter asked in an agitated

tone of voice.

" Thanks, I'll carry it myself," said Hunt.

" Do you want any assistance with the

shoulder of mutton, Eustace ? "

" I think not," said Eustace.

" Then come on," said Hunt, and the

crowd opened and let them through, as the

whole assembly, forgetting what they were

there for, buzzed with rapid inquiries as to

why the popular Australian millionaire had

a cleaver, and why that handsome young

fellow, who looked so pale and intellectualâ��

" ah, and so sweet," as many of the women

saidâ��carried a shoulder of mutton. Every-

one said there must be a story attached to

the drama, and as Hunt and Eustace entered

the lift the guests inside interrogated the

porter as to the meaning of things, while
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tht>se outside cross-questioned the chauffeur.

But by this time the head porter had re-

covered himself.

" It is Mr. Hunt's hobby," he said. " He

collects cleavers."

" But that doesn't explain the shoulder of

mutton and that dear, sweet young fellow

who looks like a poet," urged the lady who

had acted as spokeswoman.

" The mutton, madam," said the head

porter, " is probably to try the cleaver on."

And in the meantime Mr. Hunt, still

holding the cleaver in his hand, was explaining

in his sitting-room to a paralyzed lift-boy

that he wanted the head waiter.

In less than a minute the head waiter,

who had observed part of the proceedings

through the key-hole, knocked at the door.

" Did you ask for me, sir ? " he inquired.

Mr. Hunt said he sent for him with a view

of discovering how long it took to cook a

shoulder of mutton at the Spitz. The head

waiter opined that

the general view was

that a quarter of an

hour to' the pound

was needed, and when

Eustace, at Hunt's

request, put the

shoulder of mutton

into the reluctant

hands extended to

receive it, he de-

clared that as it

weighed about five

pounds it would take

an hourand a quarter.

Mr. Hunt considered

this absurd. It might

do for the Savoy or

the Piccadilly, but

from Â¡its hotel he re-

quired far greater ex-

pedition, or he would

leave it. The head

waiter, recognizing

the danger to his own

status if this hap-

pened, hastened to reconsider his Verdict, and

said it should be ready under the hour.

"_Very well," said Hunt. " There will

be four of us. And in the meantime, Eustace,

are you too hungry to wait for dinner ? "

By this time Eustace was almost too much

confused to know if he really was hungry or

only suffering from a series of internal and

external hallucinations.

" I'm not quite sure," he replied.

""You must be hungry," said Hunt. He

turned to the head waiter. " My young

friend is a poet and has eaten nothing for

three days. What do you do in such cases ?"

The head waiter gasped.

" With those who have been without food

for three days, sir ? We-^we usually give

them in charge, sir ! "

" Do you hear that, Eustace ? See the

danger you expose yourself to by this ridicu-

lous habit. Shall I send for a policeman or

some biscuits and sherry ? And in the

meantime the mutton is being delayed."

" I prefer biscuits and sherry,"said Eustace.

When the biscuits and sherry arrived

Eustace applied himself to them eagerly.

" You look better already," said Hunt,

after a few moments.

" I feel better," replied Eustace, warmly.

" Just sit tight while I go away for a

minute," said Hunt. " I must tell my

niece I have brought a guest."
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Presently Hunt came back. As Eustace

turned, there stood before him the most

wonderful vision he had ever seen in his life.

She was slim, and tall, and gracious. Her

name,it seemed, was peculiarly and deliriously

romantic. It was, in fact, Kitty Brown, and

Eustace, a great student of words, saw it

proved once more that their beauty was not

inherent in their nature but in their happy

accidental connotations. Till that moment

he had hated the name of Brown and had no

passion for Kitty, but now Brown had be-

come absolutely beautiful and Kitty adorable

as the sign and signal of one who might have

fed on honey-dew and drunk the milk of

Paradise.

" And this, Kitty, is Mr. Eustace Rankine

of whom I spoke just now. By a remarkable

coincidence I find that you have actually

read some of his verses."

" His poetry ! " said Kitty, reprovingly,

and these words, and the voice which spoke

them, finally subdued Eustace for ever.

" This is quite, quite wonderful," said

Kitty. " To think that I have read some

poems of yours and that my uncle should

have met you "

" In a very remarkable and romantic way,"

said Hunt.

" Is most delightful," said Kitty.

" Xo doubt you two can find something

to talk about while I go and rouse your

dad," said Hunt. " Remember what I told

you. Kitty."

" Yes, uncle, but "

" There is no ' but," " said Hunt, as he

closed the door.

" Your uncle is a most remarkable man,

Miss Brown," said Eustace, lingering on the

rapturous monosyllable. " Isn't he ? "

" Yes, but his sense of humour is quite

devastating," replied Kitty.

" Is it ? So's mine ; but somehow I don't

feel so bitter to my Australian uncle as I

did."

" Have another biscuit," said Hunt, who

caught the last words as he came in again,

" and tell us why you don't."

" Thanks, awfully," said Eustace. " If

it hadn't been for lu'm I shouldn't have met

Mr. Hunt, for I shouldn't have "

" Acquired a moral title to a shoulder of

mutton," said Hunt. " Tell my niece about

it. She is a revolutionary herself."

" I'm glad of that," said Eustace. " Then

she won't take the silly conventional view of

my action. But you see, Miss Brown, that

it was entirely due to my uncle that I stole

the mutton at all."

" Did you really steal it ? " asked Kitty,

enthusiastically. " You have great social

courage."

" Please don't exaggerate it. My view and

Johnson's is that I didn't really steal it," said

Eustace, modestly. '' The butcher said

Johnson owed for it, but Johnson never had

it at all, and he transferred it to me and I took

it from the hook in Simpson's shop. I am

prepared to argue for hours that I did per-

fectly right. The only difference in the

situation is that I now owe for it and

Johnson doesn't."

" Mr. Rankine also acquired this cleaver,"

said Hunt, producing it.

" Simpson threw it at me in Church Street,

Chelsea, and I picked it up as I ran," said

Eustace.

" Like Atalanta ? " said Kitty, clapping

her hands.

" Ah, you know about Atalanta, do you ? "

cried Eustace, in delight to find that some-

one from such a wild place as Australia

could suggest a classical simile. " Yes, like

Atalanta, though I didn't lose the race, for,

snatching the cleaver from the pavement, I

leapt upon the step of Mr. Hunt's car. And

instead of pushing me off he kindly asked me

to come inside and was most reasonable about

the shoulder of mutton."

"I'm sure my uncle would be," said

Kitty.

" Many would have taken a conventional

view and pushed me off," said Eustace.

" Surely not in such circumstances," said

Kitty.

" Oh, yes, they would have pushed me ofi

without inquiring into the circumstances,"

said Eustace. " I believe my uncle would

have pushed me off. Thank heaven it was

your uncle, Miss Brown."

" Darling uncle," said Kitty.

" Thanks," said Hunt.

" Until you said it," cried Eustace, " I

couldn't have believed ' darling ' and ' uncle '

would go together. You see, my uncle, who

is Brown ofâ��ofâ��what is he Brown of,

Mr. Hunt ? "

" Of Boomoonoomana, Rankine."

" Yes, of Boomoonoomana," cried

Eustace. " Once I said it sounded like

an excited barnyard. And Brown of

Boomoonoomana ! Imagine aâ��a poet in

such a place."

" Some might find it hard to do so," said

Kitty, " but why not try it for a month ?

I like Boomoonoomana, myself."

Eustace hastened to apologize.

" Oh, if you know it, it's different. Miss

Brown. I might get to like it. What I said

was only the reflected result of my deeply

considered dislike of my uncle. By the way,

is the other Mr. Brown you say is coming to

dinner your father, Miss Brown ? "

" Yes," said Kitty.

" I shall be glad to meet him," said Eustace.

If I meet a few more nice people from

Australia I shall begin to think that my uncle

may not be so bad after all."
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AT that moment the door opened

and Kitty's father came in. Eustace

thought him a fine-looking man and

almost worthy to have such a daughter.

" Dad, dear," said Kitty, " this is the

Mr. Eustace Rankine I spoke to you about,

the very Mr. Rankine whose poetry I liked

so much."

"I'm glad to meet you, Mr. Rankine,"

said Mr. Brown.

" Soâ��so am I," said Eustace, wondering

as he said it if that was the right way to put

it, and making up his mind to see if it looked

correct when written down.

" It seems that you and Jack Hunt ran

across each other in a rather remarkable way.

It was in Chelsea, wasn't it ? " asked Mr.

Brown.

" Yes, in Chelsea, at the bottom of Church

Street, near the church," said Eustace. " I

â��I introduced myself."

" Yes, I heard so," said Mr. Brown.

" It was all owing to a most peculiar con-

catenation of circumstances," said Eustace.

" But I explained them to Mr. Hunt as we

came along."

" So I understand," said Mr. Brown. " I

hope to hear all about it presently. Hunt

tells me your uncle is a namesake of

mine."

" Yes, he's Brown of Boomoonoomana,"

said Eustace. " You are not any relation of

his, Mr. Brown ? I shouldn't like to say

anything unkind of him if you and Miss

Brown are relations."

" I give you my word that I'm no relation

of his," said Mr. Brown.

" What do you think of him ? " asked

Eustace.

" It's difficult to say," said Mr. Brown.

" In fact, I hesitate to give any definite

opinion of the man. But Hunt and my

daughter seem to like him."

" I see, you have suspicions as to his real

character," said Eustace, " and though I am

prepared to pay the greatest deference to

anything Miss Brown says on the point, you

can't get over the fact that he is my uncle,

and like my other uncles cut off my allowance

just as I was beginning to make real headway

in my profession."

Mr. Brown seemed shocked.

" Do you mean to say all your other uncles

cut you off, too ? " he asked.

" As one man, without mercy," said

Eustace, bitterly.

" I believe Brown of Boomoonoomana

was under the impression that they still

continued their allowance," said Mr. Brown,

regretfully.

" He may have said so," said Eustace,

" but he knew better. Didn't my land-

ladies send him their bills ? "

" I think something of the land occurred,"

said Mr. Brown. " But your father's

brothers ? "

" They also object to poetry and prefer

law and politics," said Eustace. " So when

my landladies worried me until I couldn't

write, I said ' Send the bills to my uncle : he

owes me money.' And they sent them."

" And I begged Mr. Brown to pay them,

Mr. Rankine," said Kitty. " Didn't I,

father ?"

" You did, my dear," said her father,

" you did ! "

" Oh, wasn't it awfully mean of him not

to ? " asked Eustace, warmly. " Of course

I wouldn't say such things of him if he was a

relative of yours or even a friend."

" I don't think I'm on quite as good

terms with him as I was," said Mr. Brown,

somewhat uneasily, " but surely he invited

you to Australia ? "

Yes, he said I was to go to 122, Leaden-

hall Street, where they kept a ticket to

Australia for me ; but why should I go ? If

the Khan of Tartary had asked me to Tartary

and sent me a ticket I shouldn't have gone,"

said Eustace. " I was busy with my five-

act tragedy in blank verse with lyrics in it.

Now, do you suppose a poet could finish a

five-act tragedy in blank verse with lyrics in

it at a place called Boomoonoomana ? "

" Couldn't he ? " asked Mr. Brown, doubt-

fully.

" Why, of course lie couldn't," said

Eustace. " I can imagine writers of a low

class doing comic opera there. But if I had

written at all it would have been biting

satire."

" Would it ? " asked Brown.

" And Brown of Boo-what's-it's-name

would have rued the day I came," said

Eustace. " Oh, I can write savage stuff !

You've no idea. I've done it. About him,

too ! I'd like to read it you."

AND the head waiter announced dinner

in the adjoining room. Hunt spoke to

him aside.

" Have you done as I told you ? "

" Yes, sir," said the head waiter.

" Your men don't understand English ? "

" Not a word, sir."

" And anything you hear at dinner will go

no farther ? "

" Not for worlds, sir," said the head

waiter.

" Then you will solve the mystery of the

mutton and the cleaver," said Hunt.

" I shall be glad of that,sir," said the head

waiter, with obvious relief.

Your discretion will be greatly to your

advantage," said Hunt.

" I shall be glad of that, too, sir," said the

head waiter.

And they sat down to dinner.
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" Are you hungry. Enâ��I mean Mr.

Rankine ? " asked Mr. Brown.

" Have you ever been without food, except

for a biscuit, for three days ? " asked Eustace.

" Not since my pioneering time," said

Mr. Brown.

" Then I have, and to-day's the third,"

said Eustace. " And I say, wasn't it im-

mense for my Uncle Tom to ask me to go to

Australia, as he said, to get valuable ex-

perience ? He seems to think valuable

experience can only be obtained in distant

places with ridiculous names. Let him come

to London and try to be a poet or a painter !

Then he'd learn a bit. He thought he would

lure me out there by telling me he'd starved

in a desert and been without water for days.

Of course, you can always get water in

Chelsea, for there's the river, but you .can go

without food forty days for all the tradesmen

care. I don't believe there's a single butcher

or grocer in the King's Road who would have

helped Keats, or a coalman who would have

given Shelley a scuttle of coals for his Ode to

\ighl. Oh, you can have lots of experience

and adventure in Chelsea, Mr. Brown."

" So it appears," said Mr. Brown. " I

don't suppose your uncle ever thought of it

in that way."

" He seems regrettably one-sided as regards

sheep," said Eustace, applying himself to the

food with great earnestness. " Is this Bur-

gundy, Mr. Hunt ? "

" Yes," said Hunt.

" It is good," said Eustace, after trying it.

" The soup is good, too."

He also said the fish was good.

" But I chiefly rely on the shoulder of

mutton," said Hunt. " When that arrives

we shall consider ourselves your guests,

Rankine."

" Yes, it's really your dinner, Mr. Rankine,"

said Kitty.

" I'm so glad you weren't shocked about

the shoulder of mutton," said Eustace.

" Does Mr. Brown know how I acquired it ? "

" Do you, dad ? Did I explain it clearly ?"

asked Kitty.

" Your explanation was too much hurried

to be clear," said her father, " but I gathered

that owing to a queer combination of cir-

cumstances Mr. Rankine picked it up

somewhere ! "

" I took it from a hook in a butcher's shop

in the King's Road," said Eustace. " I

thought it looked good. The butcher was

one with whom I had dealt when my uncles

paid up. He's not a nice man. He refused

to send his bills to Australia. So being very

hungry "

" Ah, here's the shoulder of mutton," said

Hunt.

" I do so hope it's good and that you will

all enjoy it," said Eustace, feeling that he

was indeed now the host. l; Shall I go on

with the story ? It's quite an experience."

" Please do," said Brown.

" You'll see that my Uncle Tom's idea that

it would do me good to come out to New

South Wales and have a few experiences was

founded on a false view of Chelsea, as I said

before, for landladies, and coal people, and

butchers, and grocers seem to wish to crush

artists and poets, and are utterly, utterly

without sympathy. So to-night, when I

came home, I was very hungry and thought

I would read over my tragedy to see if I

could deepen the gloom in the fourth act."

" Poor Mr. Rankine," said Kitty. She

looked as if she could have pressed his hand

if her father hadn't been there, and Eustace

wished Mr. Brown was in Australia with his

uncle.

" But what do you think ? My landlad y

had taken it, and also a bundle of lyrics and

my savage satire on my Uncle Tom," said

Eustace. " And she wouldn't give them

up."

" Then she has a passion for poetry ? "

asked Hunt.

" She's quite intelligent and likes some of

it, but she didn't take mine for that reason,"

said Eustace. " Oh, no ! It was to force

me to write something ' with money in it.'

Those were her loathsome words. If I didn't

I must go. I was much upset, though not

so much as I was by my last landlady, who

said she'd forgive me the rent if I married

her."

" How dreadful ! " said Kitty.

" You would have thought so if you'd

ever seen her," said Eustace. " I considered

it far better to owe her the rent, so I ran

away and went to the one who took my

tragedy. I implored her to give it back, but

she wouldn't. She says she'll sell it and the

lyrics. I think she's mistaken. I can't. I

went round to some studios and outside

Johnson's studio I smelt fried fish, so I went

in. But they had eaten it all. And we

talked about art and the commercial system.

And Johnson, who is an awfully clever chap,

said that if he were I he would rob a church,

or even a cathedral ! And they knew all

about my uncles. And Johnson, and Haw-

kins, who does the loveliest aquatints, called

for groans for Mr. Brown of Boomoonoomana.

And we all groaned him and my other uncles

and some of theirs."

"What a remarkable scene," said Kitty.

" Don't you think it was, dad ? "

" Very," said Mr. Brown. " So they

groaned Brown of Boomoonoomana especi-

ally, Mr. Rankine ? "

" Most especially," said Eustace, " and

Johnson made a lightning sketch of him as

an ogre surrounded by sheep but eating a

poetâ��me ! "
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" I'll give him a fiver for that sketch," said

Hunt.

" I'll tell Johnson," said Eustace. " He

will be glad ! "

" I thought of buying it myself," said

Brown, rather gloomily. " I wanted to make

a present of it to Brown of Boomoonoo-

mana."

" Oh, dad, did you ? " asked Kitty.

" I think he might repent," said Brown.

" I believe he does already."

" Don't you believe it of him," said Eustace.

" You don't know him as I do. And then

Johnson said Simpson (he's the butcher) had

put a shoulder of mutton into his bill which

shouldn't have been there. So Johnson

owed for what he'd never had, and he said I

might have it, which seemed quite fair,

though, at the time, I didn't think I should

ever get it. But one never knows, and after

that I went away, for the smell of the fried

fish was maddening, and as I passed Simpson's

shop I felt in my bones that a shoulder of

mutton there was rightly mine, and without

a moment's hesitation Ã� took it down and

ran, and they followed me shouting, and the

butcher threw his cleaver at me and missed

me, so I picked it up and ran all the harder,

and just at the bottom of Church Street I

jumped on Mr. Hunt's car and got away."

HUNT turned to the head waiter.

" On the sideboard in the other

room you will find a cleaver. Please

bring it in."

" Isn't it a most remarkable story, dad ? "

asked Kitty. " / think it's wonderful."

" It shows a certain decision of character

not to be looked for in a poet," said

Brown.

" It was a sudden righteous impulse," said

Eustace.

" And thisâ��this is the cleaver," said Hunt,

as the head waiter brought it in on a silver

salver.

" It seems a very good cleaver as cleavers

go," said Mr. Brown. " I'm glad it missed

you, Mr. Rankine."

" So am I," said Eustace. " It's a good

heavy cleaver, isn't it ? I did think of

keeping it as a trophy, but I gave it to

Mr. Hunt."

" I collect them," said Hunt, gravely.

" Kitty, my clear," said Mr. Brown, " do

you think that Mr. Rankine's uncle is quite

the kind of man that our young poetic friend,

to say nothing of the artist Johnson, has

pictured him ? "

Eustace turned to Miss Brown, anxiously.

" No," said Kitty, " I think Mr. Johnson

went too far. I like Mr. Rankine's uncle

very much."

" Oh, do you ? " asked Eustace. " Then

why didn't you say so before ? I wouldn't

have been so bitter. I would have restrained

myself. I would not have mentioned John-

son's view of him at all. And I do so want

to be just. If it comes to that, I much

prefer my Uncle Tom to both of the others.

I know my uncles in England. An uncle I

only know by correspondence may be better

than uncles I have stayed with."

" I'm sure he's much better," said Hunt.

" Then why didn't you say so before ? "

asked Eustace. " Do you like him, Mr.

Brown ? "

" Like him ? " said Mr. Brown. " Well,

I get on with him, and I think he's the kind

of man that a good many would like."

" I love him," said Kitty.

" I wish you had said all this at first,"

exclaimed Eustace, " then I shouldn't have

mentioned Johnson or said a word against

my uncle. Why, if you love him, Miss

Brown, I'll go to 122, Leadenhall Street, to-

morrow, early ! "

Just at the moment that Eustace an-

nounced his decision of sitting on the door-

step of 122, Leadenhall Street, wherever

Leadenhall Street might be, the head

waiter spoke to Mr. Hunt in a low voice.

" Indeed ! " said Hunt. " It appears that

a policeman wishes to speak to me."

" Aâ��a policeman ? Oh ! " said Kitty.

She laid her hand on the poet's arm.

Without a moment's hesitation he grasped

it.

" Have you been exceeding the speed

limit, Jack ? " asked Mr. Brown.

" It was I exceeded the speed limit, and I

suppose he wants me and the mutton," said

Eustace, gloomily.

" Ought we to conceal it ? " whispered

Kitty.

" Most of it is concealed," said Eustace.

" Tell the constable to come in," said

Hunt.

To Eustace it seemed that the constable

looked like a man who could run a bit.

" Well, and what is it you want, constable?"

asked Hunt, cheerfully.

The constable placed his helmet on a

chair and produced a pocket-book.

'' May I ask, sir, if you are the Mr. Hunt

with a car No. LX 55 ? "

" I am," said Hunt.

" Did anyone jump on the step of your

car this evening at the bottom of Church

Street, Chelsea, in Cheyne Walk, sir ? "

" He did," said Hunt.

" A very tall'young man ? "

Eustace thought he had his eye on him

and made himself as short as possible.

"You are perfectly correct, constable."

" Was he in possession of a shoulder of

mutton and a cleaver, sir ? "

Both," said Hunt.

" Did he say anything which led you to
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suppose he was a butcher or the legitimate

owner of the articles ? "

" Oh, no ! " said Hunt. " He told us quite

frankly that he had stolen them. Didn't he,

Eustace ? "

" Well," said Eustace, " I thought his

view was that he had stolen the mutton but

the cleaver had been given him."

" How far did he go with you, sir ? "

asked the constable.

" All the way to this hotel," said Hunt,

" and then he disappeared in the crowd.

But he gave me the mutton and the cleaver."

He turned to the head waiter.

" Give me the cleaver. Ah, this is it,

constable ! Would you like to have it ? "

" And the mutton, sir ? "

" This is itâ��would you like to have that,

too ? The waiter will wrap it up for you,"

said Hunt.

" It's a very curious business, sir," began

the constable.

" So we thought," said Hunt, hastily.

" My young friend here and I were much

surprised. While the head waiter is wrap-

ping up the mutton and the cleaver, will you

have a drink, constable ? "

" There being now no one else in the room

I have no objection, sir," replied the con-

stable. " But it is a very curious business,

sir, and "

" Do you think any information we have

been able to give you will lead to the arrest

of the young man who stole the mutton ? "

interrupted Hunt.

" And was given the cleaver," said Eustace,

firmly.

" I don't quite know, sir," replied the

constable, thoughtfully. " I begin to think

I could lay my hands on him. But there

might be circumstances "

" There are," said Hunt, casually putting

his hand into his pocket.

" The young man might have been mad,

sir," said the constable.

" He was not. I deny it," said Eustace,

indignantly. " He was in a state of tre-

mendous indignation at having had nothing

to eat for three days."

" How natural of him," cried Kitty.

" And yet he left the mutton behind him,

miss," said the constable, pensively.

" I forgot to tell you, constable, that

pitying his condition I arranged for him to

have a really good dinner," said Hunt.

" Otherwise nothing would have induced

him to part with it, even for a moment."

" He was a decently dressed, tall young

man. And couldn't he run, just ! " said the

constable, looking steadily at Eustace. " If

I don't get him I shall have had a lot of

trouble for nothing."

" Your profession is an arduous one,"

said Hunt, " but you will rise in it. I admire

the way you spotted my number. I shouldn't

like to think I had brought you up here for

nothing. I couldn't bear the thought. Can

I make it up to you in any way ? "

" There being no one else in the room you

might, sir," said the constable. " Thank

you, sir. The young gentleman I saw run-

ning must have taken the mutton for a

lark."

" A very large lark," said Hunt.

" Good-night, sir, miss, and gentlemen,"

said the constable.

And he withdrew to find the head waiter

outside.

" That's a most remarkable lot of gents in

there," he said, pointing to the door with

his thumb.

" All millionaires ! " said the head waiter,

fervently.

" So I thought," said the constable, con-

scious of five Bradburys in his pocket. " Is

the tall young gent one ? "

" Some day he'll be the richest of the lot,"

said the head waiter, hastily ; " and if that

young lady in there doesn't mean to marry

him you can take me for shifting that shoulder

of mutton."

" D'ye think he could sprint a bit ? "

asked the constable.

" How should I know ? " asked the head

waiter.

" If ever he's in a quarter-mile and you

know it, put your shirt on him," said the

constable.

Ai the door closed Eustace was the calmest

person in the room, for while" Mr. Hunt

laughed, Kitty looked on the verge of

tears, and Mr. Brown kept opening his

mouth as if about to say something, and

said nothing after all.

"I'm sure that policeman knew me,"

said Eustace.

" He admired your running no end,"

gurgled Kitty's uncle.

" I always could run," said Eustace,

modestly, " but I do wonder if I ought to go

back to Chelsea now. I wouldn't lose my

tragedy for anything, and I don't know

where I shall sleep."

" Yon mustn't risk it, Mr.â��Mr. Rankine."

said Kitty.

" I'll get you a room here, my boy," said

Mr. Brown.

" You arc good to me," said Eustace.

" And I'll get your tragedy for you to-

morrow," said Hunt, " your comedy deserves

it."

Eustace beamed on him.

" That is good of you. I do wish you were

all going to Australia at once. I shall miss

you so ! "

" No, you won't, my boy," said Mr. Brown.

" We're coming with you."
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" Yes," said Kitty, " we are ! "

" I am pleased," said Eustace ; " and now

if I had any money I'd cable to my poor

lonely uncle to say I was coming."

" Dad, do you hear that ? " cried Kitty.

" Why don't you speak ? Oh, Cousin

Eustace, I'm so glad ! "

" Cousin Eustace," cried Eustace, thunder-

s

"'

' That's a most remaikable lot of gents in there,' said the constable, pointing to the door

with his thumb."

struck. " What, what, do you mean ? " lovely for tears, her father laid his hand on

And just as Kitty sat down suddenly and the poet's shoulder.

cried beautifully, knowing that she was of " My dear boy, I'm Brown of Boomoo-

the elect who are rather more than less noomana," said Kitty's father.

Vol. UI.-1S
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" . . . . and that the Nation might turn

its thoughts reverently back to the four

years of peril and sacrifice from which it

had emerged, a decree was made that

there should be a two-minutes' silence

throughout the land. . . ."

THE actual cause of the trouble hardly

concerns us since causes are for

philosophers and results for indi-

viduals. The result was very pain-

ful to both parties involved. They arrived

at it by easy stagesâ��through irritation to

annoyanceâ��annoyance to angerâ��anger,

since it is surprising, to forgivenessâ��thence

over the old ground again to anger without

forgiveness, and finally to open hostility by

day and night and unremitting domestic

warfare. The symptoms are well known to

most observersâ��they occur among nice

people as well as nasty.

Now since this story has for its essence the

moral: Pause and consider, let us, before it

is too late, record the fact that Betty and

Boyd Norman were very nice people indeed

â�¢â��before they fell into the habit of argument

and discord. They married in a delightful

hurry during the early days of war, loved

each other to distraction in season and out,

behaved like perfect lunatics when the all-

too-brief leaves brought them together for a

Hash past of wonderful days, wrote the most

extravagant letters at every opportunity,

and fell headlong into the raptures of furni-

ture-buying, house-getting, and wondering

if they would want a nursery just so soon

as the nations were at peace. In a word,

they conducted themselves in a very normal

and proper manner and were a pattern to all

to whom the question of marriage had

presented itself.

There may be some who at this point will

shake their heads and say, " War weddings

always have turned out badly." Not at all.

It was a very nice wedding, and the war had

nothing to do either with its making or its

breaking. In support of which statement

be it said they kissed each other for the first

time in a Hampstead conservatory in the

year 1913, and their original falling out (this

savours of a breach of confidence) was oc-

casioned by Boyd inadvertently shaking his

fountain-pen over the skirt of a new dove-

grey charmeuse gown Betty was wearing for

the first time on an afternoon in January,

1920. He made the mistake of treating the

matter lightly and she of treating it too

seriously. He regretted they had subscribed

to a fire insurance rather than an ink in-

surance, and she regretted that he should

supply her with humour in place of contrition.

His contrition, when it ultimately arrived,

had a delay action fuseâ��it missed its mark

and exploded ineffectually after the door

had slammed. It is perfectly obvious he

should have pursued her, but he didn't.

Later in the evening, feeling very sorry, he

went out and bought a tube of " Movall "

(presumably in the belief that it contained

an olive branch). This excursion resulted in

his being ten minutes late for dinnerâ��a

circumstance accompanied by a reproach.

Accordingly he threw the " Movall " out of

the window and declined to eat his soup.
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"When asked what was the matter with it he

replied that he expected it was all right.

Could anytlu'ng be more stupid ? But

there is a serious aspect that cannot be

ignored. Discord possesses a curious at-

traction. Harmony is delightful, but dis-

cord is magnetic. It is exciting to add a

wrong note to a chord just to see what the

effect will be, but he who does so forgets that

he is rendering his ear callous to sweetness

by indulging in cacophony. Easy to say,

" Oh, I'll play it right next time." There is

always the danger that he won't bother

whether it is right or wrong. The taste for

bitterness is readily acquired and becomes a

common necessity and habit.

We will not attempt to. accompany them

on their descent from happiness. They went

bv the all-too-familiar ladder that is ranged

with intolerance, indignation, jealousy, and

abuse, and which leads to a nasty dark place

in whose divided ways people very easily lose

one another.

On the morning of November the eleventh,

1920, they had a row, in the middle of which,

actually speaking, our story begins.

And this was the worst row ever, because

neither of them had lost their tempers and

were merely " saying things " with calm and

calculating deliberation.

Betty, being a woman, was naturally the

cleverer, and what she said hurt most.

But Bo yd had decided not to mind that,

because he had something dreadful to say

and was only waiting for the opportunity to

say it.

What he proposed to say was this :â��

" If you'll make a list of the furniture you

wish to keep I'll arrange for the remainder

to be collected."

(A little oblique, you will observe, stu-

diously polite, and wholly damnable.)

SOMEHOW or other at ten minutes to

eleven the loud pedal went down on the

argument. An unlooked-for fierceness

took possession of their voices. Betty's pretty

cheeks fired to a letter-box scarlet and Boyd's

hands trembled uncontrollably.

From the street below came the solid roar

of trafficâ��the honk and bleat of hornsâ��the

rustle of a thousand feet upon pavementsâ��

the cries of newsboys and the tapping of a

blind man's stick. Life seemed to be moving

very rapidly and noisily towards dissolution.

" I hate youâ��hate you ! " said Betty.

" Thanks ; I knew that."

" You've been a beastâ��an absolute beast

to me."

" Have I ? "

" Yes."

" Very well, we won't dispute it."

" Oh, I wishâ��I wish I'd never seen youâ��

I wish "

" If that's what you wish, the solution is

fairly obvious."

" What solution ? "

" It's plain enough. Do you think it's

possible for us to go on like this ? "

" Do you think I want to ? "

" All right, then ; if that's how it goes

we'd better make up our minds right away

that "

He hesitated, fixed her with his eyes, and

drew a long breath. And at that moment

the church tower opposite struck the first

chime of eleven. Simultaneously every noise â�¢

and movement in the street ceased as though

a hand had been clapped over the mouth of

the world.

Boycl was fumbling for words when the

silence came and with it a memory of the

cause. The nation was thinking of its dead.

Betty looked at him, a shade of perplexity

running across her anger, and he half raised

his hand. That was all, but it was enough.

They held each other's eyesâ��she red of cheek

â��he verv whiteâ��waiting for the silence to

break. On the tongue of each was a bullet

destined for the heart of the other, and two

minutes were theirs to steady the aim.

Now it is an established fact if you aim at

an object too long you will find the foresight

of your rifle will begin strange gyrations.

It describes ellipses and arcsâ��it refuses to

remain steadyâ��it points at anything and

everything except the mark intended. That

is precisely what occurred with the minds of

our protagonists. In the silence they lost

direction. Present intention declined in

sharp perspective to a perfectly - defined

recollection of past events.

Within rather less than half a minute the

anger had died out of Boyd's eyes and he

saw the crimsoned little face confronting him

transform through pink to ivory, and ab-

surdly enough there was an impression of

orange blossoms in her pretty hair.

He had gone half-way down the aisle to

meet her, ignoring the best man's hoarse

injunction, " Come back, you silly ass."

If a man couldn't be a silly ass on his wedding

day, when could he ? Betty had starry eyes

which gleamed approval as he came near.

No one could have resisted them. He had

wondered why every man in the church

didn't spring to lus feet and challenge lus

right to possess this miracle of loveliness.

And afterward. There were things to

remember that they said to each other in

the electric brougham. Married folks will

endorse that and single must find out for

themselves, but lest they go guessing all

wrong or if they are by nature inarticulate,

they have but to look at the third finger of a

left hand encircled by a twinkly bright

wedding ring, and they are pretty sure to

stumble on the right words.
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"And that the Nation might

turn its thoughts reverently

back to the (oui years

There was no reception. They

couldn't afford an afternoon spent

that way when there was only a

week's leave for the honeymoon.

There was a revelation, though. A

pure revelationâ��the most fragile

and exquisite experience life can

bestow. The miracle of unpacking

" our trousseaux by ourselves."

Boyd sat on the bed in the trim

little hotel suite they had taken,

and in sheer nervousness gazed at

the toes of his faultless brown shoes

wlule a small and timid person was

shyly conveying the frailest crea-

tions of lace and lawn to a frankly

Victorian chest ot drawers. And though his feet were size ten

and liis hands extremely large he knew that by some amazing

process he had found his way into fairyland and the Queen and

all her gossamers were his and his alone. It was a very startling

discovery, and the only means by which he could convey his

appreciation was by kissing the palms of her hands a great

many times.

" Didn't think anything could be so wonderful," he gulped.

And she gave the only possible reply :â��

" Nothing could."

For that, I would have you know, is the way that fairies

cause people to talk on wedding days.

The quickness of a leave deceives the heart. That is why

Victoria Station at 7.40 a.m. was the rendezvous of England's

tears. Smiles hold sway until the leave train swallowed up its

victims. After that more or less everyone cried in their particular

fashionâ��some pretending they weren'tâ��others flagrantly blow-

ing their noses under the very eyes of door-slamming officialsâ��
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tuned to the utter-

ance of the single

phrase, " Take your

seats â�� stand away

there ! "

But Betty didn't stand

away. She jumped on the

running board, put her arms round Boyd's

neck and held on. A porter collared her

at the platform end-, or Heaven knows

what might have happened. Before that

she had kissed an old major in Boyd's

carriage because he had no one to see him

off. And the old major had said :â��

" Blast you, sir, you've got a damn

fine wifeâ��damn you, sirâ��you have."

In the freemasonry of emotion invec-

tive has a throne.

Boyd spent the journey to Folkestone

writing a letter, and he wrote another on

arrival. Also he sent a wire which, for

sheer extravagance of expres-

sion, would have taken the

roof off an average post-office

in any other period of lu'story.

From Boulogne back to his

division the train was packed

with officers and men returning

from leave. For eight hours

Boyd and another man, a total

stranger, discussed happiness in

all its variants, the conversa-

tion having started from a

mutually expressed apprecia-

tion of how wonderful women

were. Certainly, during the war,

men talked to one another.

of peril and sacrifice from which it had emerged, a decree

is made that there should be a two-minutes' silence

throughout the land."
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Memory knows no halting-places and bows

to no direction. It skipped a year and stayed

all standing in the very middle of " The

Arras Stunt." And Boyd was reading a

letter from Betty saying she wasn't frightened

a bit but was glad. He had asked for leave

on the strength of the letterâ��in the circum-

stances it was refused.

" Can't be done," the Colonel said. " And

after all a man's better out of the way at

those times."

THEY went over the top the following

morning at a time that synchronized

exactly with another event of vastly more

terrible importance in Boyd's imagination.

In his left hand he clutched a little perfumed

kerchief Betty had sent him a few days before.

It was his mascot for the double fight and

it served him generously indeed. A fatherly

5'9 burst near by and peeled off a long strip

of muscle from his upper forearm. The little

white kerchief turned very red and the

world became a drowsy placeâ��that rumbled

persistently with a curiously familiar rumble.

When he opened his eyes trees and telegraph

poles were flashing by across a square of

window. It was difficult to realize one was

in a train and that the train was running

alongside a white steamer which bore a big

red cross.

At seven o'clock that night Boyd was

leaning against the luggage lift in Charing

Cross Station. The worst cases were cleared

by ambulance, but there was not enough

accommodation for everyone. An officer in

charge packed the walking wounded into

taxi-cabs.

Boyd found himself sharing a taxi with a

merry-eyed boy whose arm was bound

across his chest. The driver had been

instructed to proceed to the Third London

General Hospital, but Boyd had other views.

" Look here," he said, " are you a sport ? "

And the merry-eyed boy proved by his

answer that he was.

And in view of the fact that he was in

battle at 7 a.m. and was ringing his own

door bell at 7 p.m., it is manifest that

miracles occur even in the present century.

He tip-toed into his wife's room at the

very moment her heart was near to breaking.

The nurse had whispered in the hall, shaken

her head toward a closed door, and told him

the story that ends at its beginning, the'

smallest and saddest and shortest story in

the world. And he laid his head beside

Betty's on the pillow and their cheeks were

pressed so close together that even tears

could find no room to fall between them.

" We've all the blessed future, dear," he

said, at last. " The wonderful, wonderful

future that's so tremendous for us and

that we're going to do such things with."

And at this point memory began to play

pranks, flashing to and fro from past to

present and back again.

What was that phrase about dividing the

furnitureâ��how did it go ? And there was a

prayer, too, of thanksgiving offered up on

Armistice Day, two years before, and

breathed simultaneously in South Kensington

and at a spot somewhere near the Rhine.

That prayer was repeated in two letters that

crossed each other on the following dayâ��

letters that gave resolution the solidity of

rock. How could anything ever happen to

people who wrote letters like that and meant

them ? How could any contrivance of ink,

circumstance, third party, or habit drive a

wedge into such affinity ? One could imagine

the reception the cynic would have had who

suggested the possibilityâ��who had written

on a post-card that it would be handy to

conserve a phrase like the one about the

furniture for future needs.

I do not know what passed through the

mind of Betty Norman during the great

silence of 1920. The mind of a woman is a

mystery, like a lake of unfathomable depth.

It was a lake of black, frozen water when the

silence began, and who can say why the ice

melted and reeds came to rustle at its shores,

or when the lilies broke into flower upon the

surface ? Ours is an age of Tubes and tele-

phones, but fairies have their hiding-places in

tunnels as well as tree boles, and call through

the windows of the hurrying trains or short-

circuit the wire that connects us with Lewis

and Lewis, specialists in divorce and judicial

separation, with a spider thread of finest

gossamer.

And, of course, if you give them two whole

minutes to get busyâ��-with an entire nation

standing stillâ��just anything is going to

happen.

The engine of a motor started up in

the street below, followed by another and

another ; the scrape of a dray-horse's hoofs

taking up a heavy load, the whistle of a train

somewhere down the line, the patter of feet

on paving-stones, a muffin bell, the cry of a

hawker and the tap, tap of a blind man's stick.

The silence was over and once again

the people of England were passing on. Yet

somehow in common sounds of life and

movement there was a differenceâ��a muffled

noteâ��as though the world walked felt-soled,

tip-toeing through the afterglow of a supreme

revelation, the revelation of a dead,

dreadful, but glorious past.

" I can't speak," said Boyd ; " oh, I can't

say anything."

" You needn't," she whispered, " but just

take hold of me, please."

And it can happen so if people will only

trust themselves to believe it.



225

Com i no \^fer\ders

(Technical Secretary of the Civil Aerial Transport Committee.)

Ð¢ GEOFFREY WATSON[

THE real wonders of the air are only

just about to dawn. We are on the

brink, now, of inventions and dis-

coveries which will pale almost into

insignificance everything which has been

done hitherto.

We have seen a good deal, but we have

not yet seen half there is to be seen ; and

the wonders to come are very much greater

than those which have already taken place.

We have thought of flying, so far, as some-

thing that is very wonderful, no doubt, but

very far indeed from our own personal lives.

But this is going to be the case no longer ;

we are not going to look on at flying any

more ; we are going to fly ourselves. And

we are, in a sense, going to make our lives

longer by doing so. We shall move at such

speed from place to place that the time we

spend on travel will be more than halved ;

which will leave us so much more time for

resting or reading, or for the playing of

games ; or, if we are as active as we are all

becoming to-day, we shall make use of these

saved hours, days, and weeks in broadening

our view of the world by visiting places and

seeing things which it would be impossible

for us to see in one short lifetime were it not

for this marvel of one hundred miles an hour

transport by air. This is what the era of

the air will mean for you, and me, and every-

body else ; this, and a good deal more.

Those experts who concentrate upon the

" airways " between London and the Conti-

nent, and who will soon be operating thou-

sands of miles of air routes throughout

Europe, foresee very clearly now some of

the scientific wonders which impend.

TAKE, for instance, the fascinating science

of fog-fighting, and the navigation of an

aeroplane through mist or cloud. In-

struments almost human in the ingenuity of

their action are now being devised to com-

pensate the airman for his lack of actual

vision when he is flying through a heavily-

obscured air. One of the things he wants

to know is his height above the ground.

There is a device now being tested which

contains special instruments which are so

sensitive that they are affected by, and

respond to, their nearness to earth or water.

What it is possible to do with this machine

is to cause a series of coloured electric bulbs

to glow in the pilot's cockpit according U>

his proximity to the earthâ��a light of one

colour recording so many thousands of feet

above the ground, and so on ; the lights

changing, for example, as the aeroplane

descends towards the ground. Thus, by a

glance at whatever light may be glowing at

the moment, the pilot can tell at once his

altitude in relation, say, to the aerodrome

he is approaching. And this is but one of

many wonderful devices with which the mind

of the aerial expert is busy.

One of the most striking things of to-day

is the way in which aeroplanes are changing

and improving in design in order to meet

the requirements of real business transport

through the air.

One wants to carry an air-borne load

swiftly from place to place. At the same

time one wants to do so with the least pos-

sible expenditure of engine-power and fuel.

This means very largely that one must

design one's machine so that it offers the
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Coming Wonders of the Air

THREE MILES A MINUTEâ��THE AEROPLANE OF THE FUTURE.

THE BIG AIR EXPRESSES ARE EXPECTED TO DEVELOP INTO HUGE SINGLE WINGS AND LITTLE

ELSE, WITH ENGINES, PASSENGERS, CREW, AND FUEL ACCOMMODATED WITHIN INSTEAD OF

OUTSIDE THE GIANT MONOPLANE. SPEEDS OK TWO HUNDRED MILES AN HOUR ARE ANTICIPATED.

least possible resistance to its own rapid

movement through the air. Thus we are

turning from the biplane, or machine with

two planes one above the other connected

by struts and wires, to a monoplane machine

which shall have only one wing and which

:-hall eliminate the need for external struts

and wires. And already the aeroplane de-

signer is looking a stage farther ahead than

this. He is visualizing the aeroplane of the

future. And the next stage in high-speed

craft will be the elimination of any external

fuselage or hull. The big " air expresses "

on our European airways are expected to

develop into huge single wings and little

else, with everythingâ��engines, passengers,

crew, and fuelâ��being accommodated within,

instead of outside of, this great monoplane.

In a contemplated design one of these big

wings is as much as a hundred feet long and

seven feet in thickness at its central sections.

This will permit the designer to accommo-

date his entire load, either of passengers or

cargo, inside the wing. He can provide an

enclosed passenger saloon ten yards in length,

several yards in width, and with ample head-

room. Engines, too, would be inside the

wing, driving propellers either in front of or

Ix-hind it, and there would be room inside

the wing, near the engines, for mechanics

to move about at their work. These per-

fected monoplanes will have such small

resistance to their own progress through

the air that speeds of two hundred miles

an hour, or slightly more, are expected even

with a large passenger craft. This may

mean an air express flight between London

and Paris of only about an hourâ��as quick

as the present railway journey down to

Brighton !

A wonder we shall soon see realized in

actual fact is the airship arrival and depar-

ture platform on the top of a huge steel

tower.

Experiments conducted secretly during

the war, and continued since, have now

proved that big airships, or air liners, such as

have been designed and are now building,

for the Atlantic service between Europe and

America, will require to go into their sheds

only occasionally, like a ship into dock.

At all other times they will simply ride

out in their appointed element, the air, just

in the same way as a ship does on the sea,

picking up and disembarking passengers

from special aerial stations raised high above

the ground.

The latest designs for these airship stations.
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THE CHARING CROSS OF THE AIR.

AN AIRSHIP AND AEROPLANE ARRIVAL AND DEPARTURE PLATFORM. AT THE TOP OF THE TOWER,

FLOATING QUITE FREELY IN THE AIR, AND WITH HER BOW ATTACHED TO THE TOWER BY A

SPECIAL COUPLING, IS THE OCEAN-GOING AIRSHIP OF THE FUTURE.

(The interior oj llie platform at the top of the tou'er is shown on the next page.)
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Coming Wonders of the Air

AN AERIAL PLATFORM, WITH AIRSHIP ALONGSIDE.

PASSENGERS ARE CARRIED BY A FAST-MOVING LIFT UP THE SLENDER TTBE OF STEEL WHICH

FORMS THE TOWER, AND ON REACHING THE AERIAL PLATFORM ENTER THE AIRSHIP THROfGH

A COVERED PASSAGE-WAY LIKE THAT OF A CORRIDOR TRAIN.
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or towers, are extra-

ordinarily interesting ;

and one may note that

the Air Ministry now

proposes to put an

unproved one up for

testing at the station

at Howden.

Let us assume fora

moment that we are

aerial passengers leav-

ing I-ondon for the

forty-eight hours' air-

ship flight to New

York which should

become possible as

soon as we have the

really large airship

which will fly at great

speed. Arriving at

the air-station, we

find ourselves in a

glass-roofed vestibule.

Then, passing into an

inner hall, we step into

a lift and are borne in

this swiftly up through

the centre of an im-

mensely talT, slender

tower of steel until we

reach a small, covered -

in chamber.'. . Here,

leaving the lift and

going up a short flight

of steps, we eiiie.rge' on_

a platform which is at

the very head of the

mast or column up"

which the lift has

carried us. There is

no fear of one's feel-

ing 'dizzy, in spite of

the height, because

the'-platform is en-

tirely -w a 11 e d and

roofed, and tliere is

nothing to tell us- we

are how in a sort of

crow's-nest, with the

earth a very long way

below.

-At the top of the tower, floating quite

freely in the air, and with her bow attached

by a special coupling to the chamber in

which we stand, is the ocean-going airship.

In order to take up this position she has

flown near the tower arid dropped a rope, to

which has been attached a flexible 'steel

cable which is connected to an electric winch

within the tower. Then, the cable being

wound in, she has been " berthed " snugly.

Here she rides securelyâ��the whole platform

revolving so that she is always head to windâ��

even should a gale arise. Even in winds

ELECTRIFIED AIRWAYS. .

THE CONTROL OF WIRELESS WAVES BRINGS US A STAGE NEARER AN

ELECTRIFIED AIR SERVICE, IN WHICH THE. AEROPLANES ARE FITTED

WITH A' MOTOR WHICH PICKS UP CURRENT rOUT OF THE AIR, TI}E

POWER REQUIRED BEING RADIATED UPWARD BY A SERIES OF TOWERS

ALONG THE ROUTE.' "â�¢' â�¢ - â�¢ ' '"â�¢ .' ",''

blowing at the velocity of seventy or eighty

miles an hour an airship thus berthed will

ride quite safely.

Now we embark. Between the bow of

the airship and the platform of the elevated

air-station is a covered, flexible passage-waV,

rather -like-these one is accustomed to pass

through when going from one; coach -to

another "of a corridor train'. Through" this

we walk quite unperturbed, with no

unpleasant suggestion at all of being

high above the ground ; and, once inside

the big air liner, we feel just as secure
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Coming Wonders of the Air

PILOTLESS CARGO-PLANES.

AN ASTONISHING POSSIBILITY OF THE FUTURE IS THAT A LARGE CARGO-AEROPLANE, WITHOUT A

CREW, MAY BE ABLE TO ASCEND FROM LONDON, FLY BY ELECTRICAL PROPULSION AND CONTROL

ALONG THE AERIAL WAY TO PARIS, AND GLIDE SAFELY TO ITS LANDING-POINT JUST AS THOUGH

A PILOT HAD BEEN IN CONTROL. TRAFFIC CONTROLLERS MAY BE SEEN IN THE BUILDING

IN THE FOREGROUND.

as if we had entered some ocean-going

steamship.

With her mails as well as passengers

aboard, the airship " casts off " from her

tower and drifts away on the wind. Then,

starting her engines at a signal from the

control car, she will swing off on her four

thousand miles' flight. And in these great

ocean-going airships we shall travel with a

comfort, or rather a luxury, which we have

never known before. Cabins, lounges, beauti-

ful upper-deck saloonsâ��the trans-ocean air-

ship will have all these ; and when winds are

high, and the surface of the sea below is rising

in tempestuous waves, the airship traveller

will look down quite unconcerned. His

vessel will ride with perfect steadiness, and

sickness will be a thing of the past.

There is a wonder of air travel looming

now on the horizon which, should it mate-

rialize, will revolutionize the operation of

aerial routes and lead us perhaps into an

electrical as well as an air age which may-

develop in a way that will bring results

almost incredible.

It is a thought which has long been in the

minds of inventors. Hitherto, though, it has

been more or less a dream. The idea is to

use electricity, instead of petrol engines, to

drive aeroplanes along an organized flying

route. One drawback, so far, has been to

concentrate the electrical energy upward in

a prescribed beam, and to prevent it from

dissipating itself in all directions. Recent

experiments in wireless telephony suggest,

however, that it may be possible to electrify

an international flying route with a ray of

wireless current which will be so controlled,

as it is projected upward by ground stations,

that it is focused in a regular and constant

beam, being picked up out of the air by the

specially-devised motors of planes which fly

along this lane of traffic. This will mean

that an aeroplane will be installed merely

with a lightened electric motor capable of

being energized by the wireless waves.

There will be no need, as at present, to lift

into the air the dead weight of many gallons

of fuel, and the space and weight thus saved

will be devoted to profit-earning cargo.

A possibility even more astonishing, which

seems atafirst glance positivelyuncanny.isthe

flying along these electrified airways of planes

without pilots or any human being in them.

It has been shown possible, already, to

control the movements of an aeroplane,
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while it is flying, by wireless impulses

directed up from the ground. It was, in

iact, suggested, towards the end of the war,

that bomb-dropping might be carried out in

this way, and that aeroplanes carrying tor-

pedoes might be launched against ships and

directed towards their target by distant con-

trolling stations. But the difficulty was that

t lie operator at the wireless station could

control the pilotless aeroplane only as long as

it was in sight, which restricted very greatly

the range in war. But detailed improve-

ments in wireless telegraphy are calling atten-

tion to the fact that it may not only be found

possible to send a small aircraft up into the

air without a pilot and guide it by wireless

as long as it is in sight, but it may even

become feasible to go on controlling it by the

new power of directional wireless even when

it is beyond human vision. The pilotless

plane may, that is to say, be so equipped that

it will send out automatically, every few

seconds, a signal which is received by the

stations controlling it, and whieh will enable

them, by the impulses which they originate

arid-transmit, to steer it on a predetermined

course should its tendency have been to veer

awav from it.

On an international airway, with electrical

stations as close together as desired, the

question of wireless control might be solved

quite easily. Each station would control a

plane within limits of vision, and would then

surrender it to the sphere of the next station,

and so on.

Thus it may be possible, ultimately, to

cause a large cargo aeroplane without a

crew to ascend from London, fly by elec-

trical propulsion and control along the

aerial way to Paris, and glide safely to its

landing point just as though a pilot had

been sitting at its controls. And the

ability to dispense with a crew would,

of course, provide more lifting power and

space for mails and goods.

WHAT can one say of such marvels

save that the ceaseless ingenuity of

man's brain, coupled with the won-

ders he now controls in scientific instru-

ments and machinery, may lead us into a

world in which we annihilate the old

restrictions of time and distance, and live

a life of such activity and interest that,

looking back, we shall hardly seem to have

lived at all to-day ?

ACROSTICS.

DOUBLE ACROSTIC Xo. 92.

Os either hand the uprights we may see.

What fitter place for uprights could there IÂ» !

L A thankleee taskâ��if task it beâ��unless

One loves to eat the bread of idleness.

2. See headles.Â«, taillÃ©es see : within we find

Something that wi.l retailing bring to mind.

3. Thing Scandinavian ; and. with added head,

An ringlieh thing of mark is seen instead.

4. Who Â»rites to maiden should a letter change,

Ð�Ñ� it â�� startling, more than passing airante.

5. Let famous couple now their river Ð¿Ð°Ñ�Ð²,

OnÂ« will become a plant, the other tlii .

G. Where, quadruped and river are the same,

She will be noti(4xl, she without a name.

PAX.

Ð� muxrÂ« lo Acrostic .Vo. 92 ehould hr addressed to the

Acrostic Editor, THE STRAND MAGAZINE. Â¡Southampton

Xtrert, Strand, London, W.(.'.'2, and must arrive not later

lÃan by the fir* poet on March \\th.

Tim answers may be sent lo crtry light.

It is essential that soliere, irilh their answer* to this

aeruetic, ehould send aleo their real native and addressee.

ANSWER Ñ�Ð¾ Xo. 91.

1. S

i n g e r

S

2. A

r Ð³Ð¾

\v

3. I

g n i t

K

4. X

o v i Ñ�

K

Ð±. Ð¢

Ð¾ i 1 e

T

6. V

eilet

u

7. A

fir

K

8. L

a v

Ð»

9. E

r

i:

10. X

ough

T

11. T

r es Ñ�Ð°Ñ�

s

12. I

Ñ� Ð¾ 1 a t e

1)

13. X

a p h t h

A

14. E

n e r g

Y

XOTES.â��Light 1. William Morris. 9. Humanim est

errare. 13. Oil spring.

The " Malta " light in Xo. 89 proved unexpectedly diffi-

cult. Several solvers overlooked the fact that the island

is in view, buried in the words " formal take."
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THE RIFT

MR. CRAY, newly arrived from

Paris, sat in the lounge of the

Milan, talking to his daughter,

Lady Sittingbourne.

The latter was a little distressed.

" I am worried about George, dad," she

confided. " When did you say the Maure-

lania arrived ? "

" Docked in Liverpool midday yesterday,"

Mr. Cray replied. " The special arrived in

London last night."

" George cabled me from New York that

he was sailing on her," Sara continued, " and

1 have heard nothing since. I sat at home

all last night, and all to-day up till four

o'clock. Then I telephoned the Cunard

Steamship Company and they told me that

he was on board. They knew nothing else,

of course."

Mr. Cray admitted to being a little per-

plexed himself. " I suppose he'd have to go

to Downing Street first," he observed.

" I thought I'd allowed plenty of time for

that. Why, dad "

Mr. Cray was leaning forward in his chair.

He, too, was staring in some bewilderment

at the tall, good-looking man who had just

descended the steps and, with a companion

by his side, was making his way towards the

restaurant. There was not the slightest

doubt that the man was Sir George Sitting-

bourne, or that his companion was an ex-

tremely good-looking woman of somewhat

flamboyant type.

" George ! " Sara exclaimed, breathlessly.

" Wliat on eartli does this mean ? "

Copyright, 1921, by E.
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She rose impulsively to lier feet. Her

husband turned and glanced in their direc-

tion. He took not the slightest notice either

of his wife or his father-in-law. The woman

by his side plucked at his arm to ask him a

question, and he smiled into her face as he

leaned down.

" Gee ! " Mr. Cray murmured. " This is

bad! "

" It's disgracefulâ��horrible ! " Sara cried.

" So this is why George hasn't been home ! "

Mr. Cray pulled himself together.

" George isn't that sort, my dear," he

declared.. " There's something queer about

it. Let's sit and think for a moment."

" I shall do nothing of the sort," Saru

insisted. " I shall go straight in and con-

front him. I will let him know that I saw

him with my own eyes."

" If your ladyship will excuse me ! "

Both Mr. Cray and his daughter looked

round. Standing behind their settee was a

small, dark man of unobtrusive manners,

dressed in an unobtrusive dinner suit, and

with a faintly deprecating smile upon his lips.

" I regret so much," he went on, " being

compelled to make my little explanation

here. I called in Cur/on Street, but found

that your ladyship had just left. I wish to

have a word with you in reference to your

husband."

" My husband ? " Sara repeated, blankly.

" Who are you ? "

" My name is King," the young man re-

plied. " I am connected with the Intelli-

gence Department."

Phillips Oppenheim.
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If your ladyship will excuse me ! ' both Mr. Cray and his daughter looked round

wish to have a word with you in reference to your husband.' "
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Mr. Cray's Adventures

Neither Sara nor her father felt capable of

any comment. The situation so suddenly

disclosed had taken their breath away.

" Your husband," Mr. King continued,

smoothly, " after a very successful visit to

the States, has met with one of those mis-

adventures on his homeward journey to

which .we are all of us sometimes subject.

An autograph letter which he was conveying

from a certain person in Washington to the

Prime Minister, and to obtain which was the

object of his mission, was stolen from his

person during the last day of his voyage

home."

" What has that to do with my husband's

presence here with thatâ��that woman ? "

Sara demanded.

" Sir George sought the aid of my de-

partment by wireless," Mr. King replied.

" I boarded the steamer in the Mersey and

at once realized the probable thief. The

woman whom he is dining with to-night sat

at his table and occupied the next stateroom

to his. She is an Austrian.' It will l>e

sufficient if I tell you that if she had been

found in any of the allied countries during

the war she would have been shot at once as

a spy."

" What is her name ? " Sara demanded, a

little irrelevantly.

" She has many," Mr. King answered.

" She calls herself at present Mrs. Jacob

Weiller, from "Chicago."

" And .why is she dining alone with my

husband ? " . â�¢-

Mr. King smiled inscrutably.

" Even the most successful Secret Service

agents in the world," he said, " have their

weak point. Mrs. Weiller, although she

must be forty years old, preserves a romantic

disposition. From my inquiries on the ship,

I learned that she has pursued your husband

with attentions from the day the steamer

left Sandy Hook, attentions which I might

add were obviously undesired. It was my

advice at once that your husband should

not lose sight of the lady. I may tell you

that while he engages her attention at

dinner, her rooms are being thoroughly

searched by our agents."

" Say, this affair becomes interesting ! "

Mr. Cray declared, his natural instincts

asserting themselves. " I guess you are

satisfied now, Sara ? "

" I suppose so," she admitted, with a shade

of doubt still in her tone.

" Then let's just have a word or two more

about this matter," Mr. Cray went on.

" Searching the lady's rooms is all very well,

but can't she have sent the letter away some-

where ? "

"It is impossible that she should have

parted with it," Mr. King pronounced. " I

myself left the steamer by her side. I travelled

a bulky document," Mr. King

" There are eighteen pages of

letter paper enclosed in a long

It is altogether a packet of some

Mr.

in the same compartment from Liverpool;

I did not move a yard away from her on

Euston platform. Sir George escorted her

here in a taxicab, from wliich I watched ln-r

myself alight in the entrance hall of the Milan,

and went up in the lift with her to her room.

Since then she has been surrounded by a

cordon of our best agents. She has posted

three absolutely harmless letters to personal

friends, each of which has been read."

" What about her person ? " Mr. Cray

demanded. " Surely she would carry a

letter as important as that about with her ? "

" An agent of ours," Mr. King explained,

" at once took the place of the chambermaid

on her floor, and has rendered her since her

arrival the most intimate personal services.

The letter is not concealed upon her person."

" How large a thing is it ? " Mr. Cray

inquired.

" It is

replied,

ordinary

envelope,

bulk."

" The stewardess

Cray began.

Mr. King smiled.

" We make our mistakes," he interrupted,

" but in our way we are thorough. Everv

person with whom she came in contact.during

the last day "of her voyage has been- dealt

with. Excuse me for a moment:" ;

MR. KING sauntered across the'foyer to

where a recently-arrived ' prototype of

himself had lit a cigareti'e and was

ordering a cocktail. : There - was a few

minutes' casual conversation' between the

two men, after which Mr. King returned.

" The search of Blanche Weiller's room,"

he announced, " has revealed nothing. I

think, in the circumstances, Lady Sitting-

bourne, disappointing though it may be to

you, the best thing you can do is to return

home. We will send your husband after you

as soon as we can spare him."

Sara made a little grimace.

I don't see what good he can do if your

agents have failed to discover the document,"

she observed, rising reluctantly to her feet,

" and in any case I haven't had any dinner

yet."

Mr. Cray took his daughter by the arm.

" We'll go straight into the Grill Room

and have a bite, Sara. Afterwards, if I

could have a word with you, Mr. King, I'd

be glad," he went on. "I am naturally

interested in this affair, and it is just possible

that I might be of some slight assistance."

King looked a little doubtful. Mr. Cray

pushed back his coat, revealing a small

medal attached to his waistcoat. The other's

manner altered at once.
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" For Services rendered the American

Intelligence Department," Mr. Cray ex-

plained. " I'll look for you about here, eh,

in three-quarters of an hour ? "

" I shall be very glad of your help, sir,"

was the quiet reply.

THE dinner in the Grill Room was rather

a dull meal. Sara was several times

on the verge of tears, and her father,

although fully sympathetic, was inclined at

times to let his attention wander a little.

" It seems positively hateful," the former

declared, " to think that I should be up here

dining alone with you, and George, who has

been away from me for months, is in the

restaurant, dining with another woman !

Of course, I am sorry that the letter was

stolen from him, but I'm sure he took

every care of it. I don't see what he

can possibly do now towards getting it

back."

" It's hard luck," Mr. Cray murmured,

soothingly, " but I guess you've got to re-

member this, Sara. In diplomacy and all

Intelligence business, judgment goes only by

results. George was entrusted with that

letter and he allowed it to be stolen from him.

The fault might not have been his. On the

other hand, if he doesn't get it back again

the black mark's there."

" I call it unfair," Sara protested. " He

was so successful with all the rest of his

business. They ought to take that into

account."

" We'll soon fix that up all right," Mr.

Cray promised.

Sara sighed.

" I know how clever you are, dad," she

said, " but I really don't see what you can

do here."

" What I should like to do," Mr. Cray

remarked, thoughtfully, " is to turn a slight

disaster into an absolute triumph. Blanche

Weiller, eh? Well, well! The wife of

Jacob N. Weiller of Chicago, eh ? "

" Do you know something about her,

dad ? Have you ever seen her before ? "

Sara inquired.

Mr. Cray smiled mysteriously.

" I think I know as much about the lady

as our friend, Mr. King," he said. " I was

at Amiens when she was in charge of a

French field hospital. She was asked to

leave, the day after she arrivedâ��no excuse

â��not a word of explanationâ��just her

railway pass to Paris, and a hint. She

simply faded away. I knew her before that,

though. I remember when she had what

they call a salon in Washington, some seven

years ago."

" You really are rather a wonderful

person," Sara observed.

" Nothing wonderful about it," Mr. Cray
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replied, modestly. " I have a good memory,

and I never forget a face."

Sara sighed as her father paid the bill.

" Well, I suppose I'd better go home," she

said. " Will you put me in a taxi, dad, and

let me know as soon as there's any news ? "

" Sure ! " Mr. Cray promised. " I'll tele-

phone."

MR. CRAY found his new friend study-

ing the tape in the upper hall.

" Say, I'd like to be presented to

this Mrs. Weiller," the former said, after

they had stood side by side for several

moments, both apparently deeply interested

by the news.

Mr. King shook his head.

" Ð� am keeping under cover." he replied.

" Sha'n't be butting in," Mr. Cray asked,

" if I find my own way there ? "

Mr. King considered the point for a

moment.

" Not at all," he decided. " You're Sir

George's father-in-law. Quite natural for

you to speak to him."

Whereupon Mr. Cray descended into the

foyer, and after glancing around for a

moment as though in search of someone,

approached Sir George. His right hand was

held out in cordial recognition to Mrs.

Weiller. She looked up at him pleasantly,

but evidently puzzled.

" George, my boy, glad to see you safely

back again," Mr. Cray said. " Andâ��surely

I'm not mistakenâ��aren't you Mrs. Jacob

N. Weiller, of Chicago ? "

" That is my name," the lady admitid,

" but- "

" Why, my dear lady, " Mr. Cray inter- '

rupted, " your husband and I were at school

together, same 'class at Princetown, and

before lus marriage we roomed together iu

New York. Kinder shame I only met you

onceâ��out at the Country Clubâ�� the Shore

Country Club, you know. Luke Hamer was

there, and all the crowd."

" Of course, I remember," the lady

acknowledged, with a sweet smile.

" Is Jacob along ? " Mr. Cray asked,

eagerly.

Ã¯Ã¢ Not this time."

Mr. Cray remained for a few more minutes

chatting on general subjects. Then he took

a somewhat hurried departure, recognizing

an acquaintance in a distant part of the

foyer.

" " A 'dear, friendly person," Mrs. Weiller

murmured, toying with one of the stones of

her long amber necklace. " To tell you the

truth, though, I don't remember him in the

least."

Mr. Cray touched King on the arm as he

passed him in the upper hall, and led him

into the bar. He ordered two Scotch
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whiskies and sodas and shook his head gravely

at his companion.

" Say, Mr. King," he began, " I don't

want to seem to be nibbing it in, but you

fellows ain't all that smart. You can reckon

on handling that letter any time you choose."

Mr. King started a little. His eyes nar-

rowed. He looked at his companion ap-

praisingly. He could not make up his mind

whether this was a bluff or whether there

was something underneath.

" Where is the letter, then ? " lie asked.

Mr. Cray smiled.

" I've had a few words with the lady," he

went on, thoughtfully. " I talked to her of

her husband who never existed, and of a

meeting which never took place. She fell

to it admirably, and while we talked I

looked for that letter. It wasn't so difficult

to locate, either."

" Look here," Mr. King said, " that letter

consists of eighteen sheets of rather thick

notepaper, secured in a long, legal envelope.

It must weigh at least six ounces. Now, one

of our own women attended Mrs. Weiller

from the moment she stepped out of the bath,

helped her on with her garments, and never

left her for, a single second. From the mo-

ment she left the room she was shadowed by

one of pur men, and I took the business up

at the bottom of the lift. Now how can you

make out that she has a packet of that

description concealed upon her person ? "

" Dead easy," Mr. Cray replied. " The

.only question is, do you want to help yourself

to the letter at once, or ? "

â�¢ " Or what ? " .

" Do you want to find out whose game

.she's playing ? In other words, do you

want to find out who's paying her to get

,that letter ? "

, Mr. King drew a little breath. He was

,beginning to be impressed.

" There isn't much doubt about that, I

.fancy, Mr. Cray," he said.

" Think not ? " "

" Why, the woman's an Austrian by birth,"

Mr. King pointed out. " She was under

suspicion many times during the war. We

had evidence only the other day," .he con-

tinued, dropping his voice a little, " of the

renewed activities of the German Secret

Service. This woman is directly connected

with, one of the .new chiefs."'

" Ah ! " Mr. Cray murmured.

" I am treating you with every confidence,

you see," his companion proceeded. "It

would naturally be of the utmost importance

to Germany to know exactly how America

stands with reference to the ratification of

the Treaty. The matter is urgent, too. I

have been expecting her to make some

attempt to dispose of her information, this

evening. That is why we are here in such

force. That is why we want to keep Sir

George by her side as long as we can."

" The game seems clear enough, certainly,"

Mr. Cray observed.

" Now tell me where that letter is ? "

Mr. King asked, eagerly.

Mr. Cray knocked the ash from his cigar.

" That wouldn't do any good," he declared.

" When I say that I know where the letter is,

you can figure it out that I'm making a

pretty strong guess. If I tell you and I'm

wrong, you may lighten up on the job and

let the blamed thing go through. You keep

her in the net until she attempts to leave the

hotel or send a parcel away. We'll have

â�¢her both ways then. We'll find the letter

and we'll find out the agent with whom she

is dealing."

" I think I can lay my hands on him,"

Mr. King observed, calmly. " We're watch-

ing him, too, just as closely as we are the

woman. If anything passes between those

.two without being detectedâ��well, I'll resign

my post to-morrow."

" Capital ! " Mr. Cray murmured,' -ap-

provingly. " Well, I guess I'll turn in. I

like my eight hours when I can get 'em."

" You're not going to tell me where the

letter is, then ? " Mr. King asked.

" Do you believe I know where it is ? "

Mr. Cray answered. . :

His companion smiled.

" To tell you the truth," he admitted, " I

don't." â�¢ i. â�¢

" Then I sha'n't disappoint you if we let

things stay as they ,are until to-morrow,"

Mr. Cray decided. , â�¢.

MR. CRAY found his son-in-law.waiting

for him in his rooms. Sir George was

standing on the hearthrug with his

hands in his pockets, whistling moodily^

" Where's Sara ? " lie asked, eagerly.

" Gone home an hour ago. We had a bite

together in the Grill Room."

" She understood. I hope ? " .

" More or less," Mr. Cray assured him.

" You know what these women are. She

may make a bit of a fuss for the sake of

making it up afterwards. Are you off duty

now ? "

Sir George nodded.

" I've done the best I can," he confessed.

" The woman's too clever for me. If she's

really got the letter, she must have swallowed

it."

" Did you suspect her at all during the

voyage-? " Mr. Cray inquired.

" I suspected everybody," his son-in-law

replied. " I made no friends. I didn't

speak a dozen words to anybodyâ��until that

last day. I had some coffee in the smoking-

room which made me feel drowsy, and after-

wards I dozed in my steamer chair. When
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'Mr. Cray's lighl hand was held out in cordial recognition to Mrs. Weiller. She looked up at

him pleasantly, but evidently puzzled."

I woke up, she was in the next chair to mine and searched ? " Mr. Cray asked, thought-

and the packet had gone from the inner fully.

pocket of my coat, where it was sewn in. " That was my first thought," Sir George

All the stitches had been cut." confessed. " Then I looked at my watch

" You didn't feel like having her arrested .and saw that I'd been asleep for an hour, so
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she'd had plenty of time to hide it. I sent

the wireless to King, but otherwise I pre-

tended not to have discovered the theft."

" And you can't make anything of her ? "

Mr. Cray queried.

" Nothing at all," Sir George replied.

" I've given the job up and I'm going home.

The rest of my mission," he went on, " was

completely successful, and I am not the

first man in the Intelligence Department

who has been robbed. I saw you talking to

King," he continued. " Have you any

theories ? "

" Sure ! " 'Mr. Cray assented, cheerfully.

" We'll get that letter back all right, arid

before any mischief's been done. Xot only

that, but we'll carry the war into the enemy's

camp. - We'll find out for whom she was

working."

Sir George looked at his father-in-law with

something of that wondering admiration

which he had more than once in his lifetime

felt for him.

" Are you in earnest ? " he asked, breath-

lessly.

" Sure thing," Mr. Cray replied. " I'll lay

ten to one I could put my hand on the letter

â�¢ to-night. Yon get home to Sara now. By the

by, are you seeing Mrs. Weiller again ? "

" I promised to lunch to-morrow," Sir

George replied, Ð¿Ð¸Ð½Ñ�Ð¨Ñ�. " I don't see that

there's any use in it, and I'm a clumsy hand

at this sort of flirtation."

" Good boy," Mr. Cray murmured, ap-

provingly. " Get along with you now, then.

I'll telephone Sara that you're coming."

Whereupon Sir George departed and his

father-in-law went to bed.

A' eleven o'clock the next morning there

was a slight stir amongst the silent

army of watchers who were gathered

around the purlieus of the Milan Hotel.

Messages came from upstairs, and, somewhat

to Mr. Cray's surprise, Mrs. Weiller descended

from the lift, talked for a moment with one

of the reception clerks, and, passing through

the swing doors, asked for a taxi. She was on

the point of driving off when King sauntered

across to where Mr. Cray had risen from his

seat in some perturbation.

" It's all right," the former announced,

smoothly. " She was dressed again by our

woman, who also packed that wooden box

she is carrying with her."

" What's in the wooden box ? " Mr. Cray

asked.

" Only the amber necklace she was wearing-

last night. Something wrong with the

clasp. She is taking it to the Goldsmith's

and Silversmith's."

" Anyone following her ? " Mr. Cray, who

was half-way towards the door demanded.

King shook his head.

" She hasn't got the letter with her," he

replied. " We don't want to make her

suspicious if we can help it. Hereâ��where

are you off to ?"

Mr. Cray had already accosted a taxicab

driver waiting in the courtyard. He whis-

pered a word or two to the man and jumped

in.

" Come along, if you want to be in at the

death," he invited King.

The latter obeyed with a little protest.

" I don't see what's the use of following

her," he declared. " We know where she's

gone."

" Gee, but you're dead off it this time ! "

Mr. Cray remarked, pityingly. " Bet you.'a

dime she doesn't go near the Goldsmith's

and Silversmith's, and I bet you another

dime she's got the letter with her."

King was dubious, but his companion's

confidence somewhat perturbed him.

" Mr. Cray," he said, " couldn't you be a

little more explicit ? "

" Well, I'll show you one thing, at any

rate," was the calm reply. " There's Mrs.

Weiller's taxi ahead of us, and, as you

observe, we're in Piccadilly, not Regent

Street."

" That's so," King observed, uneasily.

" Don't bother me for explanations for a

moment," Mr. Cray advised. " I want to

keep my eye on that taxi. Yes, I thought

so! "

They turned into a well-known thorough-

fare, and stopped at a comparatively small

jeweller's about half-way down. The traffic

was somewhat blocked, and she had entered

the shop while they Were still some distance

behind. Mr. Cray half-rose in his seat. He

was a little uneasy. i

" Say, has she spotted you yet-? " he

asked his companion.

King shook his head.

" No, I've been in the background all the

time."

" Follow me into the shop, then," Cray

directed. " You can ask for something or

other. We can't afford to hang about."

Mr. Cray stepped on to the pavement,

crossed it with incredible swiftness, and

entered the shop. Mrs. Weiller was the only

customer present. Before her on the counter

\vas stretched her amber necklace, just

drawn from the box. The shopman ap-

peared to be examining tlie catch. Mr.

Cray passed on to the farther end of the shop,

but suddenly seemed to recognize Mrs.

Weiller and came towards her cheerfully.

" Say, you've soon begun to set the

Chicago dollars spinning, Mrs. Weiller ! " lie

>-aid, with a broad smile. " How are you

feeling after the trip, eh ? "

Mrs. Weiller was not enthusiastic in her

response.
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" I am very well indeed, thank you, Mr.

Cray," she said. " As a matter of fact, I

am not here to buy anything at all. I was

just having the catch of my amber necklace

examined. I have rather a quaint fancy for

this sort of thing," she added, touching the

beads carelessly.

The jeweller, who had been examining the

catch through a magnifying glass, made his

" Certainly, madam," the man assented.

" What name will it be ?"

" Mr. Gerald Thornassen."

Mrs. \Yeiller received the change from her

purchase, and looked around as though to

nod to Mr. Cray, but found him absorbed in

the examination of some waistcoat buttons.

She left the shop and passed out into the

street. King for the first time spoke.

' Say, you've soon begun to set the Chicago dollars spinning, Mrs. Weiller ! ' Mr. Cray said."

report just as Cray inquired of lus assistant

for some plain gold safety-pins. King, too,

entered at that moment and waited at the

farther end of the place.

- " The catch, madam," the jeweller an-

nounced, " is in perfect order, and will stand

any reasonable strain. If, as you suggest,

it slipped, it must have been imperfectly

fastened. If you take care to drive it home,

so," he adder!, " you will never have any

difficulty."

Mrs. \Veiller smiled and picked up her gold

bag. She bought some trifle of jewellery

while Cray was selecting his safety-pins.

" Can Ã� send the necklace anywhere for

you, madam ? " the man asked.

" If you wouldn't mind, a gentleman will

call for it in about half an hour," she an-

swered. " I am going shopping and it is

really quite bulky to carry about."

â�¢â�¢" You are letting her go ? "

Mr. Cray smiled.

" The letter is here," he said.

A little exclamation broke from King's

lips. Mr. Cray moved down to where the

jeweller was packing up the necklace.

" May I be allowed to have a look at

that ? " he asked. " Very fine amber, isn't

it?"

" The necklace does not belong to us," the

jeweller replied, proceeding with his task.

" \Ye cannot allow clients' property to be

examined."

Mr. Cray turned towards his companion,

and King leaned against the counter. He

whispered a word or two to the jeweller, who

went suddenly pale.

Iâ��I really don't understand," he stam-

mered.

" Don't try," was the brusque reply. " I
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have told you who I am. If yon doubt my

word, you can ring up the Department or

call in the two plain-clothes officers who are

outside by this time. Here is my warrant."

Mr. King drew a small gold medal from

his pocket. The jeweller bowed.

" I am quite satisfied, sir," he said. '; Pray

proceed as you think fit."

Mr. Cray took up the necklace in his hands

and felt each of the stones. A beatific

smile parted his lips.

" It is as I supposed," he murmured. " See

here."

He pressed a hidden catch amongst the

links and one of the 'stones flew open upon

a concealed hinge. There was a small hollow

space about an inch long and half an inch

deep. In it was folded a wad of paper.

" The letter," Mr. Cray observed, " has

been cut into symmetrical pieces, each one

numbered, and can, of course, be easily put

together."

King nodded apprehendingly.

" We will examine it more carefully in a

few minutes," he said. " In the meantime,"

lie added, " place the nearest necklace you

have to it in this box, tie it up, and address

it to Gerald Thornassen, Esq. The other

necklace 1 will take care of."

" You are aware that this is a great

financial responsibility, sir ? " the jeweller

observed, nervously.

" My Department will secure you from any

loss," King assured him, with a slight smile.

" Better hurry. This man may be here at

any moment."

The jeweller obeyed orders. Cray and

his companion postponed the examination of

Mrs. Weiller's necklace and entered into an

exhaustive scrutiny of the whole stock of

waistcoat buttons. In about twenty-five

minutes the shop door was pushed open and

a tall, dark man, wearing a single eyeglass,

and fashionably attired', entered the place.

King, with the celerity of a cat, disappeared

lichind a screen.

" I have called for a parcel for Mrs. Jacob

\Veiller," the man announced.

A package was handed to him and non-

chalantly received.

" Anything to pay ? "

" Nothing at all," the jeweller replied.

" No repair was necessary."

The man left the shop. King glided out

of his concealment. His eyes were bright

\uth excitement.

" This is more interesting than I thought,"

he muttered. " Come along, Cray."

The jeweller leaned forward.

" If this is a criminal affair," he said,

tremblingly, " I trust that you will see we

are entirely innocent of complicity of any

King scarcely glanced towards him.

" I shall make up my mind about that,"

he replied, " when I see whether Mr. Thor-

nassen, as he calls himself, has been warned."

SIR GEORGE SITTINGBOURNE and

his wife arrived at Mr. Cray's sitting-

room at a few minutes before one.

They found their prospective host with a

gum-brush in his hand and a number of

sheets of paper before him. He welcomed

them triumphantly.

" George," he announced, " your letter, a

little damaged, I am afraid, but there it isâ��

quite readable, signature and all. It's taken

me over an hour to piece it together."

" My dear man ! " Sir George exclaimed,

thankfully. " Where in God's name did

you get it from ? "

Mr. Cray smiled, opened a drawer, and

threw a necklace upon the table.

" From Mrs. Weiller's amber necklace, of

course."

" Dad," Sara murmured, throwing her

arms round his neck, " you're wonderful ! "

" Sir," Sir George exclaimed, in a voice

choked with emotion, " you're a brick."

They were still Ungering over their cock-

tails before descending to luncheon, when

King was ushered in. He closed the door

behind him. For such an unruffled person

his appearance was almost remarkable. His

eyes were bright, there was a look of concern

in his face.

" You've pieced it together ? Has it come

out ? " he asked.

" Absolutely," Mr. Cray replied. " You can

read it for yourselfâ��that is, if Sir George gives

permission. What about Thornassen ? "

King drew in a little breath. For a

moment he made no reply.

" A German emissary, eh ?" Mr. Cray

asked.

King shook his head gravely. Already,

in his agile brain, the great problems of the

future were shaping themselves. He saw

the new danger.

" Thornassen," he said, gravely, " de-

posited the sham necklaceâ��at an embassyâ��

which I must not name."

" An embassy ?" Sir George exclaimed.

" The embassy of one of our Allies,"

King groaned. " May I assume that that

last cocktail is for me, Mr. Cray ? Your

very good health. WiU you allow me to

express my acknowledgments, and to say

that I am only sorry that that little symbol

which you carry was not struck at our mint

instead of at Washington."

Mr. Cray smiled benevolently.

" That needn't trouble you any. King," he

said. " I guess we're all pulling in the same

boat."

(Another of Mr. Cray's Adventures will appear next month.)
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ETHEL M DELL

PART IV.

CHAPTER XI.

WITHOUT CONDITIONS.

IN the midst of a darkness that could be

felt Fletcher Hill stood, grimly motion-

less, waiting. He knew that strong-

room, had likened it to a condemned

cell every time he had entered it, and with

bitter humour he told himself that he had

put his own neck into the noose with a

vengeance this time.

Not oftenâ��if everâ��before had he made

the fatal mistake of trusting one who was

untrustworthy. He would not have dreamed

of trusting Harley, for instance. But for

some reason he had chosen to repose his

confidence in Warden, and now it seemed

that he was to pay the price of his rashness.

It was that fact that galled him far more

than the danger with which he was confronted.

That he, Fletcher Hillâ��the Bloodhoundâ��

ever wary and keen of scent, should have

failed to detect a ruse so transparentâ��this

inflicted a wound that his pride found it

hard to sustain. Through his lack of

caution he had forfeited his own freedom, if

not his life, and exposed Dot to a risk from

the thought of which even Ms iron nerve

shrank,- He told himself repeatedly, with

almost fierce emphasis, that Dot would be

safe, that Warden could not be such a hound

as to fail her ; but deep within him there

lurked a doubt which he would have given

all he had to be able to silence. The fact

remained that through his negligence she

had been left unprotected in an hour of

great danger.

Within the narrow walls of his prison there

was no sound save the occasional drip of
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water that oozed through the damp rock.

He might have been penned in a vault, and

the darkness that pressed upon him seemed

to crush the senses, making difficult coherent

thought. There was nothing to be done

but to wait, and that waiting was the worst

ordeal that Fletcher Hill had ever ÐªÐµÐµÐ¿

called upon to face.

A long time passedâ��how long he had no

means of gauging. He stood like a sentinel,

weapon in hand, staring into the awful

darkness, struggling against its oppression,

fighting to keep his brain alert and ready

for any emergency. He thought he was pre-

pared for anything, but that time of waiting

tried his endurance to the utmost, and when

at length a sound other than that irregular

drip of water came through ths deathly

stillness he started with a violence that sent

a smile of self-contempt to his lips.

It was a wholly unexpected soundâ��just

the ordinary tones of a man's voice speaking

to him through the darkness where he had

believed that there was nothing but a blank

wall.

" Mr. Hill, where are you ? " it said. " I

have come to get you out." .-

Hill's hand tightened upon his revolver.

He was not to be taken unawares a second

time. He stood in absolute silence, waiting.

There was a brief pause, then again came

the voice. "There's not much point-in

shooting me. You'll probably starve if you

do. So watch out ! I'm going to show a

light."

Hill still stood without stirring a muscle.

His back was to the door. He faced the

direction of the voice.

Suddenly, like the glare from an explosion,

by Ethel M. Dell.
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a light flashed in his eyes, blinding him after

the utter dark. He flinched from it in spite

tif himself, but the next moment he was his

own master again, erect and stern, con-

temptuously unafraid.

" Don't shoot ! " said Bill Warden, with

a gleam of his teeth, " or maybe you'll

shoot a friend ! "

He was standing empty-handed save for

the torch he carried, his great figure upright

against the wall, facing Hill with speculation

in his eyes.

Hill lowered his revolver. " I doubt it,"

he said, grimly.

" Ah ! You don't know me yet, do you ? "

said Warden, a faintly jeering note in his

voice.

" Yes," said Hill, deliberately. " I think

I know youâ��pretty wellâ��now."

" I wonder, " said Warden.

He moved slowly forward, throwing the

light before him as he did so. The place had

been blasted out of the rock, and here and

there the stone shone smooth as marble

where the charge had gone. Rough shelves

had been hewn in the walls, leaving divisions

between, and on some of these were stored

bags of the precious metal that had been

ground out of the ore. There was no sign

anywhere of any entrance save the iron-

bound door behind Hill.

Straight in front of him Warden stopped.

They stood face to face.

" Well ? " Warden said. " What do you

know of me ? "

Hill's eyes were as steel. He stood stiff as

a soldier on parade. He answered curtly,

without a hint of emotion. " I know enough

to get you arrested when thisâ��farceâ��is

over."

" Oh, you call this a farce, do you ? "

Bill Warden's words came slowly from lips

that strangely smiled. " And when doesâ��

the fun begin ? "

HILL'S harsh face was thrown into

strong relief by the flare of the torch.

It was as flint confronting the other

man. " Do you really imagine that I regard

this sort of Forty Thieves business seriously ? "

he said.

" I imagine it is pretty serious so far as

you are concerned," said Warden. " You're

in about the tightest hole you've ever been

in in your life. And it's up to me to get you

outâ��or to leave you. Do you understand

that ? "

" Oh, quite," said Fletcher Hill, sardoni-

cally. " Butâ��let me tell you at the out-

setâ��you won't find me specially easy to

bargain with on that countâ��Mr. Buckskin

Bill."

Bill Warden threw up his head with a

gesture of open defiance. " I'm not doing

anyâ��bargaining," he said. " And as to

arresting meâ��afterwardsâ��you can do as

you please. But nowâ��just nowâ��you are

in my power, and you're going to play my

game. Got that ? "

" I can see myself doing it," said Fletcher

Hill.

" Yes, you will do it." A sudden deep

note of savagery sounded in Warden's voice.

" Not to save your own skin, Mr. Fletcher

Hill, but for the sake ofâ��something more

valuable than thatâ��something more precious

even than your cussed pride. You'll do it

for the sake of the girl you're going to marry.

And you'll do it â��now."

" Shall I ? " said Fletcher Hill.

Bill Warden's hand suddenly came forth

and gripped him by the shoulder. " Damn

you ! " he said. " Do you think I want to

save your life ? "

The words were low, spoken with a con-

centrated passion more terrible than open

violence. He looked closely into Hill's

eyes, and his own were flaming like the eyes

of a baited animal.

Hill looked straight back at him without the

stirring of an eyelid. " Take your hand off

me ! " he said.

It was the word of the superior officer.

Warden's hand fell as it were mechanically.

There followed a tense silence.

Then, again briefly, authoritatively, Hill

spoke. " What is the position ? The men

are in revolt ? "

" Yes." Almost involuntarily Warden's

answer came. He looked at the elder man

with a deference that was wholly instinctive,

his own fierce rebellion quelled in spite of

him. " They are out to shoot you, andâ��

so farâ��they think I'm with them. I've let

them think so. I can't hold them any other

way."

" Go on ! " commanded Fletcher Hill.

" I can only get you out of this place as

my prisoner." Warden spoke as one com-

pelled. " If you will submit to that, you

will be comparatively safe. If notâ��I can

do nothing."

" As your prisoner ! " Deliberately Hill

uttered the words; his eyes never left

Warden's face. " Put myself in your hands

without reservation, do you mean ? "

" Yes, exactly that. It's your only

chance." The flame in Warden's eyes had

died down to a smoulder, but the tension of

his attitude remained. He looked strung up

for instant action. " You may not think

me specially trustworthy," he said, after a

moment. " But, after all, you've everything

to lose if you don't. If I'd meant murder, I

could have killed you easily when you first

came along that passage."

" Yes, I've thought of that," said Hill,

dryly. " But it wouldn't have suited your
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purpose just then, I take it. That was

merelyâ��a demonstration "

Warden made a. sharp movement. " I

did it to save your life," he said. " You'd

have died like a dog within ten seconds if I

hadn't turned you back."

A curious expression crossed Hill's strong

countenance. It was almost a smile of

understanding. " I amâ��indebted to youâ��

boss," he said, and with the words very

calmly he took his revolver by the mu/.zle

and held it out. " I surrender to youâ��

without conditions."

Bill Warden gave a sharp start of surprise.

For an instant he hesitated, then in silence

he took the weapon and dropped it into

his pocket. A moment longer he looked

Fletcher Hill straight in the eyes, then

swung upon his heel.

" We'll get out of this infernal hole straight

away," he said, and, stooping, gripped his

fingers upon a ridge of stone that ran close

to the floor. The stone swung inward under

his grasp, leaving a dark aperture gaping at

his feet. Bill glanced backwards at his

prisoner.

The smile still hovered in the latter's eyes.

" After you, Mr. Buckskin Bill ! " he said,

ceremoniously.

And in silence Bill led the wav.

CHAPTER Ml.

THE BOSS OF BARKEN VALLEY.

OH. my dear ! " gasped Adela. " I've

had the most terrifying adventure.

I thought I should never see you

again. The men are all on strike, and they've

sworn to kill Fletcher Hill, only no one

knows where he is. What became of him ?

Has he got away ? "

" I don t know," Dot said.

She sank into the nearest chair in the ill-

lighted manager's office, and leaned her

white face in her hand.

" Perhaps he has been murdered alreadv,"

said Adela. " Mr. Harley is very anxious

about him. He can't hold them. Andâ��

Dotâ��just think of it !â��Wardenâ��the man

we saw yesterday, the sub-managerâ��is at

their head. I saw him myself. He had a

revolver in his hand. You were with

Fletcher Hill. You must know what became

of him ! "

" No. I don't know," said Dot. " We

â��partedâ��a long time ago."

" How odd you are ! " said Adela. " Why,

what is the matter ? Are you going to

faint ? " She went to the girl and bent over

her, frightened by her look. " What is the

matter, Dot ? What has happened to you ?

You haven't been hurt ? "

" I amâ��all right," Dot said, with an effort.

' Did Mr. Harley bring you here ? "

" Yes. And you ? How did you get

here ? "

" Heâ��brought me most of the wayâ��Mr.

Warden," Dot said. " He has gone now-to

saveâ��Fletcher Hill."

" To shoot him, more likely," said Adela.

" He has posted sentinels all round the mine

to catch him. I wonder if we are safe here !

Mr. Harley said it was a safe place. But I

wonder. Shall we make a bolt for it, Dot ?

Shall we ? Shall we ? "

" I shall stay here," Dot answered.

Adela was not even listening. " We are

only two defenceless women, and there isn't

a man to look after us. What shall we do

if Ah ! Heavens ! What is that ? "

A fearful sound had cut short her specula-

tionsâ��a fiendish yelling as of a pack of

wolves leaping upon their prey. Dot sat up

swiftly. Adela cowered in a corner.

The terrible noise continued, appalling in

its violence. It swept like a wave towards

the building, drowning the roar ot the stream

below. The girl at the table rose and went

to the closed door. She gripped a revolver

in her right hand. With her left she reached

for the latch.

" Don't open it ! " gasped Adela.

But Dot paid no heed. She lifted the latch

ancl rlung wide the door. Her slim figure

stood outlined against the lamplight behind

her. Before her in a white glare of moon-

light lay the vault-like entrance of the mine

at the head of Barren Valley, and surging

along the black, scarred side of the hill

there came a yelling crowd of miners. They

were making straight for the open door,

but at sight of the girl standing there they

checked momentarily and the shouting died

down.

SHE faced the foremost of them without a

tremor. " \Vhat is it ? " she demanded,

in a clear, ringing voice. " What are

you wanting ? "

A man with the shaggy face of a baboon

answered her. " You've got that blasted

policeman in there. You stick up that gun

of yours and let us pass ! We've got guns

of our own, so that won't help."

She confronted him with scorn. " Do you

imagine I'm afraid of vou and your guns ?

There's no one here except another woman.

Are you out to fight women to-night ? "

" That's a lie ! " he made prompt response.

" You've got Fletcher Hill in there, or I'm a

nigger. You let us pass ! "

But still she blocked the way, her revolver

pointing straight at him. " Fletcher Hill is

not here. And you won't come in unless

Mr. Warden says so. He is not here either

at present. But he is coming. And I will
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shoot any man who tries to force his way in

first."

" Damnation ! " growled the shaggy-faced

one and wheeled upon his comrades. " What

do vou say to that, boys ? Going to let a

woman run this show ?

A chorus of curses answered him, but still

no one raised a

revolver against

the slender figure

that opposed them.

Only, after a

moment, a cur in

the background

picked up a stone

and flung it. It

struck the door-

post, narrowly

missing her

shoulder. Dot did

not flinch, but

immediately, with

tightened lips, she

raised the revolver

and fired over their

heads.

A furious out-

burst followed the

explosion, and in

an instant a dozen

revolvers were

levelled at her.

But in that same

instant there came

a Sound like the

roar of a lion from

behind the build-

ing, and with it

Warden's jgreat

figure leapt out in-

to the moonlight.

" You damned

ruffians !" he

y ell e d." You

devils !â�¢-What are

you doing ? "

His anger was in

a fashion superb.

It dwarfed the

anger of the crowd.

They gave way

before him like a herd of beasts. He

sprang in front of the girl, raging like a

man possessed.

" You gang of murderers ! You hounds !

You dirty swine I Get back, do you hear ?

I'm (he boss of this show, and what I say

goes, or, if it doesn't, I'll know the reason

why. Bensonâ��you dog ! What's the mean-

ing of this ? Do you think I'll have under

me any coward that will badger a woman ?"

The man he addressed looked at him with

a cowed expression on his hairy face. " I

never wanted to interfere with her," he

growled. " But she's protecting that

damned policeman. It's her own fault for

getting in our way."

" You're wrong then ! " flashed back

Warden. " Fletcher Hill is under my pro-

tection, not hers. He has surrendered to me

as my prisoner."

" He sprang in front of the girl, raging like a man possessed.

" You've got him ? " shouted a score of

voices.

" Yes, I've got him." Rapidly Warden

made answer. " But-I'm not going to hand

him over to you to be murdered out of hand.

If I'm boss of Barren Valley, I'll be boss.

So if any of you are dissatisfied you'll have to

reckon with me first. Fletcher Hill is my

prisoner, and I'll see to it that he has a fair

trial. Got that ? "

A low murmur went round. The'magnet-

ism of the man was making itself felt. He had

that electric force which swavs the multitude
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against all reason. Single-handed, he gripped

them with colossal assurance. They shrank

from the flame of his wrath like beaten dogs.

" And before we deal with him," he went

on, " there's someone else to be reckoned

with. And that's Harley. Does anyone

know where Harlev is ? "

lighted doorway,

you to hear it too.

' You gang of murderers ! Get back, do you hear ?'

" What do you want with Harley ? "

asked Benson, glad of this diversion.

" Oh, just to tell him what I think of him,

and thenâ��to kick him out ! " With curt

rontempt Warden threw his answer. " He's

a traitor and a skunkâ��smuggles spirits one

minute and goes to the police to sell his

i hums the next; then back to his chums

.igain to sell the police. T know. I've been

watching him for some time, the cur. He'd

shoot me if he dared."

" He'd better ! " yelled a huge miner in

the middle of the crowd.

Warden laughed. " That you, Nixon ?

Come over here ! I've got something to tell

youâ��and the other boys. It's the story of

this blasted mine." He turned suddenly to

the girl who. still stood behind him in the

' Miss Burton, I'd like

Shut the door and stand

by me ! "

Her shining eyes

were on his face.

She obeyed him

mutely, with a sub-

mission as unques-

tioning as that of

the rough crowd in

front of them.

Very gently he

took the revolver

from her, drew one

out of his own

pocket also, and

handed both to the

big man called

Nixon who had

come to his side.

' You look after

these ! " he said.

" One is my pro-

pert}7. The other

belongs to Fletcher

Hill â�� who is my

prisoner. Now,

boys, you're armed.

I'm not. You won't

shoot the lady, 1

know. And for my-

self I'll take my

chance."

" Guess you won't

be any the worse

for that," grinned

Nixon, at his elbow.

Warden's smile

gleamed for an in-

stant in answer, but

he passed swiftly

on. "Did you ever

hear of a cattle-

thief called Buck-

skin Bill? He

flourished in these

ago. There was no

then. It was justâ��

parts some five years

mine in Barren Valley

a smugglers' stronghold."

Some of the men in front of him stirred

uneasily. " What's this to do with Fletcher

Hill ? " asked one.

" I'll tell you," said Warden. " Buck-

skin Bill, the cattle-thief, was in a tight

corner, and he took refuge in Barren Valley.

He found the smugglers' cacheâ��and he found

something else that the smugglers didn't

know of. He foundâ��gold. It's a queer

thing, boys, but he'd decidedâ��for private
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reasonsâ��to give up the' cattle-lifting just

two days before. The police were hot after

him, but they didn't catch him, and the

smugglers didn't catch him either. He

dodged 'em all, and when he left he said to

himself, 'I'll be the boss of Barren Valley

when I come back.' After that he went

West and starved a bit in the Australian

desert till the cattle episode had had time to

blow over. Thenâ��it's nearly two years ago

nowâ��he came back. The first person he

ran into wasâ��Fletcher Hill, the policeman."

He paused with that dramatic instinct

which was surely part-secret of his fascina-

tion. He had caught the full attention of

the crowd, and held them spellbound.

In a moment he went on. " That gave

him an idea. Hill, of course, was after other

game by that time and didn't spot him.

Hill was a magistrate and a civil power at

Wallacetown. So Bill went to him, knowing

he was straight, anyway, and told him about

the gold in Barren Valley, explaining, bold

as brass, that he couldn't run the show him-

self for lack of money. Boys, it was a rank

speculation, but Hill was a sport. He caught

on. He came to Barren Valley, and they

tinkered round together, and they found

gold. That same night they came upon the

smugglers, tooâ��only escaped running into

them by a miracle. Hill didn't say much.

He's not a talker. But after they got back

to \Yallacetown he made an offer to Buckskin

Bill which struck him as being a very sporting

proposition for a policeman. He said, ' If

you care to take on Barren Valley and make

an honest concern of it, I'll..get the grant

and do the backing. The labour is there,'

he said, ' but it's got to be honest labour or I

won't touch it.' It was a sporting offer,

boys, and, of course, Bill jumped. And so

a contract was drawn up which had to be

signed. And ' What's your name ? ' said

Fletcher Hill." Warden suddenly began to

laugh. " On my oath, he didn't know what

to say, so he just.caught at the first honest-

sounding name he could think of. ' For-

tescue,' he said. Hill didn't ask a single

question. ' Then that mine shall be called the

Fortescue Gold Mine,' he said. 'And you'll

work it and make an honest man's job of it.'

It was a pretty big undertaking, but it sort

of appealed to Buckskin Bill, and he took it

on. The only real bad mistake he made was

when he trusted Harley. Fxcept for that,

the thing workedâ��and worked well. The

smuggling trade isn't what it was, eh, boj-s ?

That's because Fortescueâ��and Fletcher Hill

â��are using up the labour for the mine. And

you may hate 'em like hell, but you can't get

.away from the fact that this mine is run fair

and decent, and there isn't a man here who

doesn't stand a good chance of making his

fortune if he plays a straight game. It's

been a-chance to make good for every one ol

us, and it's thanks to Fletcher Hillâ��because

he hasn't asked questionsâ��because he's just

taken us on trustâ��and I'm hanged if he

doesn't deserve something better than a bullet

through his brain, even if he is a magistrate

and a policeman and a man of honour. Have

you got that, boys ? Then chew it over and

swallow it ! And when you've done that,

I'll tell you something more."

" Oh, let's have it all, boss, now you're at

it ! " broke in Nixon. " We sha'n't have

hysterics now. We're past that stage."

WARDEN turned with a lightning

movement and laid his hand upon

the girl beside him. " Gentlemen,"

he said, " it's Fletcher Hillâ��and not Buck-

skin Billâ��who's the boss of this valley.

And he's a good bossâ��he's a sportsman

â��he's a maker of men. And this lady

is going to be his wife. You're going to

stand by her, boys. You aren't going to

make a widow of her before she's married.

You aren't going to let a skunk like Harley

make skunks of you all. You're sportsmen,

tooâ��better sportsmen than that stands forâ��

better sportsmen, maybe, than I am myself.

What, boys ? It's your turn to speak now."

" Wait a bit ! " said Nixon. " You haven't

quite finished yet, boss."

" No, that's true." Warden paused an

instant, then abruptly went forward a pace

and stood alone before the crowd. " I've

taken a good many chances in my life," he

said. " But now I'm taking the biggest of

'email. Boys, I'm a damned impostor. I've

tricked you all, and it's up to you to stick me

against a wall and shoot me as I deserve,

if you feel that .way. For I'm Buckskin

Billâ��I'm Fortescueâ��and I'm several kinds

of a fool to think I could ever carry it

through. Now you know ! "

With defiant recklessness he flung the

words. The'y were more of a challenge than

a confession. And having spoken them he

moved straight forward with the moonlight

on his face till he stood practically among

the rough crowd.

They opened out to receive him, almost

as if at a word of command. And Buckskin

Bill, with his head high and his blue eyes

flaming, went straight into them with the

gait of a conqueror. , .,,

Suddenly, with a passionate gesture, he

stopped, liinging up his empty right hand.

" Well, boys, well ? What's "the verdict ?

I'm in your hands."

And a great hoarse roar of enthusiasm

went up as they closed around him that was

like the bursting asunder of mighty flood-

gates. They surged about him. They lifted

him on their shoulders. They yelled like

maniacs and fired their revolvers in the air
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It was the wildest outbreak that Barren

Valley had ever heard, and to the girl who

watched it, it was the most marvellous

revelation of a man's magnetism that she

had ever beheld. Alone he had faced and

conquered a multitude.

It pierced her strangely, that fierce en-

thusiasm, stirring her as personal danger had

failed to stir. She turned with the tears

running down her face and found Fletcher

Hill standing unnoticed behind her, silently

looking on.

" Oh, isn't he great ? Isn't he great ? "

she said.

He took her arm and led her within. His

touch was kind, but wholly without warmth.

" There's not much doubt as to who is the

boss of Barren Valley," he said.

And with the words he smiledâ��a smile

that was sadder than her tears.

CHAPTER XIII.

THE OFFICIAL SEAL.

THAT life could possibly return to a

normal course after that ama/ing night

would have seemed to Dot pre-

posterous but for the extremely practical

attitude adopted by Fletcher Hill. But

when she saw him again on the day after

their safe return to Trelevan there was

nothing in his demeanour to remind her of

the stress through which they had passed.

He was, as ever, perfectly calm and self-

contained, and wholly uncommunicative.

Adela sought in vain to satisfy her curiosity

as to the happenings in Barren Valley which

her courage had not permitted her to witne^

for herself. Fletcher Hill was as a closed

book, and on some points Dot was equally

reticent. By no persuasion could Adela

induce her to speak of Bill Warden. She

turned the subject whenever it approached

him, professing an ignorance which Adela

found excessively provoking.

They saw nothing of him during the re-

mainder of the week, and very little of

Fletcher Hill, who went to and fro upon his

business with a machine-like precision that

seemed to pervade his every action. He made

no attempt to be alone with Dot, and she,

with a shyness almost overwhelming, thank-

fully accepted his forbearance. The day

they had fixed upon for their marriage was

rapidly approaching, but she had almost

ceased to contemplate it, for somehow it

seemed to her that it could never dawn.

Something must happen first ! Surely some-

tiling was about to happen ! And from day

to day she livefl for the sight of Bill Warden's

great figure and the sound of his steady

voice. Anything, she felt, would be bearable

if only she could see him once again. But

she looked for liim in vain.

When her brother joined them at the end

of the week a dullness of despair had come

upon her. Again she saw herself trapped

and helpless, lacking even the spirit to

attempt escape. She greeted Jack almost

abstractedly, and he observed her throughout

the evening with anxiety in his eyes. When

it was over he drew her aside for a moment

as she was bidding him good-night.

" What's the matter, little 'un ? What's

wrong ? " he whispered, with his arm about

her.

She clung to him for an instant with a

closeness that was passionate. But, " It's

nothing. Jack," she whispered back. " It's

nothing."

Then Fletcher Hill came up to them, and

they separated. Adela and Dot went up to

bed, and the two men were left alone.

SO at length the great day dawned, and

nothing had happened. The only news

that had reached them was a remark

overheard by Adela in the dining-room, to

the effect that Harley had thrown up lus

post and gone.

Dot dressed for her wedding with a dazed

sense of unreality. Her attire was of the

simplest. She wore a hat instead of a veil.

It was to be a quiet ceremony in the early

morning, for neither she nor Hill desired any

unnecessary parade. When she descended

the stairs with Adela, Jack was the only

person awaiting her in the hall.

He looked at her searchingly as she came

down to him, then without a word he took

her in his arms and kissed her white face.

She saw that he was moved, and wondered

within herself at her own utter lack of

emotion. Ever since she had lain against

Bill Warden's breast, the wild sweet rapture

of his hold had seemed to paralyse in her all

other feeling. She knew only the longing

for his presence, the utter emptiness of a

world that held him not.

She drove to the church with her hand in

Jack's, Adela talking incessantly the whole

way while they two sat in silence. It was a

bare building in the heart of the town, but

its bareness did not convey any chill to her.

She was already too numbly cold for that.

She went up the aisle between Jack

and Adela, because the latter good-naturedly

remarked that she might as well have as

much support as she could get. But before

they reached the altar-steps Fletcher Hill

came to meet them, and Adela dropped

behind.

He also looked for a moment closely into

Dot's face, then very quietly he took her

cold hand from Jack and drew it through

his arm. She glanced at him with a
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" And so she came to Bill Warden waiting before the altar. They metâ��and all the

rest was blotted out."
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momentary nervousness as Jack also fell

behind.

Then some unknown force drew her as the

magnet draws the needle, and she looked

towards the altar. A man waa standing by

the steps awaiting her. She saw the free

carriage of the great shoulders, the deep fire

<if the blue eyes. And suddenly her heart gave

a wild throb that was anguish, and stood still.

'Fletcher Hill's arm went round her. He-

held her for a'second closely to lum.â��more

closely than he had ever held her before.

Butâ��it came to her laterâ��he did not utter a

'single word. He only drew her on.

And so she came to Bill Warden waiting

before the altar. They metâ��and all the rest

â�¢was blotted out.

'She went through that service in a breath-

less wonderment, an amazement that yet

was strangely free from distress. For Bill

Warden's hand clasped hers throughout,

save when Fletcher Hill took it from him. for

a'moment to give her away. . .

When it was over, and they knelt together

in the streaming sunshine of the morning,

she felt as if thev two were alone in an inner

sanctuary that was filled with the Love of

God. Later, those sacred moments were the

holiest memory of her life >

Then a strong arm lifted and held her.

She turned from the holy place with a faint

sigh of regret, turned to meet Fletcher Hill's

eyes looking at her with that in them which

she was never to forget.

His voice was the first to break through

the wonder-spell that bound her.

" Do you think you will ever manage to

forgive me ?" he said.

She turned swiftly from the arm that

encircled her, and impulsively she put her

hands upon his shoulders, offering him her

lips. " Oh, I don'tâ��knowâ��whatâ��to say,"

she said, brokenly.

.' He bent and gravely kissed her. " My

dear, there is nothing to be said so far as I

am concerned," he said. " If you are Happy,

I am satisfied."

It was briefly spoken, but it went straight

to her heart. She clung to him for a moment

without words, and that was all the thanks

she ever offered him. For there was notliing

to be said.

VERY late on the evening of that

wonderful day she sat with Bill

Warden on the edge of a rock over-

looking a fertile valley of many waters in

the Blue Mountains, and heard, with her

hand in his, the amazing story of the past

few days, which had seemed to her so

curiously dream-like.

" 1 fought hard against marrying you,"

Bill told her, with the smile she had remem-

bered for so long. " But he had me at every

turnâ��simply rolled me out and wiped the

ground with me. Said he'd clap me into

prison if I didn't, and when I said 'All

right ' to that,, he turned on me like a tiger

and asked if I wanted to break your heart.

OlÃ, he made me feel a ten-times swab, I can

tell you. And when I said I didn't want you

to marry an uucaught criminal, he just

looked me over and-said, ' You'vÃ§ sown

your wild oats. As your partner, I am

sponsor for your respectability.' I knew

what that meant, knew he'd stand by me

through thick and thin, Whatever turned

up. It was the official seal with a ven-

. geimce, for what Fletcher Hill says goes

in these parts. But it went against the

grain, little new chum. It made me sick

with, myself. I hated playing his game

against himself. It was the vilest thing I

ever did. I couldn't have done itâ��except

for you."

The little hand that held his tightened.

She leaned her cheek against his shoulder.

" Shall I tell you something ? " she whis-

pered. " I couldn't have done it eitherâ��

except forâ��you."

His arm clasped her. " I'm such a poor

sort of creature, darling," he said. " I'll

work for youâ��live for youâ��die for you.

But I shall ne.ver be worthy of you."

She lifted her face to his in the gathering

darkness. " Dear love," she said, " do you

remember howâ��onceâ��you asked me to

treat youâ��without prejudice ? But I never

haveâ��and I don't believe I ever shall.

Fletcher Hill is right to trust you. He is a

judge of men. But Iâ��I am only the woman

who loves you, andâ��somehowâ��whichever

way I take youâ��I'm always prejudicedâ��in

your favour."

The low words ended against his lips. He

kissed her closely, passionately. " My little

chum," he said, " I will lie worthyâ��I will be

worthyâ��so'help me God ! "

He was near to tears as he uttered his

oath ; but presently, when he turned back her

sleeve to kiss the place where first his lips

had lingered, they laughed togetherâ��the

tender laughter of lovers in the happy

morning-time of life.
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Dr. Ethel Smyth, the well-known musician, is also widely known as the

author of that delightful volume of reminiscences, " Impressions That

Remained. \Ve think that our readers will agree that she has written

nothing more striking and interesting than the following description of

Queen Victoria.

of

QUEEN VICTORIA

â�¢^^^ ^^^^T^ ~\ y T .- ~i 1 tr^tf

BY

r ETHEL SMYTH

IN" " Impressions That Remained,"

speaking of our kind friend and

neighbour, the Empress Eugenie, I

mentioned that she had always been

interested in the efforts of women to over-

come sex-prejudice, and had taken action

during the Second Empire towards that

end. It was about a year after my career

as public musician began that I came to

know her well, and from the very first

she followed my proceedings with the

greatest sympathy. The fate

of my Mass for solo voices

and chorus, which, so far,

existed in pianoforte score

only, interested her particu-

larly, because most of it had

been written while I was

staying with her at Cap

Martin; and, being wholly

unmusical herselfâ��a great

asset in a musical patronâ��

she readily ' accepted the

composer's estimate of its

worth !

I do not think that she

was less delighted than I

myself when, in the autumn

of 1891, Mr. Barnby (later

Sir Joseph), Director of the

Royal Choral Society, pro-

visionally accepted the Mass

for production at the Albert

Hall. By " provisionally "

I mean that I could not

get him to fix a date, but

the general idea was that

the performance would be

in the second half of the ensuing

seasonâ��that is, about March, 1892.

Mr. Barnby's reluctance to name the

day rather troubled me, and the Empress

thought it would help matters if she com-

missioned me to inform him that she herself

might possibly be presentâ��a wonderful

concession to friendship, for since 1870 she

had refused to appear officially in any

public place.

This proposal of hers, which I should

never have dared to suggest, showed how

thoroughly she had grasped the musical

situation in England, where,

even before the war denuded

the country of concert-going

Germans, good music does not

pay. That being so, com-

posers who have money fight

their way with it, and those

who have not try to get up a

little boomâ��-which comes to

the same thing. If you can-

not afford'to distribute dozens

of tickets among friends and

supporters, the public must

be induced to buy; and Sir

Thomas Beecham once said

that the safest plan would be

to introduce an elephant that

can stand on its trunk, or

some such spot of relief, into

every concert programme.

In this spirit, then, did the

Empress tackle my problem.

Further, learning that the

Duke of Edinburgh was Presi-

dent of the Royal Choral

Society, she thought there

could be no harm in mani-

festing her sympathy for me under the

eyes of the Royal Family. An excellent
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opportunity of doing so lay to hand : it had

been for many years the Queen's habit to

put one of her Scotch houses at the

Empress's disposal during the autumn

months, and thus it came to pass that

in October I was invited to join her at

Birkhall.

Birkhall was a Laird's house, not big, but

comfortable, about eight miles from Bal-

moral, and in the midst of most beautiful

scenery. My first amazed impression had

nothing to do with the landscape, however,

but with the Empress herself. Oh, horror !

She, who loathed caps and never wore them,

now appeared at the front door with a little

erection of black lace on her small, beauti-

fully-poised head ! What did this portend ?

It portended that the Queen did not approve

of cÃ¡pless old ladies, and this compromise

was the result. I was indignant at such

pusillanimity on her part, but she only

laughed and said what on earth did it

signify ? " Si cela fait plaisir Ã  votre

Reine ! "

THE day after my arrival the Duke and

Duchess of Connaught and Prince Henry

of Battenberg came over to see her,

and as the Duchess and the Prince were

both fond of music I was asked to sing.

Following on that, the Queen sent a message

to say that when she came to pay her own

visit next day I was to be presented.

Mrs. R. Crawshay, whose jokes I am never

weary of repeating, once said to an old lady

from South Africa who had remarked that

you mustn't play games with the English

climate : "No : or, at least, only indoor games!"

But the Queen's life was one long outdoor

game with the Scotch climateâ��a still more

uncertain playfellow ; and next day a storm

was raging that, whatever one may say about

the fleeting character of Scotch storms, began

at breakfast and lasted till nightfall. I

could never have believed that any old lady

would venture out in such weather, but I

was informed, and it proved to be true, that

the. Queen would infallibly turn up, and

probably in an open carriage ; also, that her

ladies would wear the minimum of wraps,

as the Queen herself never caught cold and

had a great objection to being crowded out

by rugs and furs.

Some of her ladies were old and frail, but

the rigours of a Scotch " waiting," including

a north-east wind with rain, were evidently

nullified by the glow of loyalty within their

bosoms. On the other hand, dread of dis-

pleasing " the dear Queen, " as she was always

called (and rightly, for, if dreaded, she was

greatly beloved), may have had something

to do with it. Terror often acts as a tonic,

and the first rule in the Primer for Courtiers

â��a fine rule that fashions heroes and

. VoL lxl-17.

heroinesâ��is : " Thou shalt not be ill."

Anyhow, I never heard of any of her ladies

dying of pneumonia, as might have been

expected, after these terrific drives, that

sometimes lasted hours and hours.

The Queen was expected at three o'clock,

but long before that hour the Empress was

scouting in passages and peering into the

storm-tossed garden to make sure that

the coast was clear, for the Queen had the

greatest horror of coming across stray people.

Indeed, I know of a case where an unlucky

Maid of Honour, surprised in the corridor of

Windsor Castle by the unexpected appear-

ance of Her Majesty in the far distance,

remained concealed and trembling behind a

curtain for half an hour while the Empress

of India was supervising the placing of

tributes from an Indian Prince. And when

the Royal carriage arrived at Birkhall, but

for the Empress, Mme. Arcos, and the foot-

men, it might have been a deserted house.

The Empress and Mme. Arcos received

the Queen and Princess Christian at the

front door, and the red carpet, unrolled in a

flash, was sopping wet before the august

visitors had time to set foot on it. The

three Royal ladies then disappeared into

the drawing-room, while Mme. Arcos and

Lady Ampthill, who was in waiting on the

Queen, came into the room where I, in

another sense, was also in waiting. Presently

the Empress herself looked in, beckoned to

me, I followedâ��and lo ! I was in the

Presence.

Seated on one of the ordinary cane-chairs,

no doubt because easier to get up from, was

a wee little old lady with exactly the face of

the photographs, though paler than one ex-

pectedâ��on her head a close white straw hat,

tied under her chin with a black ribbon (the

only possible plan, given the storm and an

open barouche). It is a well-known fact

that, in spite of a physique that did not lend

itself to effects of majesty, the personality

of the Queen was imposing to the last degree

â��such was the dignity that enwrapped it.

The first impression was so awe-inspiring

that I should have been terrified but for the

wondesful blue, child-like eyes, and the

sweetest, most entrancing smile I have ever

seen on human face.

The Empress had told me that, though the

Queen had chronic sciatica, and walked with

a stick, she never permitted anyone to help

her out of her chair, even when that chair

had no arms. Much to my astonishment,

she now got up to shake hands with me,

lifting herself with a sort of one, two, three,

and away movement, which it took all one's

strength of character not to assist with a

hand under her elbow.

I cannot remember what passed at that

interview except that she was markedly
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kind, and that Princess

Christian, who, as I was

to find out later, always

knew whatwas the help-

ful thing to say, and

said it,at once remarked

that she had heard a

great deal about me

from the Bishop of

Rochester and his wife,

the point being that

the Bishop (who is now

Archbishop of Canter-

bury) had been Dean of

Windsor, and, besides

being the Queen's Pri-

vate Chaplain, was one

of her most valued

friends and advisers.

A further passport to

favour was the fact

that I could claim to

be connected with the

Bishop, his brother

having married my

eldest sister.

It was not the Queen's

way, and not according

to the tradition she had

been brought up in, to

put you at your ease, as

some Sovereigns do, and

bring about anything

distantly approaching

conversation. But the

Empress, who was the most socially com-

petent of beings, talked away cheerfully in

her own easy, delightful fashion, all in adopt-

ing a manner I had hitherto seen no trace of,

and which was reserved exclusively for the

Queenâ��something of the manner of an un-

embarrassed but attentive child talking to

its grandmother.

Presently I was asked to sing, and sang

several German songs, which seemed to

please my audience so highly that the Empress

was emboldened to say : " You ought to

hear her sing her Mass ! " Whereupon I

performed the Benedictas and the Sanctus

after the manner of composers, which means

singing the chorus as well as the solo parts,

and trumpeting forth orchestral effects as

best you canâ��a somewhat noisy proceeding

in a small room. I had warned the Empress

that if I did it at all it would be done in that

fashion, and being a most courageous

woman she took the responsibilityâ��with no

dire results, as subsequent events were to

prove. Indeed, she remarked afterwards

that beyond doubt the Queen really was

delighted with this novel experience, not

merely being polite.

The Queen then expressed a hope that the

Empress would bring me to Balmoral, after

" An unlucky Maid of Honour, surprised by

the unexpected appearance of Her Majesty,

remained concealed and trembling behind a

curtain for half an hour.''

which I was dismissed and joined the official

ladies in the other room. There we had tea,

and I listened for the first time, in high

edification, to the delicate and guarded style

of intercourse that appears to be the right

thing between such interlocutors. The

storm, which had somewhat abated in

honour of the Queen's arrival, was now

raging more wildly than ever, the rain de-

scending like one continuous waterfall. It

was hardly possible to hear oneself speak,

but I managed to ask Lady Ampthill if the

Queen would have the carriage shut going

home, and to catch her serene reply : " Oh,

dear no, I think not.." Watching their
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departure from behind a curtain a little later

on, I saw that this incredible prediction was

fulfilledâ��and my ideas on the subject of

what " Queen's weather " really amounts to

were modified for evermore.

The Empress told us, after she was gone,

that from first to last the Queen made not

the slightest comment on the tempest, nor

any move to depart till a gilly came banging

at the drawing-room door, and said : " Your

Majesty must goâ��the horses can't stand

this "â��the sort of thing not one of her chil-

dren would have dared to say, unless, per-

haps, the Empress Frederick.

In due time came the promised command,

and one evening I found myself struggling

to achieve as presentable a toilette as pos-

sible, having been bidden, with the Empress,

to dine at Balmoral. At the last moment

she herself put a few finishing touches, pro-

ducing and arranging upon my head a grand

jet serpent, and disposing other jetty splen-

dours about my person, for the Court was

(as usual) in mourning.

I, of course, dined with the Householdâ��

such an everyday affair to hundreds of people

that they would hardly deem it worth talk-

ing about. But to me it was a new, interest-

ing, and rather alarming experience ; nor

has custom staled the impression, for it

remained solitary of its kind.

To begin with, the dinner service impressed

me. My own dog, Marco, ate off a tin

platter, and often, when cutting away gristle

or severing bones for him, I had shuddered

at the contact of steel and metal. But the

first time your own knife and fork are privi-

leged to scratch about on gold and silver

plate, unpleasant as it is, you are impressed.

I was impressed, too, by the air of dis-

tinguished boredom, combined with a well-

bred but unmistakable consciousness of

occupying an enviable position, that people

about a Court invariably distilâ��as I was to

find out in after years. And again, as at

Birkhall, the Agag-like gait of the conversa-

tion was extremely impressive. I cannot

claim to be constitutionally shy, which may

be a sign of conceit, and may, on the other

hand, indicate that the drama itself, and not

your own part in it, absorbs most of your

attention ; but surely, I said to myself,' the

genius of this place must affect even'the most

brazen !

\Yith what invisible pitfalls is one sur-

rounded, how terrible must be the penalties

incurred by one false step, since all are

keyed up, as a matter of habit, to this

extraordinarily high pitch ! No ups and

downs of mood here, no enthusiasm, no

individual opinions, and,,for Heaven's sake,

no originality ! If the writing on the wall

were to reveal itself (for there is writing on

every wall, could one but detect it) you

would read these words : " Corners rounded

off here while you \Vait."

All the same, however, dinner was very

pleasant. I had met one or two of the

Equerries and Maids of Honour at the

Deanery, and as Tosti, the song-writer,

whom I liked extremely, sat on one side of

me, I was quite sorry when the doors were

flung open by scarlet-liveried footmenâ��

signal that the Queen was ready for our

presence.

I MUST now nerve myself to recount the

story of one of the most appalling blunders

I ever committed in my life; even to-day,

though I can laugh about it, the thought of

it gives me a slight sinking ! ... At the

moment, though conscious of having sinned

against ritual, I did not realize the full

enormity of my crimeâ��you must have been

bred to Courts to do that. And though, as

time went on, I grasped it exhaustively,

somehow or other I shrank from cross-

questioning the Empress on the subject.

For one thing, so great was her kindness that

she would have attenuated my faux pas ;

for another, knowing what her agony mu.st

have been as she watched her young friend's

proceedings, I fancied she would prefer not

to live through it all again ! Finally, truth

to tell, the whole thing was humiliating to

me to think of ! Despicable, no doubt, to

take it as hard as all that, but so it was.

Why no one prepared me for the situation

I was about to become part of, why no one

gave me a hint how to comport myself in it,

I cannot imagine. The Empress was always

thinking out and guarding against eventu-

alities in what seemed to me almost a feverish

fashion, yet this time she said not a word,

and I can only suppose she felt certain that

my darkness would be enlightened by Mme.

Arcos or one of the Maids of Honour. But

it was not, and when we left the dinner-table,

being the only guest of my sex present, I

gaily headed the procession drawing-room-

wards, my mind innocently set on making

myself agreeable when I got there.

It was a large room, with deep bay-

windows, and the first thing I noticed was

that the sofas and chairs were tightly up-

holstered in the gay Stuart tartanâ��a proof

that to be Queen of Scotland involves painful

aesthetic concessions.

On a large hearthrugâ��tartan too, I think

â��in front of the grate, in which I rather

fancy a few logs burned (though, given Her

Majesty's hardy habits, it seems improbable),

stood the Queen, conversing with the Empress

in a lively manner that contrasted with the

somewhat halting intercourse at Birkhall.

Evidently, I said to myself, the animating

effects of a good dinner may be counted on

even at the less frivolous European Courts.
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Leading up to the two august ladies -was

an avenue composed of Royal personages,

ranged, as I afterwards found out, in order of

precedence, the highest in rank being closest

to the hearthrug, which avenue, broadening

towards its base, gradually became mere

ladies and gentlemen of the Court, and finally

believed that what I did do was to advance

unconcernedly up the avenue, with a polite

intention to say " How do you do " to the

Queen ? ...

If a young dog strays up the aisle during

church no one says anything, no one does

anything, but, none the less, he soon becomes

" As the distance between myself and the hearthrug diminished, I became aware that

turn her head, look at me (or a second as if I were a strange insect, and

petered out in a group of Maids of Honour,

huddled ingloriously in the bay-window.

What I ought to have done, I believe, was

to stand rigid and silent among these last,

endeavouring to catch the eye of the Queen

and the Princesses, curtsy profoundly when

â�¢ccessful, and await events. Will it be

aware that something is wrong. Even so,

as the distance between myself and the

hearthrug diminished, did I become aw-are

that something wae very wrong indeed ; my

cheerful confidence waned and my step

faltered. I saw the Queen slightly turn her

head, look at me for a second as if I were
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some strange insect, and resume her con-

versation with the Empress. If I had been

a Brobdingnagian spider as big as a retriever

she would not have acted differently. Some-

one would remove the creature ; that was

enough. I did not catch the Empress's eye,

but I now know that since she could not

something was very wrong indeed. I saw the Queen slightly

resume her conversation with the Empress."

shriek : " Mon Dieu, n'avancez pas ! " she

must have wished the earth would open and

swallow her up. At this moment dear,

human Princess Christian, who had come

more in contact with low life than the Queen,

stepped forward and shook hands with meâ��

and somehow or other, I know not how, I

backed away into the obscurity from which

I should never have emerged.

Afterwards I heard all about that Hearth-

rug, and could gauge the dimensions of my

own audacity. It was as sacred a carpet as

exists outside Mohammedanism, and the

distance from it at which

people were permitted to

station themselvesâ��if in-

vited to come near it at

allâ��was the measure of

their rank and importance.

Only crowned heads trod it

as a right, or occasionally,

as supreme honour, some

very favourite Minister, like

Lord Beaconsfield. If such

as I had set foot upon it,

as, but for the blessed inter-

vention of Princess Christian,

I might have doneâ��but,

no ! a miracle would have

been wrought, a thunderbolt

would have fallen upon a

tartan sofa and created a

diversion. Somethingâ��any-

thing would have happened

rather than such sacrilege

could have been permitted !

\Yhen the legitimate

moment came for my pre-

sence being recognized by

the Queen, I cannot recall

how it was accomplished;

whether she went the round

of the company, or whether

I was summoned to her

chair. But whichever it

was, my scandalous entry

was evidently condoned,

for nothing could be more

gracious than her manner.

And presently, having re-

ceived the command to

" Let us hear some more

of your Mass," I was seated

at a huge, yawning grand

piano, with the Queen and

the Empress right and left,

in closest proximity. I ven-

tured to ask whether the

music was to be rendered as

at Birkhallâ��for such a pro-

ceeding seemed unthinkable

in these surroundingsâ��but

I was assured that exactly that rendering

was " so very interesting," and would be

welcome.

I looked round the frozen ranks of im-

pending listeners; each one of them exhaling

decorum and self-restraint unutterable. A

vault beneath a church would have been a
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more\iin<\lingmise-en-scenefor an inspirational

effort on a large scale. Not because of the

Royalties, who one and all showed genuine

and kindly interest, but because of their

inevitable adjunctâ��the " Court " ! Straight

in the line of vision, glued against a distant

wall, stood Lord Cross, the Minister in

Attendance, looking startlingly like his cari-

cature in Punch, " very Cross." I after-

wards learned that I had not a more appre-

i iative listener in the room. But how could

one guess that ? Well, there was nothing

for it but to concentrate upon the Mass.

Strange to relate, once I got under way

there was something inspiring in the very

incongruity of the whole thing, the desperate-

ness of such a venture 1 Never did I get

through one of these performances better, nor

enjoy doing it more. I cannot remember

what numbers I chose, but the Sancttis must

have been one of them, for in it is a D trum-

pet which I remember rang out astonish-

ingly in that superbly acoustic drawing-room.

I dared not let my eyes wander in the direc-

tion of the listeners while the high D was

being held, lest what I might see should

wreck everything ; but I need not have

been afraid, as I was to learn presently.

And now, emboldened by the sonority of

the place, I did the Gloriaâ��the most tem-

pestuous and, I thought, the best number of

all. At a certain drum effect a foot, even,

came into play, and I fancy that, as regards

volume of sound at least, the presence of a

real chorus and orchestra was scarcely

missed I This time, fortified by the sim-

plicity and genuineness of the Sovereign's

appreciation, I thought I would risk a glance

at the faces of her terrifying Court. What

matter if astonishment and secret scandaliza-

tion be there depicted ? I was firm in the

saddle now, not easily to be thrown !

I glanced. They were stupendous. No

surprise, no emotion of any kindâ��a spec-

tacle so exciting, because so fantastic, that

the result was a finale to that Gloria such as

I had never before succeeded in wresting out !

ONCE more the Queen seemed really

delightedâ��whether for the Empress's

sake or because she liked it, who

shall say ? Anyhow, the Hereditary Grand

Duke of Hesse, who was a cultivated

musician, seemed really to understand

what he had been listening to, and so

did Princess Christian, who was constantly

in touch with serious music and musicians.

And I could see that the beloved Empress,

in spite of the incident in the Royal avenue,

did not repent her of the role she had under-

takenâ��according to her (for I have said she

accepted the composer's view of the Mass)

the role of a foreigner who introduces a gifted

'nglishwoman to the Queen of England !

Then Tosti, accompanying himself, sang

some favourite songs of his own composition

with exquisite blending of voice, phrasing,

and accompaniment. It was small art, but

real art. Most of the people to whom I

expressed an ecstasy that even the prevailing

discretion could not damp, replied instan-

taneously, as if uttering one of the responses

in church : " Yes, but what a pity his voice

is so small ! " And I perceived that this

was the accepted formula for Tosti.

When the Queen said " Good night " to

me she added a hope " that we shall see you

at Windsor," and then she and her Imperial

guest moved towards a special Rcyal exit ;

for though the Empress, the Marquess of

Bassano (who was in attendance on her),

Mme. Arcos, and I were all driving home in

the same carriage, it would never do for

us three to go out by the same door as a

crowned head.

This was lucky, for I now had the chance

of witnessing a wonderful bit of ritual.

Arrived on the threshold, the while we mortals

stood rigid, the Queen motioned the Empress

to pass before her ; this the Empress grace-

fully declined to do. They then curtsied

low to each other. The movement of the

Queen, crippled though she was, was amaz-

ingly easy and dignified, but the Empress,

who was then sixty-seven, made an exquisite

sweep down to the floor and up again, all in

one gesture, that I can only liken to a flower

bent and released by the wind. They then

passed together out of the door, practically

shoulder to shoulder ; but I believe, though

far be it from my ignorance to dogmatize,

that on such occasions the visiting Sovereign

is permitted to permit the home Sovereign

to lag about one inch behind.

Thinking of that superb reverence of the

Empress's which I am everlastingly glad to

have seen, I have reflected that every bone

in her body must have been placed true in

its socket to the millionth part of an inch ;

that her proportions must have been perfect,

the fibre of her muscles, the texture of her

skin, of the most superb quality, and that

this is probably what the word " beauty "

means. Ctherwise, so unbroken, so undu-

lating was the motion, that one could only

explain it by what an old Irish servant

remarked to a conspicuously active friend of

mine, temporarily crippled with sciatica :

" To think of yoit like this, you that goes

flourishing about as if you hadn't a bone in

your body ! "

I may add that the Empress was not

required to drain the cup of humiliation to

the dregs that night, inasmuch as the black

jet serpent did not come down in coils over

my face during the Gloria, as might have

been expected, but not till we were safe in

the carriage and half-way home.
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IT was the holiday season, and during

the holidays the Greens Committees

have decided that the payment of

twenty guineas shall entitle fathers of

families not only to infest the course them-

selves, but also to decant their nearest and

dearest upon it in whatever quantity they

please. All over the links, in consequence,

happy, laughing groups of children had

broken out like a rash. A wan-faced adult,

who had been held up for ten minutes while

a drove of issue quarrelled over whether

little Claude had taken two hundred or two

hundred and twenty approach shots to reach

the ninyi green, sank into a seat beside the

Oldest Member.

" What luck ? " inquired the Sage.

" None to speak of," returned the other,

moodily. " I thought I had bagged a small

boy in a Lord Fauntleroy suit on the sixth,

but he ducked. These children make me

tired. They should be bowling their hoops

in the road. Golf is a game for grown-ups.

How can a fellow play, with a platoon of

progeny blocking him at every hole ? "

The Oldest Member shook his head. He

could not subscribe to these sentiments.

NO doubt (said the Oldest Member) the

summer golf-child is, from the point of

view of the player who likes to get round

the course in a single afternoon, something of

a trial ; but, personally, I confess, it pleases

me to see my fellow human beingsâ��and into

this category golf-children, though at the

moment you may not be broad-minded enough

to admit it, undoubtedly fallâ��taking to the

noblest of games at an early age. Golf, like

measles, should be caught young, for, if post-

poned to riper years, the results may be

serious. Let me tell you the story of Mor-

timer Sturgis, which illustrates what I mean

rather aptly.

Mortimer Sturgis, when I first knew him,

Copyright, 1921, by

was a care-free man of thirty-eight, of

amiable character and independent means,

which he increased from time to time by

judicious ventures on the Stock Exchange.

Although he had never played golf, his had

not been altogether an ill-spent life. He

swung a creditable racket at tennis, was

always ready to contribute a baritone solo to

charity concerts, and gave freely to the poor.

He was what you might call a golden-mean

man, good-hearted rather than magnetic,

with no serious vices and no heroic virtues.

For a hobby, he had taken up the collecting of

porcelain vases, and he was engaged to Betty

Weston, a charming girl of twenty-five, a

lifelong friend of mine.

I liked Mortimer. Everybody liked him.

But, at the same time, I was a little surprised

that a girl like Betty should have become

engaged to him. As I said before, he was

not magnetic ; and magnetism, I thought,

was the chief quality she would have de-

manded in a man. Betty was one of those

ardent, vivid girls, with an intense capacity

for hero-worship, and I would have supposed

that something more in the nature of a

plumed knight or a corsair of the deep would

have been her ideal. But, of course, if there

is a branch of modern industry where the

demand is greater than the supply, it is the

manufacture of knights and corsairs ; and

nowadays a girl, however flaming her aspira-

tions, has to take the best she can get. I

must admit that Betty seemed perfectly-

content with Mortimer.

Such, then, was the state of affairs when

Eddie Denton arrived, and the trouble

began.

I was escorting Betty home one evening

after a tea-party at which we had been

fellow-guests, when, walking down the road,

we happened to espy Mortimer. He broke

into a run when he saw us, and galloped up,

waving a piece of paper in his hand. He was

P. G. Wodchou*.
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plainly excited, a thing which was unusual

in this well-balanced man. His broad, good-

humoured face was working violently.

" Good news ! " he cried. " Good news !

Dear old Eddie's back ! "

" Oh, how nice for you, dear ! " said Betty.

" Eddie DentÃ³n is Mortimer's best friend,"

she explained to me. " He has told me so

much about him. I have been looking for-

ward to his coming home. Mortie thinks the

world of him."

" So will you, when you know him," cried

Mortimer. " Dear old Eddie ! He's a won-

der ! The best fellow on earth ! We were

at school and the 'Varsity together. There's

nobody like Eddie ! He landed yesterday.

Just home from Central Africa. He's an .

explorer, you know," he said to me. " Spends

all his time in places where it's death for a

white man to go."

" An explorer !" I heard Betty breathe,

as if to herself. I was not so impressed, I

fear, as she was. Explorers, as a matter of

fact, leave me a trifle cold. It has always

seemed to me that the difficulties of their life

are greatly exaggeratedâ��generally by them-

selves. In a large country like Africa, for

instance, I should imagine that it was almost

impossible for a man not to get somewhere

if he goes on long enough. Give me the

fellow who can plunge into the bowels of

the earth at Piccadilly Circus and find the

right Tube train with nothing but a lot of

misleading signs to guide him. However,

we are not all constituted alike in this world,

and it was apparent from the flush on her

cheek and the light in her eyes that Betty

admired explorers.

" I wired to him at once," went on Morti-

mer, " and insisted on his coming down here.

It's two years since I saw him. You don't

know how I have looked forward, dear, to

you and Eddie meeting. He is just your

sort. I know how romantic you are and

keen on adventure and all that. Well, you

should hear Eddie tell the story of hew he

brought down the bull bongo with his last

cartridge after all the pongos, or native

bearers, had fled into the dorigo, or under-

growth."

" I should love to !" whispered Betty,

her eyes glowing. I suppose to an im-

pressionable girl these things really are of

absorbing interest. For myself, bongos in-

trigue me even less than pongos, while dotigos

frankly bore me. " When do you expect

him ? "

" He will get my wire to-night. I'm

hoping we shall see the dear old fellow to-

morrow afternoon some time. How sur-

prised old Eddie will be to hear that I'm

engaged. He's such a confirmed bachelor

himself. He told me once that he con-

'dered the wisest thing ever said by human

tongue was the Swahili proverbâ��' \\ hoso

taketh a woman into his kraal depositeth

himself straightway in the wongo.' ll'ongo,

he tells me, is a sort of broth composed of

herbs and meat-bones, corresponding to our

gumbo. You must get Eddie to give it you

in the original Swahili. It sounds even

better."

I saw the girl's eyes flash, and there came

into her face that peculiar set expression

which married men know. It passed in an

instant, but not before it had given me

material for thought which lasted me all

the way to my house and into the silent

watches of the night. I was fond ot Morti-

mer Sturgis, and-T could see trouble ahead

for him as plainly as though I had been a

palmist reading his hand at two guineas a

visit. There are other proverbs fully as wise

as the one which Mortimer had translated

from the Swahili, and one of the wisest is

that quaint old East London saying, handed

down from one generation of costermongers

to another, and whispered at midnight in

the wigwams of the whelk-sellers : " IS'ever

introduce your donah to a pal." In those

seven words is contained the wisdom of the

ages.

I could read the future so plainly. What

but one thing could happen after Mortimer

had influenced Betty's imagination with his

stories of his friend's romantic career, and

added the finishing touch by advertising him

as a woman-hater ? He might just as well

have asked for his ring back at once. My

heart bled for Mortimer.

I HAPPENED to call at his house on the

second evening of the explorer's visit,

and already the mischief had been done.

DentÃ³n was one of those lean, hard-bitten

men with smouldering eyes and a brick-red

complexion. He looked what he was, the

man of action and enterprise. He had the

wiry frame and strong jaw without which

no explorer is complete, and Mortimer,

beside him, seemed but a poor, soft product

of our hot-house civilization. Mortimer, I

forgot to say, wore glasses ; and, if there is

one time more than another when a man

should not wear glasses, it is while a strong-

faced, keen-eyed wanderer in the wilds is

telling a beautiful girl the story of his

adventures.

For this was what DentÃ³n was doing. My

arrival seemed to have interrupted him in

the middle of a narrative. He shook my

hand in a strong, silent sort of way, and

resumed :â��

" Well, the natives seemed fairly friendly,

so I decided to stay the night."

I made a mental note never to seem fairly

friendly to an explorer. If you do, he always

decides to stay the night.
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' In the morning they took me down to

the river.' At this point it widens into a

kongo, or pool, and it was here, they told me,

that the crocodile mostly lived, subsisting

on the native oxenâ��the short-horned jongos

â��which, swept away by the current while

crossing the ford above, were carried down

on the longos, or rapids. It was not, how-

ever, till the second evening that I managed

to catch sight of his ugly snout above the

surface. I waited around, and on the third

day I saw him suddenly come out of the

water and heave his whole length on to a

sandbank in mid-stream and go to sleep in

the sun. He was certainly a monsterâ��fully

thirtyâ��you have never been in Central

Africa, have you, Miss Weston ? No ? You

ought to go there !â��fully fifty feet from tip

to tail. There he lay, glistening. I shall

never forget the sight."

HE broke off to light a cigarette. I heard

Betty draw in her breath sharply.

Mortimer was beaming through his

glasses with the air of the owner of a dog

which is astonishing a drawing-room with its

clever tricks.

' 'And what did you do then, Mr. DentÃ³n ? "

asked Betty, breathlessly.

" Yes, what did you do then, old chap ? "

said Mortimer.

DentÃ³n blew out the match and dropped

it on the ash-tray.

" Eh ? Oh," he said, carelessly, " I swam

across and shot him." â�¢

" Swam across and shot him ! "

" Yes. It seemed to me that the chance

was too good to be missed. Of course, I

might have had a pot at him from the bank,

but the chances were I wouldn't have hit

him in a vital place. So I swam across to the

sandbank, put the muzzle of my gun in his

mouth, and pulled'the trigger. Ã� have rarely

seen a crocodile so taken aback."

" But how dreadfully dangerous ! "

" Oh, danger ! " Eddie DentÃ³n laughed

lightly. " One drops into the habit of taking

a few risks out there, you know. Talking

of danger, the time when things really did

look a little nasty was when the wounded

gongo cornered me in a narrow tongo and I

only had a pocket-knife with everything in

it broken except the corkscrew and the thing

for taking stones out of horses' hoofs. It

was like this "

I could bear no more. I am a tender-

hearted man. and I made some excuse and

got away. From the expression on the

girl's face I could see that it was only a

question of days before she gave her heart to

this romantic newcomer.

As a matter of fact, it was on the following

Ñ�Ð¿Ð¾Ð¾Ð¿ that she called on me and told me

the worst had happened. I had known

her from a child, you understand, and she

always confided her troubles to me.

" I want your advice," she began. " I'm

so wretched ! "

She burst into tears. I could see the poor

girl was in a highly nervous condition, so I

did my best to calm her by describing how I

had once done the long hole in four. My

friends tell me that there is no finer soporific,

and it seemed as though they may be right,

for presently, just as I had reached the point

where I laid my approach-putt dead from a

distance of fifteen feet, she became quieter.

She dried her eyes, yawned once or twice, and

looked at me bravely.

" I love Eddie DentÃ³n ! " she said.

" I feared as much. When did you feel

this coming on ?"

" It crashed on me like a thunderbolt last

night after dinner. We were walking in the

garden, and he was just telling me how he

had been bitten by a poisonous zongo, when

I seemed to go all giddy. When I came

to myself I was in Eddie's arms. His face

was pressed against mine, and he was

gargling."

" Gargling ? "

" I thought so at first. But he reassured

me. He was merely, speaking in one of the

lesser-known dialects of the Walla-Walla

natives of Eastern Uganda, into which he-

al ways drops in moments of great emotion.

He soon recovered sufficiently to give me a

rough translation, and then I knew that he

loved me. He kissed me. I kissed him.

We kissed each other."

" And where was Mortimer all this while ? "

" Indoors, cataloguing his collection of

vases."

For a moment, I confess, I was inclined to

abandon Mortimer's cause. A man, I felt,

who could stay indoors cataloguing vases

while his fiancÃ©e wandered in the moonlight

with explorers deserved all that was coming

to him. I overcame the feeling.

" Have you told him ? "

" Of course not."

" You don't think it might be of interest

to him ? "

" How can I tell him ? It would break

his heart. I am awfully fond of Mortimer.

So is Eddie. We would both die rather than

do anything to hurt him. Eddie is the soul

of honour. He agrees with me that Mortimer

must never know."

" Then you aren't going to break off your

engagement ? "

" I couldn't. Eddie feels the same. He

says that, unless something can be done, he

will say good-bye to me and creep far, far

away to some distant desert, and there, in

the great stillness, broken only by the cry of

the prowling vongo, try to forget."

" When you say ' unless something can be
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" Moitimei wore glasses ; and if there is a time when a man should not wear glasses it is

while a strong-faced, keen-eyed wanderer in the wilds is telling a beautiful girl the story

of his adventures."

done,' what do you mean ? What can be

done ? "

" I'm afraid so. Only the other day I

dropped one of his best vases, and he just

" I thought you might have something to smiled and said it didn't matter."

suggest. Don't you think it possible that " I can give you even better proof than

somehow Mortimer might take it into his that. This morning Mortimer came to me

head to break the engagement himself ? "

" Absurd ! He loves you devotedly."

and asked me to give him secret lessons in

golf."
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" Golf ! But he despises golf."

" Exactly. But he is going to learn it for

your sake."

" But why secret lessons ? "

" Because he wants to keep it a surprise

for your birthday. Now can you doubt his

love ? "

" I am not worthy of him ! " she whispered.

The words gave me an idea.

" Suppose," I said, " we could convince

Mortimer of that ! "

" I don't understand."

" Suppose, for instance, he could be made

to believe that you were, let us say, a dipso-

maniac."

She shook her head. " He knows that

already."

" What ! "

" Yes ; I told him I sometimes walked in

my sleep."

" I mean a secret drinker."

" Nothing will induce me to pretend to be

a secret drinker."

" Then a drug-fiend ? " I suggested, hope-

fully.

" I hate medicine."

" I have it ! " I said. " A kleptomaniac."

" What is that ? "

" A person who steals things."

" Oh, that's horrid."

" Not at all. It's a perfectly ladylike

thing to do. You don't know you do it."

" But, if I don't know I do it, how do I

know I do it ? "

" I beg your pardon ? "

" I mean, how can I tell Mortimer I do it

if I don't know ? "

" You don't tell him. 1 will tell him. I

will inform him to-morrow that you called

on me this afternoon and stole my watch

and "â��I glanced about the roomâ��' my

silver matchbox."

" I'd rather have that little vinaigrette."

" You don't get cither. I merely say you

stole it. What will happen ? "

1 Mortimer will hit you with a cleek."

" Not at all. I am an old man. My

white hairs protect me. What he will do

is to insist on confronting me with

you and asking you to deny the foul

charge."

" And then ? "

" Then you admit it and release him from

his engagement."

She sat for a while in silence. I could see

that my words had made an impression.

" I think it's a splendid idea. Thank you

very much." She rose and moved to the

door. " I knew you would suggest some-

thing wonderful." She hesitated. " You

don't think it would make it sound more

plausible if I really took the vinaigrette ? "

she added, a little wistfully.

" It would spoil everything," I replied.

firmly, as I reached for the vinaigrette and

locked it carefully in my desk.

She was silent for a moment, and her

glance fell on the carpet. That, however,

did not worry me. It was nailed down.

" Well, good-bye," she said.

" An revoir," I replied. " I am meeting

Mortimer at six-thirty to-morrow. You may

expect us round at your house at about

eight."

MORTIMER was punctual at the tryst

next morning. When I reached the

tenth tee he was already there. We

exchanged a brief greeting and I handed

him a driver, outlined the essentials of grip

and swing, and bade him go to it.

" It seems a simple game," he said, as he

took his stance. " You're sure it's fair to

have the ball sitting up on top of a young

sand-hill like this ? "

" Perfectly fair."

" I mean, I don't want to be coddled

because I'm a beginner."

" The ball is always teed up for the drive,"

I assured him.

" Oh, well, if you say so. But it seems to

me to take all the element of sport out of

the game. Where do I hit it ? "

" Oh, straight ahead."

'" But isn't it dangerous ? I mean, suppose

I smash a window in that house over there ? "

He indicated a charming bijou residence

some five hundred yards down the fairway.

" In that case," I replied, " the owner

comes out in his pyjamas and offers you the

choice between some nuts and a cigar."

He seemed reassured, and began to address

the ball. Then he paused again.

" Isn't there something you say before you

start ? " he asked. " ' Five,' or something ? "

" You may say ' Fore ! ' if it makes you

feel any easier. But it isn't necessary."

" If I am going to learn this silly game,"

said Mortimer, firmly, " I am going to learn

it right. Fore ! "

I watched him curiously. I never put a

club into the hand of a beginner without

something of the feeling of the sculptor who

surveys a mass of shapeless clay. I ex-

perience the emotions of a creator. Here, I

say to myself, is a semi-sentient being into

whose soulless carcass I am breathing life.

A moment before, he was, though technically

living, a mere clod. A moment hence he

will be a golfer.

While I was still occupied with these

meditations Mortimer swung at the ball.

The club, whizzing down, brushed the sur-

face of the rubber sphere, toppling it off the

tee and propelling it six inches with a slight

slice on it.

" Damnation ! " said Mortimer, unravel-

ling himself.
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I nodded approvingly. His drive had not

been anything to write to the golfing journals

about, but he was picking up the technique

of the game.

" What happened then ? "

I told him in a word.

" Your stance was wrong, and your grip

was wrong, and you moved your head, and

swayed your body, and took your eye off the

ball, and pressed, and forgot to use your

wrists, and swung back too fast, and let the

hands get ahead of the club, and lost your

balance, and omitted to pivot on the ball of

the left foot, and bent your right knee."

He was silent for a moment.

" There is more in this pastime," he

said, " than the casual observer would sus-

pect."

I HAVE noticed, and I suppose other people

have noticed, that in the golf education of

every man there is a definite point at which

he may be said to have crossed the dividing

lineâ��the Rubicon, as it wereâ��that separates

the golfer from the non-golfer. This moment

comes immediately after his first good drive.

In the ninety minutes in which I instructed

Mortimer Sturgis that morning in the rudi-

ments of the game, he made every variety of

drive known to science ; but it was not till

we were about to leave that he made a good

one.

A moment before he had surveyed his

blistered hands with sombre disgust.

" It's no good," he said. " I shall never

learn this beast of a game. And I don't want

to either. It's only fit for lunatics. Where's

the sense in it ? Hitting a rotten little ball

with a stick ! If 1 want exercise, I'll take a

stick and go and rattle it along the railings.

There's something in that ! Well, let's be

getting along. No good wasting the whole

morning out here."

" Try one more drive, and then we'll go."

" All right. If you like. No sense in it,

though."

He teed up the ball, took a careless stance,

and flicked moodily. There was a sharp

crack, the ball shot off the tee, flew a hundred

yards in a dead straight line never ten feet

above the ground, soared another seventy

yards in a graceful arc, struck the turf, rolled,

and came to rest within easy mashie distance

of the green.

" Splendid !" I cried.

The man seemed stunned. He blinked.

" How did that happen ? "

I told him very simply.

" Your stance was right, and your grip was

right, and you kept your head still, and didn't

sway your body, and never took your eye off

the ball, and slowed back, and let the arms

come well through, and rolled the wrists, and

let the club-head lead, and kept your balance,

and pivoted on the ball of the left foot, and

didn't duck the right knee."

" I see," he said. " Yes, I thought that

must be it."

" Now let's go home."

" Wait a minute. 1 just want to remember

what I did while it's fresh in my mind. Let

me see, this was the way I stood. Or was it

more like this ? No, like this." He turned

to me, beaming. " What a great idea it was,

my taking up golf ! It's all nonsense what

you read in the comic papers about people

foozling all over the place and breaking clubs

and all that. You've only to exercise a little

reasonable care. And what a corking game

it is ! Nothing like it in the world ! I

wonder if Betty is up yet. I must go round

and show her how I did that drive. A per-

fect swing, with every ounce of weight, wrist,

and muscle behind it. I meant to keep it a

secret from the dear girl till I had really

learned, but of course I have learned now.

Let's go round and rout her out."

He had given me my cue. I put my hand

on his shoulder and spoke sorrowfully.

" Mortimer, my boy, I fear I have bad

news for you."

" Slow backâ��keep the head What's

that ? Bad news ? "

" About Betty."

" About Betty ? What about her ?

Don't sway, the bodyâ��keep the eye on

the "

" Prepare yourself for a shock, my boy.

Yesterday afternoon Betty called to see me.

When she had gone I found that she had

stolen my silver matchbox."

" Stolen your matchbox ? "

" Stolen my matchbox ! "

" Oh, well, I dare say there were faults on

both sides," said Mortimer. " Tell me if I

sway my body this time."

" You don't grasp what I have said ! Do

you realize that Betty, the girl you are going

to marry, is a kleptomaniac ? "

" A kleptomaniac ! "

" That is the only possible explanation.

Think what this means, my boy. Think how

you will feel every time your wife says she is

going out to do a little shopping ! Think of

yourself, left alone at home, watching the

clock, saying to yourself, ' Now she is lifting

a pair of silk stockings ! ' ' Now she is hiding

gloves in her umbrella ! ' ' Just about this

moment she is getting away with a pearl

necklace ! ' "

" Would she do that ? "

" She would ! She could not help herself.

Or, rather, she could not refrain from helping

herself. How about it, my boy ? "

" It only draws us closer together," he

said.

I was touched, I own. My scheme had

failed, but it had proved Mortimer Sturgis
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to be of pure gold. He stood gazing down

the fairway, wrapped in thought.

" By the way," he said, meditatively, " I

wonder if the dear girl ever goes to any of

those salesâ��those auction-sales, you know,

where you're allowed to inspect the things

the day before ? They often have some

pretty decent vases."

He broke off and fell into a reverie.

FROM this point onward Mortimer Sturgis

proved the truth of what I said to you

about the perils of taking up golf at

an advanced age. A lifetime of observing

my fellow-creatures has convinced me that

Nature intended us all to be golfers. In every

human being the germ of golf is implanted at

birth, and suppression causes it to grow and

grow tillâ��it may be at forty, fifty, sixtyâ��it

suddenly bursts its bonds and sweeps over

the victim like a tidal wave. The wise man,

who begins to play in childhood, is enabled

to let the poison exude gradually from his

system, with no harmful results. But a man

like Mortimer Sturgis, with thirty-eight

golfless years behind him, is swept off his

feet. He is carried away. He loses all

sense of proportion. He is like the fly that

happens to be sitting on the wall of the dam

just when the crack comes.

Mortimer Sturgis gave himself up without

a struggle to an orgy of golf such as I have

never witnessed in any man. Within two

days of that first lesson he had accumulated

a collection of clubs large enough to have

enabled him to open a shop : and he went

on buying them at the rate of two and three

a day. On Sundays, when it was impossible

to buy clubs, he was like a lost spirit. True,

he would do his regular four rounds on the

day of rest, but he never felt happy. The

thought, as he sliced into the rough, that the

patent wooden-faced cleek which he intended

to purchase next morning might have made

all the difference, completely spoiled his

enjoyment.

I remember him calling me up on the

telephone at three o'clock one morning to

tell me that he had solved the problem of

putting. He intended in future, he said, to

use a croquet mallet, and he wondered that

no one had ever thought of it before. The

sound of his broken groan when I informed

him that croquet mallets were against the

rules haunted me for days.

His golf library kept pace with his collection

of clubs. He bought all the standard works,

Subscribed to all the golfing papers, and,

when he came across a paragraph in a maga-

zine to the effect that Mr. Hutchings, an ex-

amateur champion, did not begin to play till

he was past forty, and that his opponent

in the final, Mr. S. H. Fry, had never held

a club till his thirty-fifth year, he had it

engraved on vehum and framed and hung

up beside his shaving-mirror.

AND Betty, meanwhile ? She, poor child,

stared down the years into a bleak future,

in which she saw herself parted for ever

from the man she loved, and the golf-widow

of another for whomâ��even when he won a

medal for lowest net at a weekly handicap

with' a score of a hundred and three minus

twenty-fourâ��she could feel nothing warmer

than respect. Those were dreary days for

Betty. We threeâ��she and I and Eddie

DentÃ³nâ��often talked over Mortimer's strange

obsession. DentÃ³n said that, except that

Mortimer had not come out in pink spots,

his symptoms were almost identical with

those of the dreaded motigotnongo, the scourge

of the West African hinterland. Poor

DentÃ³n ! He had already booked his pas-

sage for Africa, and spent hours looking in

the atlas for good deserts.

In every fever of human affairs there comes

at last the crisis. We may emerge from it

healed or we may plunge into still deeper

depths of soul-sickness : but always the

crisis comes. I was privileged to be present

when it came in the affairs of Mortimer

Sturgis and Betty Weston.

I had gone into the club-house one after-

noon at an hour when it is usually empty,

and the first thing I saw, as I entered the

main room, which looks out on the ninth

green, was Mortimer. He was grovelling on

the floor, and I confess that, when I caught

sight of him, my heart stood still. I feared

that his reason, sapped by dissipation, had

given way. I knew that for weeks, day in

and day out, the niblick had hardly ever

been out of his hand, and no constitution

can stand that.

He looked up as he heard my footstep.

" Hallo," he said. " Can you see a ball

anywhere ? "

" A ball ?" I backed away, reaching for

the door-handle. " My dear boy," I said,

soothingly, " you have made a mistake.

Quite a natural mistake. One anybody

would have made. But, as a matter of fact,

this is the club-house. The links are outside

there. Why not come away with me very

quietly and let us see if we can't find some

balls on the links ? If you will wait here a

moment, I will call up Doctor Smithson.

He was telling me only this morning that he

wanted Ð» good spell of ball-hunting to put

him in shape. You don't mind if he joins

. us ? "

" It was a Silver King with my initials on

it," Mortimer went on, not heeding me. " I

got on the ninth green in eleven with a nice

mashie-niblick, but my approach putt was a

little too strong. It came in through that

window."
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Mortimer looked up. ' Can you see a ball anywhere ? ' he said. ' My approach putt

was a little too strong. It came in through that window.' "

I perceived for the first time that one of

the windows facing the course was broken,

and my relief was great. I went down on my

knees and helped him in his search. \Ve

ran the ball to earth finally inside the piano.

'IjWhat's the local rule ? " inquired Mor-

timer. " Must I play it where it lies, or

may I tee up and lose a stroke ? If I have

to play it where it lies, I suppose a niblick

would be the club ? "

It was at this moment that Betty came in.

One glance at her pale, set face told me that

there was to be a scene, and I would

have retired, but that she was between me

and the door.

" Hallo, dear," said Mortimer, greeting

her with a friendly waggle of his niblick.

" I'm bunkered in the piano. My approach

putt was a little strong, and I over-ran the

green."

" Mortimer," said the girl, tensely, " 1

want to ask you one question."

" Yes, dear ? I wish, darling, you could

have seen my drive at the eighth just now.

It was a pip ! "

Betty looked at him steadily.
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" Are we engaged," she said, " or are we

not ? "

" Engaged ? Oh, to be married ? Why, of

course. I tried the open stance for a change,

and "

" This morning you promised to take me

for a ride. You never appeared. Where

â�¢were you ? "

" Just playing golf."

" Golf ! I'm sick of the very name ! "

A spasm shook Mortimer.

" You mustn't let people hear you saying

things like that ! " he said. " I somehow

felt, the moment I began my up-swing, that

everything was going to be all right. I "

" I'll give you one more chance. Will you

take me for a drive in your car this evening ? "

".I can't."

" Why not ? What are you doing ? "

" Just playing golf ! "

" I'm tired of being neglected like this ! "

cried Betty, stamping her foot. Poor girl, I

saw her point of view. It was bad enough

for her being engaged to the wrong man,

without having him treat her as a mere

acquaintance. Her conscience fighting with

her love for Eddie DentÃ³n had kept her true

to Mortimer, and Mortimer accepted the

sacrifice with an absent-minded carelessness

which would have been galling to any girl.

" We might just as well not be engaged at all.

You never take me anywhere."

" I asked you to come with me to watch

the Open Championship."

' ' Why don't you ever take me to dances ? "

" I can't dance."

" You could learn."

" But I 'm not sure if dancing is a good thing

for a fellow's game. You never hear of any

first-class pro dancing. James Braid doesn't

dance."

" Well, my mind's made up. Mortimer,

you must choose between golf and me."

" But, darling, I went round in a hundred

and one yesterday. You can't expect a

fellow to give up golf when he's at the top

of his game."

" Very well. I have nothing more to say.

Our engagement is at an end."

" Don't throw me over, Betty," pleaded

Mortimer, and there was that in his voice

which cut me to the heart. " You'll make

me so miserable. And, when I'm miserable,

I always slice my approach shots."

Betty Weston drew herself up. Her face

was hard.

" Here is your ring ! " she said, and swept

from the room.

|~Ð®Ð� a moment after she had gone Mor-

J"1 timer remained very still, looking at the

glistening circle in his hand. I stole

across the room and patted his shoulder.

" Bear up, my boy, bear up !" I said.

He looked at me piteously.

" Stymied ! " be muttered.

" Be brave ! "

He went on, speaking as if to himself.

" I had picturedâ��ah, how often I had

pictured !â��our little home ! Hers and mine '

She sewing in her arm-chair, I practising

putts on the hearthrug " He choked.

' While in the corner, little Ham- Vardon

Sturgis played with little J. H. Taylor

Sturgis. Arid round the roomâ��reading,

busy with their childish tasksâ��little George

Duncan Sturgis, Abe Mitchell Sturgis, Harold

Hilton Sturgis, Edward Ray Sturgis, Horace

Hutchinson Sturgis, and little James Braid

Sturgis."

" My boy ! My boy ! " I cried.

" What's the matter ? "

" Weren't you giving yourself rather a

large family ? "

He shook his head moodily.

" Was I ?" he said, dully. " I don't

know. What's bogey ? "

There was a silence.

" And yet " he said, at last, in a low

voice. He paused. An odd, bright look

had come into his eyes. He seemed suddenly

to be himself again, the old, happy Mortimer

Sturgis I had known so well. " And yet,"

he said, " who knows ? Perhaps it is all for

the best. They might all have turned out

tennis-players ! " He raised his niblick again,

his face aglow. " Playing thirteen !" he

said. " I think the game here would be to

chip out through the door and work round

the club-house to the green, don't you ? "

Little remains to be told. Betty and

Eddie have been happily married for years.

Mortimer's handicap is now down to eighteen,

and he is improving all the time. He was

not present at the wedding, being un-

avoidably detained by a medal tournament :

but, if you turn up the files and look at the

list of presents, which were both numerous

and costly, you will seeâ��somewhere in the

middle of the column, the words :â��

STURGIS, J. MORTIMER.

Two doten Silver King Golf-

bulls and one patent Slvrgi;

Aluminium Self-Adjusting, Sc/f-

Conif>e n sating Putling-Cleek.
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HAVE often been asked which, in my generally classified as the Master's second

I experience, I have found to be the

most popular of the pianoforte works

of Beethoven with the general concert

public. I have no doubt that it is the

Sonata in C sharp minor, commonly called

the "Moonlight Sonata," that is the most

universally beloved by all sorts and con-

ditions of people, and it may therefore be of

special interest to give here a few facts con-

cerning the history of this noble work,

together with my

views for the in-

terpretation of the

first movement,

from which the

Sonata derives its

title. The moment

is opportune, for the

one hundred and

fiftieth anniversary

'of the birth of

Beethoven has re-

cently been cele-

brated.

The Sonata in C

sharp minor, which

was entitled by

Beethoven' himself

" Quasi una Fan-

tasia," was one of

two sonatas written

in the year 1801 and

published in March,

1802, and forming

together Opus 27.

These years of 1801

and 1802 were of

great creative ac-

tivity on the part

of Beethoven, and

his works produced

during this time

belong to what is

VoL Ki.-18.

\ >"- ,

â�¢' f,^- '

\

period. Grove says that the Sonata in

C sharp minor was dedicated to the

Contessa Gulietta Guicciardi, and much

romance has been invented on this score.

But the lady herself rather discounts this

romance by recounting how Beethoven gave

her the Rondo in G, and then, wanting to

dedicate something to the Princess Lichnow-

sky, he took the Rondo away and gave the

Contessa the " Moonlight Sonata " in its

place. In my own

edition of the So-

nata, which is an

old one published

by Hallberger in

Stuttgart in 1858,

and edited by Mos-

cheles, the pianist,

a personal friend of

Beethoven, it is

stated to be dedi-

cated to the Princess

,of Liechtenstein.

The title, "The

Moonlight," was

supposed to have

been given to the

Sonata by Rellstab,

a celebrated con-

temporary musical

critic, who com-

pared the first

movement to a

moonlight scene on

the Lakeof Lucerne.

But it may also have

received the name

from a publisher

who, after the cus-

BEETHOVEN.

THIS PORTRAIT HAS NOT BEFORE APPEARED IN

THIS COUNTRY.

torn of publishers,

christened several

of Beethoven's so-

natas by various
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Example No. 1, bars 1 -4.

titles in order to make them more popular

with the public (such as the " Pathetique,"

" Pastorale," " Les Adieux, L'Absence, Le

Retour," etc.). I myself think the title

of " Moonlight " not inappropriate to the

spirit of the first movement of the C sharp

minor Sonata, which reflects the romantic

atmosphere and mysterious light and shade

connected with the presence of the moon.

But certainly the last movement has nothing

to do with moonlight, but represents a great

storm of emotion, when all is cloud, wind,

and fury.

The Sonata in C sharp minor was a great

favourite from the moment of. its publica-

tion, and Beethoven jokingly even pretended

to be annoyed about it, as he considered

many of his other sonatas to be finer works

musically ; but still the " Moonlight Sonata "

remains the popular favourite, l^robably the

fact that, technically, the lovely slow move-

ment with which it commences is well within

the reach of very moderate performers on

the pianoforte may help

to account for its extreme f) â��â��

popularity over its fellows,

since so many amateurs

;irc able to derive pleasure

from their own rendering

of it. Beethoven wrote

thirty-two sonatas in all,

of which certainly nearly

half are still as beloved

and admired as ever thev

Example No. 2, bat 10.

were, and continue to form an absolutely

essential part of the repertoire of every

pianist. He brought the sonata form to

its highest perfection, and, having found

the models of his predecessors too stilted

and formal for the wider expression of

his thoughts, he made innovations of

what in those days were considered the

most daring kind, and improved upon the

forms he found. Like all original men of

genius, he could not tolerate being fettered

by conventions, and his mighty spirit soared

untrammelled. The " Moonlight Sonata " is

one of Beethoven's most original composi-

tions of the so-called second period of his

works, and in it he shows his freedom of

thought by commencing the Sonata with an

adagio movement which is not in sonata

form, and which was at the time an entire

innovation. In fact, the whole work is a

precursor of the modern sonata. According

to Beethoven's own directions the three

movements were to be played straight

through to the end without a break. He

puts " Attacca subito il sequente " after

each movement, showing that the three

movements were designed to represent a con-

tinuous thread of thought running through-

out the whole work. Tin's unusual and free

treatment of the Sonata's structure has im-

parted to it a modernity and freshness which

ensure it an everlasting place in the literature

of the pianoforte.

â�¢ ~ The first movement of

the "Moonlight Sonata"

consists of a haunting and

beautiful melody, full of

romance and pathos, float-

ing on a continuous stream

of undulating harmony.

The interpretation of it

should be of â�¢ the highest

imagination, glowing with

a quiet radiance of fantasy and feeling. The

tone employed must be warm and melting

in quality, imparting at the same time the

mysterious resignation and the vague unrest

of the music's atmosphere The opening five

bars should be played in a manner to convey

a kind of rhythmical stream to the triplet

figures, and thus create an impression as of a

continuously undulating background for the
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Example No. 3, bars 1518.

melody which is presently to start. The

octaves in the bass should be played some-

what louder than the triplet figure in the

right hand, so as to produce the requisite

depth of tone, though the volume of sound

should not overstep

the bounds of "piano"

(p).â��Ex. No. i, bars

1-4;

The melody is intro-

duced in the fifth bar,

and must give the idea

of floating on the ac-

companiment. At the

tenth bar there comes

a change of harmony

from the major into the

minor key, and here

the note G (the first

G) in the right hand

should be accentuated.

â�¢â��Ð�Ð¶. No. 2, bar ID.

Proceeding onwards

to the last quarter of

the fifteenth bar and

leading to the six-

Coming to the twenty-fifth bar, there

seems to be like a second voice appearing

with a question in the treble and an answer

in the bass, and then another question and

the answer. In these bars the amount of

Example No. 4, bars 28-3 1.

tecnth, the melody adopts a more insistent

temper, which may be rendered by empha-

sizing the notes Ð� and Ð¡ of the melody in the

right hand, especially the C. In fact, this

..note Ð¡ should be taken arpeggiato with the

accompaniment under-

neath. It seems to me

to represent a cry of un-

utterable heartache, a

sudden longing which can-

not be appeased. In the

following bar, where these

same notes of appeal ap-

pear again, they may be

repeated pianissimo as a

kind of echo.â��Ex. No. 3,

bars 15-18.

Example No. 5, bar 36.

tone can be somewhat increased and a plain-

tive expression imparted to the questioning

phrases. â�� Ex. No. 4, bars 28-31.

A similar development is to be found in bars

thirty and thirty-one. At bar thirty-two a

storm begins to rise in the

harmonies, and continues

to increase with a gradu-

_ ally ascending crescendo

= oftoneandaccellerandoof

movement until itreaches

its culminating point on

the first note ( Ð� sharp) of

= thethirty-sixthbar.which

~ should be brought out

with considera ble force.â��

Ex. No. 5, bar 36.

. ====

Ð© Ð©
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From here onward

the storm of emotion

gradually diminishes

in intensity until it

returns with a rallen-

tando in the fortieth

and forty-first bars

to the subdued spirit

of the original atmos-

phere of the piece. It

is of great importance

during the gradual

calming dow/i of the

stress of the music

from bars thirty-

seven to forty, that

the melody which

has embodied itself

in the inner struc-

tures of the har-

monies should be brought out thus.â��Ex.

No. 6, bars 37-40.

The next part of the movement resumes

the opening melody, and then continues its

rrt

("-T3

Example No. 6, bars 37-40.

The movement now sinks towards its

close, and from the sixtieth to the sixty-

fourth bar the fateful notes in the left

hand right down in the bass must resound,

though not louder

than mezzo forte, but

still with an ominous

emphasis which should

pervade the last few

bars of the move-

ment. â�� Ex. No. 8,

bars 60-63.

Again, from bars

sixty-four to sixty-

Example No. 7, bars 56-57.

course with some variation on the original,

both in modulation of key and progression

of passages. In the fifty-sixth and fifty-

seventh bars the melody should be especially

eight, these deep

bass notes should

speak out like the

ringing of a knell of doom, but this time,

though equally distinct as before, they

should be given as soft as possible, like

an echo of the former ones. The move-

Example No. 8, bars 60 63.

brought out and made apparent above the ment is thus brought to a conclusion in an

rhythmical figures of the accompaniment.â�� atmosphere of melancholy tinged with vague

Ex. No. 7, bars 56-57. foreboding.
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LANDLORD," said Carman,

finishing his bottle of claret,

" I believe that I passed in my

car, two miles north of here,

that lonely house on a hill-top where an old

man was brutally murdered a week ago."

The landlord of the Nine Bells, who

had looked in to see if his visitor was enjoying

his dinner, set his face to a grave expression.

" You mean the crime at Windy Oaks ? "

said he. " Yes, you would pass the place,

coming that way. 'Twas terrible. Mr.

Tracer was well known about here, sir.

They found him in his bedroom one morning,

cruelly battered, dead as that salmon in the

glass case on the wall."

" A forceful simile," murmured the middle-

aged, robustly-built guest, feeling for a cigar.

" A shocking affair, landlord, and still not

cleared up ?"

" Nothin' material done. All we hear is

that the police are looking for a man in a

brown suit : a man between thirty and

forty, with black hair. That don't amount

to muchâ��lacking further particulars. Such

a man was seen near the house on the night

of the murder."

" Well, I hope they get him," said Garinan,

rising.

" Strange enough," went on the landlord

of the inn, rubbing his blue chin up the wrong

way, " the very last time I saw Mr. Tracer

was in this 'ouse, taking his dinner in this

very room. A square-built man, sir, with

a blue reefer-cut coat, brown beard turning

to yellow, and gold spectacles. I little

thought "

" Well, I must be off," interrupted Carman,

preparing to pay. " I shall have to push my

little car along to get to town by nine o'clock.

And there's a moaning sou'-west wind about

that may mean rain."

Carman left the cosy inn a minute later.

Its cheerful light showed his car waiting by

the roadside. Carman was driving it him-

self. After bestowing a tip or two he got

in, buttoned up well, and glided off into the

absolutely dark night. There was no moon,

the stars were obscured, and the only sound

to be heard was the whining plaint of the

wind to the telegraph-wires.

Carman had scarcely got going, and the

Nine Bells was about fifty yards behind,

when a ligure leaped into the middle of the

road and waved its arms for him to stop.

The car carried good lamps for its size, and

in the searching glare Carman, as he applied

his brakes, saw that the interrupter of his

progress was a man of about thirty-seven,

who was wearing a brown suit.

A voice, husky with entreatv, called to

himâ��" If you are going to London, sir, or

only a part of the way, I beg of you to give

me a lift."

The car came to a stop. The man's face

looked deathly white in the lamps' glare.

Carman was a man of swift consideration.

He fixed a penetrative gaze upon the man,

and he reflected. He did not like that brown

suit and those thirty-seven years. But

Carman was a man without fear, and very

well able to take care of himself. Also he

never jumped to a conclusion.

" What's the trouble ?" he inquired,

calmly.

" I am stranded here," answered the

other, with beseeching. " No train stops

here for hours, and I want to get to London

at the earliest moment. I cannot say how

grateful I should be "
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" All right ; get in," invited Carman,

curtly.

With a hurried outburst of thanks the

stranger climbed into the car and took the

only other seatâ��on Carman's left.

Away hummed the automobile, skimming

beautifully to the crest of a long ascent.

The white road streamed under the bonnet ;

sheer pace gave a whistle to the wind, and a

raw, chilling breath.

Said Carman to himself as he gripped the

wheel : " Now I wonder who the devil this

fellow is ? He is very anxious to get away

from here ; but I wouldn't think anything

of that if he was wearing a different-coloured

coat. Still,

the situa-

tion is not

without in-

terest. If he

tries any

hanky-

panky trick

on me I

shall break

his jaw. Of

course, he

may not be

that fellow.

He wouldn't

lie found so

near the

spot. But if

he is "

Carman

suddenly

checked the

conjecture.

A soft whis-

tle crept to

his lips.

Some start-

1 ing idea

had darted

like an elec-

tric current

through his

mind. He

muttered to

himself:

"In that

case â�� in

that case,

what would

they say to

it at the

Club? Why

â��whyâ��good heavens, what a point to score !

So strange and powerful was the idea that

had presented itself to Carman that it

imparted an almost literal flash to his eyes.

In the grip of it he stared straight ahead,

thinking rapid I v, guiding the car subcon-

sciously. He did not see the uneasy glances

which his companion kept bestowing upon

him.

After they had covered seven miles Carman

decided to act. His first move was to bring

the car to a standstill. They were then in

a partly-sunken road, heavy and black with

mud, and the twisted roots of trees came out

on the bank like monstrous serpents.

" Xow, then, answer short and sharp ! "

commanded Carman. " Who are you ? "

The other winced at the demand, and put

out a hand towards the door. " You take a

strange tone with me," he replied.

" I do. And I have a reason. You are

the man looked for in the Tracer murder."

" That's an infernal lie," was the stam-

mered response.

" Is. it ? " snarled Carman, grimly. " It

" Carman restarted the car, but

vaulted clean over the side of

before it had travelled a yard his companicn

it. Carman lost a second or two, then wzs

after him."

is up to you to prove your word. You will

not object ? "

" What do you mean ? "

' That we stop at the next police-station,

where you can answer a few questions."

" You can stop at all of them if you

choose," sneered the other.
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" One will be enough."

As he spoke, Carman restarted the car ;

but before it had travelled a yard his com-

panion vaulted clean over the side of it.

Carman lost a second or two, then was after

him. The pursuit was of brief duration,

for the foremost runner suddenly stopped

as if a pistol ball had pierced his heart.

" Oh, my God ! He's thereâ��againâ��

there !" he cried in a voice hoarse and

broken by terror.

A thrill quivered over even Carman's

well-strung nerves,

lie stared intently

in the direction to

which the other

pointed. In the

dark wall of the

night all he could perceiveâ��and that very

faintlyâ��was a gnarled oak tree with its

writhing limbs, on which the UnfÃ¤llen brown

and withered leaves made a husky sound in

the wind.

" Who's there ? What the devil do you

mean ? " cried Carman, as he grasped the

fugitive by the shoulder.

" He I " was the gasped response. " I

saw the flash of his gold spectacles. There

â��-there ! He's got on the same reefer

coat ! He has taken his hands from his

pockets ! Keep him off ! He isn't dead !

Can't be ! I have seen him like that twice

since. He's alive ! keep him away ! "

The voice rose almost to a scream, sending

an icy shiver the length of Carman's spine.

With a single action he spun the man round

and pushed him by main strength into the

car, where he collapsed. Carman started

again, and he flung a queer and apprehensive

glance towards the oak tree as he passed it.

The car covered several miles before either

man spoke. Presently Carman broke the

silence between them.

" We are drawing near town," said he,

slowing up that he might be heard properly.

" I suppose you will no longer dein- that you

are the man wanted by the police for the

murder of Mr. Tracer of Windy Oaks ? "

" My story isn't a matter for their ears,"

answered the other.

" That is what I

shrink from. There

is more in it than I

dare teH the police.

No one would under-

standâ��but a friend ;

and where am I to

find oneâ��now ? "

His teeth chat-

tered together, for

the speed - created

half-gale of wind had

Wf penetrated to his bones.

" Do you deny that you

murdered" Mr. Tracer ? "

demanded Carman.

" It is that word ' murder '

that I take exception to."

That you killed him, then ? "

" Suppose I say that I did ? "

" Then I should offer you a chance."

You ? How is that possible ? "

I cannot explain here and now. You

shall know in an hour's time."

" You want me to do something ? "

" Perhaps I do, and perhaps I don't."

It must be something devilish, then."

" You can refuse, if yon choose_. What is

your name ? "

" Milt."

" All right, Milt. Now you know as well

as I do that if you get into the police clutch

you are done for. And if you try to leave

me again, without my permission, I will

hand you over as sure as I live. I am twice

as strong as you are, and twice as deter-

mined. Will you trust yourself to my

hands ? I repeatâ��I mean to offer you a

chance. Now will you be placable or not ? "

The other was silent. He looked at Car-

man in a queer and furtive manner.

" Confound you ! What are you thinking

about ? " asked Carman.

" I was thinking that you have something

ugly at the back of your head," was the slow

and resentful answer.

" Very well ; it's the police and the end

for you," snarled Carman, savagely.

" No ! I'll chance it," replied Milt, with

abrupt vehemence. " I am in your power,

and I'll keep quiet."
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Garman nodded, muttered something un-

intelligible, and lengthened out the speed. In

a few minutes a faint glow in the sky showed

that the strange ride was coming to a finish.

FIFTY-FIVE minutes later two men

turned out from Regent Street into Beak

Street. The elder had tucked his arm

into the other's, and they walked along in that

old-fashioned way, as if they were the best

of pals, though a close observer could have

detected the fact that one man was in reality

preventing a possible desire to bolt on the

part of Ins companion.

As the hour was nine o'clock the big

arteries of the West-end had absorbed most

of the life of the streets, and the narrow

thoroughfares this side of Regent Street

were almost deserted. A thin veil of rain

had turned the dust to a clayey paste ;

refuse from the small, mean shops had been

swept into the gutters ; iron shutters were

up and dingy blinds drawn.

Suddenly the older man halted. " This

is our destination," he announced.

He had stopped before a low shop with an

embayed Georgian front, which bore the

name, " Alexander Diarmid, Cigar Mer-

chant."

There was a shabby side door, and to the

lock of it he applied a key. A narrow and

common little passage was disclosed, covered

with a cheap linoleum, and the yellow paper

on the walls was an insult to an intelligent

gaze. At the end of this mean hallway

ascended a long flight of stairs, lighted at

the foot by the naked flame of a gas-jet in

a wire guard.

" This way, Milt," said the older man, and

still holding the other lightly by the arm he

climbed th,e ladder-like staircase. As they

drew near to the door at the top, a voice was

heard speaking in a monotonous accent, as

though reading. As Garman rapped seven

times on the door the voice stopped. He

then knocked four times, paused, then gave

two more raps.

A clear voice called " Enter ! "

AS Carman opened the door he felt his

companion shrink back, but he was

prepared for that, and grasping him

by the back of the neck, he hurled him

forward with violence.

Recovering his balance, Milt looked round.

In a long room about a dozen- men were

seated, and one standing at the head of a

table, with a paper in his hand. Each man

had a strip of black cloth across his eyes,

which had been adjusted when Garman

knocked, and each was in evening dress.

He who had been speaking, after a glance

at the interrupters, continued : " I have to

the secession of Lord Mountcarres.

In the matter of the Rochfort Cobras he

thinks we stepped beyond the limits of our

cult. He resigns, therefore.

" I have to report three new applications

for membership. The greatest care must be

exercised. One is supported by Dr. Yeat-

man, not present. Another by Mr. Clark

Anstey, present. The third by Professor

Hungars, abroad. These gentlemen know

the rules of membership. As I say, great

care is demanded. We all remember the

affair of the Canaris Mummy, when the weak

nerves of a candidate nearly burst the Club

to pieces.

" With regret I have to state that the

Club's address may have to be changed

once more. An absolute secrecy is hard to

maintain ; a rumour has been spread "

The monotonous voice continued, but was

no longer listened to by Milt. From the

masked face of the speaker and his audience

his eyes travelled round the roomâ��uneasily,

stealthily travelled. Here was luxury. The

Persian rugs upon the floor were worth a

fortune. It was a large room of grotesque

faces. They staredâ��a grimacing multitude

from great spreads of canvas upon the walls ;

they grinned from the painted ceiling ; they

glared from the carven bodies of squat

monsters of Chinese and Indian fashioning.

Along the length of a table in the middle of

the room stretched an immense dragon of

brass covered with burnished scales. A

powerful electric light glowed in the jaws of

this beast, and sent two slanting green rays

from its eyeballs.

At a touch upon his arm Milt turned and

saw Garman still by his side. Both men

were standing by the door, and in shadow.

" I will tell you where you are," whispered

Garman. " This is one of the least known

and most exclusive clubs in London, and one

of the most expensive. It is called ' The

Sensation Club.' Are you listening ? "

" What do they do here ? " muttered Milt,

wetting his lips.

" Here we worship the cult of the Sensa-

tional. Here we drink the heady wine of

sheer excitement."

Milt gulped, and Garman tightened his

hold upon his arm.

" Who are these men ? " inquired Milt,

huskily.

" Their names would astonish you ; with

that you must be satisfied. Most of them

have run the gamut of all the thrills that life

offers to the lover of them ; and that is why

they are here, why they are members of this

association whose first duty is to provide

breath-stopping, heart-stopping excitement.

There is no other club in the world where

such fare is to be found."

" Good God ! " murmured Milt, rolling

dilated eyes.



L. J. Beeston

275

" You heard the President speak of three

new aspirants for membership. Probably

not one of them will be successful."

" Why not ? "

" Because he must provide a new Sensa-

tion ; or, failing that, must submit himself

to one. I tell you that this is no place for

unstrung nerves."

" What have you brought me here for ? "

" That you shall know at once. Come

forward ! "

The President had completed his remarks,

and now, for the first time since their entry,

all eyes sought Garman and the stranger

with him. And the sight of them, glittering

behind the slits in the half-masks, boring into

him, affected Milt like stabs from the electric

needle.

" I have to request that someone will be

so good as to keep between my charge here

and the door," commenced Garman, urbanely.

He spoke well ; he " had the floor," and it

was evident that he meant to make the most

of his opportunity.

" Mr. President and gentlemen," he con-

tinued, " it is my good fortune to introduce

to-night one of those adventures in pure

sensation which are the essence of this Club.

I assume that we have all heard of the crime

at Windy Oaks, in which a Mr. Tracer was

done to death. Gentlemen, I have no doubt

that the criminal is this man whom I have

brought here. Of his own free will he

comes ; and, on his behalf, I claim for him

the privileges of The Sensation Club."

The President rested his finger-ends on the

table before him. " That is to be seen,"

said he, gravely. " Explain further."

GARMAN went on : " This evening I dined

at the inn called the Nine Bells, which

is two miles north of Windy Oaks. The

landlord spoke unctuously of the crime, de-

scribing the dead man, whom lie knew, and

that Unknown who is wanted by the police.

When I came away it was quite dark. At a

lonely spot in the road my car was stopped

by our friend here, who implored me, in

tones of very real fear and distress, to give

him a lift along the London road. His

manner, and his appearanceâ��which is that

of the wanted manâ��created my suspicion.

When I came to demand of him the truth,

he jumped from the car and bolted. But he

was held up in a remarkable manner. In the

gloom of a sunken road he sawâ��or shall we

say that he fancied that he saw ?â��the form'

of his victim. In his agony he described it

to meâ��a man in a blue reefer coat, with gold

spectacles ; a square-bnilt man with a brown

beard changing to yellow. These were the

words used by the landlord of the inn, and

they were practically repeated by our rather

terrible guest here. More, he declared that

he had seen that unsubstantial presence

twice before since the actâ��his actâ��of foul

murder. This we may or may not believe ;

but in a convulsion of terror, an access of

mortal fear, he practically admitted the deed.

My first impulse was to place him in the hands

of the police ; my second, to bring him here.

He wishes to know what you will do with

him ; his plea is for the protection of the

Club. That is all, gentlemen. I have

played my part. I have brought you a grim

guest. Mr. President, you will decide."

The moment Garman ceased talking an

excited babel of voices arose. Milt turned

his wild eyes upon the crowd, but he failed

to catch what was being said. Twice he

looked behind him to the door, but a big

man was on guard there.

Suddenly the President made a sign for

silence. As the excited talk died down the

words " Hungars " and " bacillus " became

audible.

" Certainly Professor Hungars's queer dis-

covery has never been put to a decisive

test," said the President, calmly. " And as

it seems to be the most popular suggestion,

we will put it to a practical application."

While speaking he unlocked a drawer in

the long table. A moment later a tiny phial

of blue glass, octagonal, was in his hand.

" A wine-glass," he requested, " half-filled

with pure water."

He inserted the bare end of a match into

the phial, and when he withdrew it there

clung to it a drop of liquid. He held this

over the wine-glass and gently shook off the

drop into the water, which slowly changed

to the colour of grass-green. Milt watched

the proceedings with deeply-uneasy intent-

ness. The red crept from his cheeks ; his

.eyes were haggard. â�¢

" You will drink the contents of that

glass." was the harshly-uttered command.

" What devil's game are you playing ? "

said Milt, huskily.

" Drink ! "

" Yesâ��perhapsâ��when I know what it

is."

" It is your chance of your life," said the

President, with iron sternness. " It will

save youâ��at a price. What that price Ã�F

you shall know. The liquid in this phial was

sent to us by a memberâ��Professor Hungars.

It contains a germ obtained by lum from Â».

West Indian swamp. He claims that the

effect of this germ in the human system is to

produce, with a terrible swiftness, all the

signs and appearance of advanced years.

The tissues waste, the arteries harden, the

eye loses its lustre, the skin yellows. So he

states, and Professor Hungars is one of our

foremost bacteriologists. You must now

perceive the chance which we extend to you,

Milt. The police are looking for a manâ��a
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young manâ��between thirty and forty years

of age. It is highly likely that this liquid

offers you the power to baffle them."

" I see," said Milt, moistening his lips.

" If they find an old manâ��shrunken, white-

liairedâ��ah, what ghouls you are ! I will not

touch it ! By Heaven, I will not ! "

" You will ! "

" I swear I won't ! "

" You have two minutes in which to make

up your mind."

" An old man of me ? " muttered Milt,

huskily. " How old ? Fifty? Sixty? JSIore

than that ? "

" Probably much more. You know as

much as we do. But I am not here to

answer your questions. One of your two

minutes has expired. I warn you that you

are in a dangerous position."

" My soul ! I can believe that," groaned

the fugitive, casting a dazed and cowed look

at the masked faces all turned upon him.

No one spoke. Milt breathed heavily ;

slowly he reached out a hand that shook with

agitation. He took up the glass. Excited

whispers arose. " He'll drink ! " " No !

He's afraid ! " " And, by Heaven, he has

reason to be !"

Milt lifted the glass to his lips ; but at the

last moment, when he seemed about to toss

the liquid down his throat, he changed his

mind, and with a shout of " Damn the lot of

you ! " he hurled the crystal to the floor,

where it shivered to pieces.

Then he leaped to the window.

" Stop him ! " roared everyone.

BUT there was no need. Milt had become

abruptly paralysed. Clutching the dark

curtains, his eyes a-glare, he was looking

iijto the street as if he saw some unimagin-

able horror down there.

" There he is ! " he gasped. " The fourth

time ! He is looking up at me ! He is

coming overâ��he I Bolt the door ! For God's

sake keep him out ! "

There was a rush to the window. Garman

was first. In the light of a street lamp,

crossing the road, his gaze lifted steadily

towards the window, they all saw a square-

built man with a brownish-yellow beard, and

wearing a blue reefer-cut coat, and the white

light flashing on the lenses of his gold spec-

tacles. They all saw that thing clearly, and

its stone-like, bloodless face.

" That's Tracer," said Garman, pitching

his voice low for control.

Milt spun round as if he had been cut with

a whip. " That's a lie ! Tracer's dead ! "

he snarled, his face convulsed.

" Perfectly true, and he is coming up here,

presumably," said Garman.

That grim figure in the street was now so

far below the window level as to be out of

sight. A tense silence had gripped the

occupants of the room. And then, -as

everyone listened in the most acute sn: -

pense, they heard the door downstairs open

and close. Thirty seconds followed that

ominous sound, but no other was heard.

Someone tried to scoffâ��" \Vhat are we

getting scared about, anyhow ? "

No one replied. Garman stepped to the

door which opened upon the long steep stair-

case. He opened it softly, gave one look,

then recoiled as if a pistol had been thrust

into lus throat.

" It's coming up ! " he gasped.

Milt turned round, staggered, and fell upon

his knees, with one hand grasping the table's

edge. At the same moment a face, ashen-

livid, appeared in the doorway. Its eyes

were fixed upon the crouching man, and'it

advanced upon him !

" Keep him oft ! Keep him off ! " screamed

Milt, writhing.

But no one stirred. The bizarre figure

approached the agonized Milt, slowly and

stealthily. It Hung out both its arms and

gripped him by the throat ! Milt uttered a

frightful cry and closed with the terrible

visitor. For a moment they rocked to and

fro as if in a death clutch, and then

Then Milt broke loose with a shout of

laughter !

" Call it off, Yeatman ! " said he. " Show

the cards ! You've introduced me all right,

all right ; and I reckon I've earned a mem-

bership to the Club ! "

" I perfectly agree," said the visitor, with

a chuckle. He swept off his beard, removed

his spectacles, rubbed his cheeks effectively.

He looked round upon the .stupefied company.

" A true sensation, gentlemen ! Admit it ! "

" Dr. Yeatman ! " gasped every voice.

" Precisely and exactly," purred that

beaming individual, " and one of yourselves.

This is my friend, Mr. Milt, and he is my

candidate for membership. Allow that he

lias proved himself a most suitable applicant !

We worked this little stunt together. Only

he and I were in it. I knew that Garman was

to dine this evening at the Nine Bells,

Windy Oaks, for he told me so. At my

suggestion my friend Miltâ��whose remarkable

powers of acting you must concedeâ��passed

himself off as the man looked for by the

police. Garman was tricked absolutely. I

felt certain that he would perceive, in the

encounter, an opportunity to make a big hit

at the Club. To bring to it the man all the

country is talking about ! What a chance !

And Garman snapped at it ; fairly ate it up.

I ask his pardon. As for meâ��I became n

suggestion of poor Mr. Tracer, whose cruel

end, still a mystery, we all hope justice will

avenge.

" That is the very simple story. Allow me
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' You will drink the contents of that glass ! ' was the harshly-uttered command."

to formally introduce my friend and candi-

date for membership of The Sensational Club.

May I venture to predict his enrolment ? "

" I think you may," said the President.

He had to shout to make himself heard

above the din of applause ; and he furtively

passed a handkerchief over his forehead,

which was beaded with perspiration.



278

PERPLEXITIES

By HENRY E DUDENEY.

Solutions to Last Month s Puzzles.

535.â��THE GUARDED

CHESSBOARD.

HERE is the solu-

tion, with every square

occupied or attacked,

and only one piece, the

bishop at KB6, un-

guarded by another

piece. It was discovered

by Major Chepmell, who

is well known in the

chess world.

536.â��DIVIDING BY 37.

WRITE beneath the number successively, from right

to left, the numbers i, 10, n, as follows :â��

49129308213

10 I II 10 I II 10 I II 10 I

Now, regarding the lower figures as multiplier?,

add together all the products of i and 10 and deduct

all the products by n. This is the same as adding

13, 08, 29, and 49 together (99) and deducting eleven

times 2 plus 3 plus I (66). The difference, 33, will

be the remainder when the large number is divided

by 37. Here is the key. If we divide I, 10, 100,

1,000, etc., by 37 we get successively the remainder*

i, 10, 26, but for convenience we deduct the 26 from

37 and call it minus n. If you try 49,629,708.213

you will find the minus or negative total 165, or in

excess of the positive 99. The difference is 66. Deduct

37 and you get 29. But as the result is minus, deduct

it from 37 and you have 8 as correct answer. You

can now find the method for other prime divisors.

The cases of 7 and 13 are easy. In the former case

you write I, 3, 2 (i, 3, 2), I, 3. 2, etc., from right to

left, the bracketed numbers being minus. In the

latter case, i (3, 4, i), 3, 4, i (3, 4, i), etc.

537â��A SWASTIKALAND MAP.

THREE different colours are necessary'. The bottom

right-hand corner of the map is here reproduced. The

Lord High Keeper had introduced

that little line dividing A and B by

mistake, and this was his undoing. A,

B, and C must be different colours.

Except for this slip, two colours would

have been sufficient.

S38._A DEAL IN EGGS.

540.â��A CUBE PARADOX.

I HAD two solid cubes of lead, one very slightly

larger than the other, just as shown in the illustration.

Through one of them I cut a hole

(without destroying the continuity

of its four sides) so that the other

cube could be passed right through

it. On weighing them afterwards

it was found that the larger cube

was still the heavier of the two! How was this

possible ?

541â��FACTORY HANDS.

ALFRED, Ben, and Charles work in the same factory,

but at different benches. Ben is twice as old as

Charles, and Alfred is twice as old as Ben. Each has

noticed that he is the youngest workman at his bench

and that every man in the factory is a year older than

the one on his left, Alfred, Ben, and Charles being on

the extreme left of their particular benches. Oddly

enough, the total of the ages at each bench is 285.

How many men are there at each bench ?

542.â��THE GARDEN BED.

HERE is quite a simple little puzzle. A man has a

triangular lawn of the proportions shown, and he

wants to make the largest possible

rectangular flower-bed without en-

closing the tree. How is he to do

it ? This will serve to teach the

uninitiated a simple rule that may

prove useful on occasion. For

example, it would equally apply to

the case of a carpenter who had a

triangular board and wished to cut out the largest

possible rectangular table-top without including a

bad knot in the wood.

543.â��AN UNSOLVED ENIGMA.

A CORRESPONDENT sends me another old enigma to

which the solution is unknown. I have not yet dis-

covered any satisfactory answer, but I have no doubt

it will interest my readers to try their wits at it:â��

In jerkin short and nut-brown coat I live.

Pleasure to all, and pain to nil, I give.

Quivers I have and pointed arrows too,

Cold is my dart and iron is my bow.

Nothing I send, yet many things I write,

I never go to war, yet always fight.

Nothing I eat, yet I am always fuli.

Poison from books, and sweets from flowers, I cull.

A spotted back I have and leathern scrip.

Black is my face and blubber is my Up.

No tears I shed, and yet I always weep-

Sleeping I wake and waking do I sleep.

544.â��REVERSING THE DIGITS.

WHAT number, composed of nine figures, will, if

multiplied by the number 123456789, give a product

with 987654321 (in that order) in the last nine places

to the right ?

THE smallest possible number of eggs is 719. He

sold 48 dozen at 53. per dozen, and n lots at 13 for

53.. making Â£14 IS5- m a"- The original number of

eggs might be any multiple of 9,360 plus 719, but the

smallest possible number was asked for.

539.â��HALF THE ALPHABET.

THE hamlet is near Market Rasen, in Lincolnshire,

and is named BUSLINGTHORPE.
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No man who sets out seriously to increase bis knowledge

of business by training under the guidance of the School

of Accountancy can fail to qualify for a responsible position

SCHOOL of Accountancy

training is not to be

undertaken lightly or in

a half-hearted manner. It

means seriously applying

yourself to study after the

day's work is done, on at least

two evenings a week, over a

period averaging six months.

By this means alone will it be

possible for you to achieve

success similar to that which

has already been won by

thousands of students who

have preceded you, a few of

whose records you will find

published on pp. 97-116 of

our prospectus.

If, having these facts plainly

put before you, you know that

you are sufficiently stern of pur-

pose to devote yourself seriously

and conscientiously to the train-

ing we offer you, you have this

definite guarantee that your

effort will not he wasted â��

K you will make an effort

to qualify for a responsible

position in business the

School of Accountancy will

ttand by you until you tucceed

When we undertake to train a man to

qualify for an executive position or to

pass an independent examination which

confers A recognised professional status,

we train that man uniil he succeeds.

Six to twelve months is the time

usually taken by our Students to

complete their courses, but there is no

fixed limit to the training and no extra

fee is charged even if the tuition should

be spread over a period of years

Few of our students fail to pasi examina-

tions at the first sitting, but in those

cases the training is continued without

further charge.

Become an Accountant,

Company Secretary, Office

or Works Manager

These are the men who are needed

to-day in business, and you can

definitely qualify for such positions by

training in your own home, in your

spare time, under the guidance of the

School of Accountancy. The training

we give is successful because it is

thorough, and because the tutors who

train y >u know exactly what know-

ledge is needed by a man in order to

secure the position he sets out to attain.

Why not raise yourself

to a professional status ?

At the London Association of Accoun-

tants Examinations held during the past

six year*, nearly all the First Places and

Pri/es were secured by the School of

Accountancy students. At the Char-

tered Institute of Secretaries Examina-

tions our showing in 100 per cent.

passes in twenty of twenty â�¢ two

examinations. Achievements at the

Examinations of the Institute of

Chartered Accountants and S<x:iety of

Incorpor.ited Accountants are equally

remarkable. In all commercial exami-

nations our record is one long string

of First Places, Medals, Prizes, and

Distinctions.
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The narrative which follows was discovered

among the papers of the late Walter Watts,

master mariner, and his executors, having

failed to trace any members of the family cf

Hector Stevenson, of Aberdeenâ��to whose

relatives Captain Watts, by his will, left the

whole of his estateâ��now adopt this method of

publicity in the hope that it may catch the eye

of one of the beneficiaries.

The narrative commences with Captain

Watts's reasons for writing this confession, and

a solemn asseveration of his veracity. Con-

siderations of space compel the omission of this

prefatory matter.

IN the year 1880 I was second mate on

the brig Arafura, three hundred tons '

register, trading from the China ports

to Sydney and occasionally across the

Pacific to San Francisco. Like the modern

tramp steamer, in fact, she would go any-

where that cargo offered. Owned as she was

by her master, Captain Rivers, a bluff sea-

man of the old school, running expenses

were kept at the minimum. Captain Rivers,

Hector Stevensonâ��the first officerâ��and my-

self comprised all the white men on board.
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The crew was Lascarâ��Malays for the most

part, under a Malay serang. The cook and

cabin steward were both Chinese.

Between Hector Stevenson and myself

there was a more than common degree of

intimacy. Shipmates for more than a year,

\ve had become fast friends. We were both

young ; I, twenty-three ; he, a year older.

Tall, big-framed, blond, with singularly

fascinating blue eyes, he reminded one of

those old Vikings whose blood he may indeed

have had in his veins, for he came from a

part of Scotland for long centuries exposed

to their descents. His character was one of

utter candour and simplicity. He looked

one straight in the eyes when he spoke, and

liis word was sacred. I cannot even now

think upon him without emotion. Thirty-

five years ago we were like brothers together.

IN October of that year we loaded at

Canton with a cargo for Singapore and

Sydney. The run down the China Sea

before the north-east monsoon was un-

eventful, and at Singapore we had the good

fortune to pick up a balance of cargo for

Sydney, ovir final port. I suppose it was

about the end of Novemberâ��summer

weather in those seasâ��when we finished

loading. On the day before we sailed

Captain Rivers invited me ashore with him

while he transacted his business with the

shipper's agent. Of course, the three of us

adjourned to the club. Little did I realize

then, as we entered it, that this was to be

the turning-point of my lifeâ��that from that

moment I should be able to trace the chain

of circumstances which has made me,

although unapprehended by the law, a self-

condemned solitary, alone with my con-

science on all the many ships I have since

commanded !

The three of us sat down on the veranda

overlooking the harbour. We had been

there only a few minutes when through the

doors behind us emerged a big, powerfully-

built man who stood scanning the company

on the veranda as though in quest of some-

one. There was something curiously sinister

in that hard-set face with the clipped yellow

moustache and penetrating grey eyes which

made me look twice at him. I remember

thinking that he would be an ugly adversary

' in a fight. Then his gaze fell upon us and

he came straight across to us.

Nodding a curt " Good morning " to the

agent, he addressed the skipper.

" Captain Rivers, I believe ? " he said.

Even the pleasant smile that flashed from

the white teeth under his moustache did not

quite dispel the sinister impression he had

first made upon me.

" At your service, sir," said the skipper,

looking up in surprise at this total stranger.

Rivers, however, was a man who was in-

stantly friends with anybody. " Sit down

and have a drink."

" Much obliged, Captain," replied the

stranger, pulling up a chair to the little table

and seating himself. " My name is Han-

son."

"Pleased to meet you, Mr. Hanson," said

the skipper. " What can I do for you ? '*

He passed over the whisky bottle, and even

his eyes opened at the stiffness of the peg

poured out by our new acquaintance.

Mr. Hanson's hand, however, was quite

steady as he lifted the glass to his mouth

and, with a curt " Here's yours ! " emptied

it with an air of unconcern which spoke

volumes both for his habits and the fortitude

of his head. The drink disposed of, he came

to business.

" You are bound for Sydney, Captain, I

believe ? " he queried, in the voice of a man

who knows exactly what he wants.

" Perfectly correct, sir," replied old Rivers.

" We sail to-morrow morning."

Hanson fixed him with his penetrating

grey eyes, his mouth smiling.

" Captain, I want a couple of passages to

Macassarâ��for myself and my daughter. It

means a couple of days' delay to you, I know,

but I'll make it worth your while. What's

your figure ? "

Old Rivers reflected a moment.

" A lady ? " he said, doubtfully. " We're

not quite the packet for lady passengers,

Mr. Hanson."

" We don't expect a liner, Captain,"

replied Hanson, cheerfully. " The matter

is urgent to me. My daughter has just

finished her education here, and I was relying

on my own schooner to take us home. Un-

fortunately, I sent her on some business into

the Archipelago, and I have just heard that

she is cast away. The Dutch steamer is not

due for a couple of months, and, as luck will

have it, there happens to be no craft for sale

here which is suitable for my purposes. I

was in something of a dilemma when, provi-

dentially, I heard that you were on the point

of sailing for Sydney."

There was a bluff good-fellowship in the

man's tone which was distinctly ingratiating.

Were it riot for those eyes which failed to

participate in his smile, I must confess that

my initial prejudice would have completely

vanished. However, it was no business of

mine.

" You live in Macassar ? " asked the

skipper, evidently to gain another moment

or two for reflection rather than from any

real curiosity.

Hanson's brow clouded.

" No," he replied, curtly. " But Macassar

is good enough. Put us ashore there and I

can manage." Then, as if to mollify the
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brusqueness of this reply, he added, with a

reversion to cordiality : " Name your figure,

Captain. You'll find us easy-going passen-

gers."

Old Rivers made up his mind. As he

told me afterwards, he thought a lady

passenger would be a pleasant interlude in

the monotony of our lives. He suggested a

sum which, he also confessed, was more than

he expected to get. But Hanson agreed

without the slightest attempt to bargain.

" That's settled then, Captain," he said,

cheerily. " You sail first thing in the morn-

ing, I believe ? We'll come aboard to-night."

" Who is that fellow ? " Rivers asked our

companion, when Hanson had departed.

" Do you know him ? "

The agent laughed.

" We all know himâ��and yet none of us

does. He's something of a mystery. Once

a year he turns up here in his schoonerâ��

she has been wrecked, as he told youâ��with

a cargo of pearls, trepang, and sometimes

spices, pepper, or ginger. But where he

comes from, no one knows. He has tucked

himself away somewhere round Celebes.

That's all we can get out of him. He's a

peculiar cardâ��pretty much of a rough hand

when he likes, I imagine. He's had a

daughter at the big school here for some

years. She would be about eighteen now

â��half-caste, of course."

" Is he English ? " I asked. " There's

something about him " I stopped, un-

able to define it.

" He says he is," replied the agent. " Per-

sonally, Ã� think, he looks more like a

Scandinavian of some sort. However, he

calls himself Hanson and not Hansenâ��and

it's nobody's business but his own."

" Certainly not," agreed the skipper, as he

turned to me. " Come along, Mr. Watts.

We must go and get things shipshape."

WE had a busy afternoon.

When tea-time came the three of

us sat round our meal in the cabin

with a certain amount of Suppressed excite-

ment. For so many months we had dwelt

alone together that this imminent invasion

of our privacy, brief though we anticipated

it to be, assumed an enormous importance.

" I wonder what the daughter will be like,"

said I.

" Pooh ! one of those mean little half-

caste girls," replied Stevenson, disdainfully.

I noticed, however, that he wore his best

jacket. So, for that matter, did the skipper

and myself.

"If she's eighteen, she'll be a grown

woman," observed old Rivers. " No fighting,

mind, you lads," he added, with a malicious

twinkle in his eye. " We don't want any

more jealousies on board this ship."

Hector's handsome face flushed as he

looked up. The skipper had touched on a

sore point, for we had both been rather

sweet on an English girl at Canton.

" Speaking for myself, sir, I am not likely

to lose my head over a half-caste Malay

woman ! " he said, with some emphasis.

" Walter here is welcome to her."

Before I could equally disclaim any pro-

spective interest, there was a sound of feet

on the deck overhead, a heavy tread on the

companion-way, and a bluff voice sang

out :â��

" Come aboard, Captain ! "

We turned to see Hanson at the foot of

the companion stairs.

Hector and I both glanced, on the same

impulse, up to the open cabin-skylight over-

head. The shadow of a slim form lay across

it. That contemptuous phrase of Steven-

son's seemed to ring in our guilty ears. We

knew too well how plainly audible on deck

was a loud remark uttered below the skylight.

However, we had not long to indulge our

embarrassment. Hanson turned and called

up the companion-way :â��

" Maya ! Come down and be introduced."

We were all three on our feet as the white-

clad figure ran lightly down the stairsâ��and

we all stared in astonishment as she came

into the cabin. Hanson's daughter was a

beauty such as none of us had ever set eyes

on in our lives. Half-caste she may have

beenâ��she certainly wasâ��but her mother

was assuredly no ordinary Malay woman.

Her skin seemed dazzlingly white by con-

trast with the jet-black hair and the large

dark eyes which opened wide upon us as we

were presented to her. Her face was a

perfect oval, her nose dainty and fine at the

nostrils, her mouth firm yet full in the curves,

and of a most disturbing scarlet. In fact,

her entire presence was strangely, mys-

teriously disturbing. There was nothing of

the schoolgirl about her. As the skipper

had predicted, she was a grown womanâ��a

woman of altogether exceptional beauty and

fascination.

Old Rivers was quite abashed as he

proffered a clumsy welcome.

I glanced at Hector as she shook hands

with him. Self-consciously stiff, there was

no trace in him now of the scorn with which

he had referred to " mean little half-caste

girls."

As for myself, I mumbled some embar-

rassed banality, and flushed to the ears

when she added, with a smile in which,

however, I could detect no malice :â��

" Mr. Walter Watts ? "

The allusion was plain. I could have

sunk through the cabin floor.

Hanson stood silently by, the piercing

eyes under his heavy brow glittering with
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amusement, evidently enjoying the effect

produced by his daughter.

Hector and I both muttered an unintelli-

gible excuse and got away on deck. We felt

as awkward as a couple of raw schoolboys

in that cabin.

" By Jove ! " I said, when we were alone.

" She is a beauty, isn't she ? "

Hector did not reply. A curiously tense

expression came into his face as he turned

away and leaned over the rail, gazing across

the hill-surrounded harbour. I joined him

and neither of us spoke. There was an

indefinable something in the air which

checked conversation. Our thoughts were

certainly running parallel. Suddenly he

turned to me.

" Walter ! " he said. " I'd give anything

to be able to apologize for that caddish

remark ! "

A moment later our passengers and the

skipper came on deck. The serang made a

profound obeisance as the girl came near

him. She swept past him like a princess.

But the Malay's whistle shrilled with an

unwonted alacrity in response to Stevenson's

order for chairs upon the poop. That girl

threw her spell upon us all.

The three of them sat in a conversation to

which we were not invited, and when the

tropic night descended with its abrupt

suddenness Hector and I went below and

turned in to get a good night's sleep before

we got under way at dawn.

WHEN our passengers came on deck

again we were bowling along at a

good six knots. In eight days, with

a continuance of this weather, we should

make Macassar.

Despite the wind, the morning was

blisteringly hot. It was my watch, and, in

anticipation of the passengers' arrival on

deck, I had already rigged the awning over

the poop. The skipper gave a glance at the

course, asked what she was doing, cocked

his eye aloft, and then, in company with

Hanson, went below again. I could guess

his intention. The pair of them had been

drinking to a late hour the night before.

Miss Hanson remained on deck.

Shyness almost paralyzed me as I realized

that I was alone with her, for Hector was

also below. On the poop was only the

Malay helmsman. The serang was superin-

tending some work forrard. If she appeared

beautiful the previous evening, the girl was

a miracle of loveliness that morning. I

hardly dared to look at her. Never in my

life have I felt myself so awkwardly stupid.

Involuntarily, the blood ruslu-d up into my

face as she came across to nv â�¢â�¢ '-med a

â�¢â�¢versation. I understam"

in that a Cleopatra c.

men. My heart seemed to stop beating as

she spoke in her thrilling contralto tones.

I forget now what she said. I hardly

heard, so focused were all my faculties on

the sheer beauty of her face. The confusion

of my answers must have amused her, but

she betrayed no sign of it. With a sympathy

which she made me feel, although unex-

pressed in words, she led me to talk of my

existence, of the places I had visited, of mv

interests in life. Under the flattery of her

smile I opened out like the unsophisticated

youngster I was. In half an hour, though

my perception of her beauty was every bit as

keenâ��was, in fact, an intoxication in which

I lost my sensesâ��I felt that we were old

friends. I must have made myself ridiculous

with the confidences of my ideals, my am-

bitions, my illusions, which I poured out

without reticence.

She also became dreamily confidential as

we leaned over the rail together and watched

the blue seas tumbling past our quarter in a

smother of foam upon their tops.

" It is a wonderful life ! " she said/slowly,

in a sentimental ecstasy, her marvellous

eyes turning upon me. " Don't you feel,

Mr. Watts, that you could go on sailing for

ever between these magic islands, so full of

mystery, so full of romance ? What un-

dreamed-of adventures could come to one

in these fairy seasâ��so unexplored, so packed

with possibilities ! Don't you ever feel that

you want to discover an island of your own

â��and be a king in it ? "

It was on the tip of my tongue to answer :

" With you for queen ! " but I dared not

give utterance to the audacity. My sigh,

doubtless, was eloquent enough.

A moment later my day-dreams were

rudely broken.

" What course are we on, Mr. Watts ? "

It was Hector. The cold abruptness of his

tone, recalling me to a relation of discipline

long ignored between us, gave me an un-

pleasant shock. In a moment I realized

that the watch was relieved and that, so

absorbed had I been in conversation with my

enchantress, I had not even heard eight

bells. I replied in a tone as frigid as his own.

Then, deeply mortified, I withdrew below,

full of resentment against my friend, techni-

cally justified though I knew his implied

reproof to be.

Dinner was a meal in common in the saloon.

Hector going to table first, and then relieving

me on deck. There was a distinct coldness

between us as he took over from me, and the

voire in which he immediately gave the

onlcr for stunsails to be set was unmistakably

meant to be a reflection on my seamanship.

I VBBt down to dinner, inwardly raging.

â�¢A''. Ð�Ð° welccmiM^smil-- f Miss Hanson

failed Brrstore mÃ�k emuÃiimity, until I

t*
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' Captain Rivers, I believe ? ' said the stranger. ' At your service, sir,' said the skipper.

' Sit down and have a drink.' "



286

A Siren of the Tropics

forgot everything else in the charm of her

conversation. She contrived somehow, with-

out actually mentioning Hector, to suggest

that I had the preference in her regard.

My anger died down in me. I found myself

disdainfully pitying my friend's futile jealousy

â��for jealousy it obviously was.

During the first dog-watch I saw nothing

of either Hector or Miss Hanson, and when

I came down to tea at six o'clock she had

already disappeared from the table. For

the next two hours I was busy in my room

writing up the skipper's accounts. When,

as eight bells were being struck, I passed

through the cabin to go on deck, the skipper

and his new friend were still sitting at

the table with a bottle of whisky between

them.

As I emerged from the hatch I glanced

round for Hector. He was standing, the

girl at his side, leaning over the rail in a

murmured conversation, just as I had stood

in the morning. A diabolical impulse moved

â�¢me to come up silently behind them. Maya

was speaking in her rich deep voice.

" Don't you ever feel, Mr. Stevenson, that

you want to discover an island of your

ownâ��and be a king in it ? " she said, in a

dreamily romantic tone that was only too

familiar to me.

For a moment everything swam in my

head. A passion of furious, bitter hatred

surged up in me and my fists clenched in an

almost irresistible impulse to annihilate the

friend who had supplanted meâ��for there

was no mistaking the sentiment in her voice,

the genuine glow in those glorious eyes she

turned upon his handsome face. The fact

that she had used the self-same phrase to

me only made the sting more savageâ��I had

no mind then for the irony of it. I broke in

upon them, controlling my anger to an icy

frigidity of manner.

" My watch, Mr. Stevenson," I said, with

a sarcasm he well understood. " Are we

still on the same course ? "

Our eyes met as he looked at me and our

old friendship was dead in them.

" Still the same course, Mr. Watts," he

replied. " Carry on ! "

He moved a little way along the deck with

the girl, so as to be out of earshot, and they

resumed their confidential attitude at the

rail with a contempt for my presence which

goaded me into madness. I bent all my

faculties to overhear what they were saying.

What I could catch of it was mortifying

enough to my pride. They were discussing

books, the very titles of which were unknown

to me, but which were evidently familiar to

both of them. I ground my teeth together

as I realized the advantages my rival had

over me. I made no concealment of it to

myselfâ��I was madly in love, more madly.

more passionately in love than I have ex-er

been in my life.

1WILL not try to describe the hell of the

days that followed. There is no place on

earth where human passions are concen-

trated to such a morbid intensity as in the

confinement of a ship. In the enforced pro-

pinquity of such a woman as Maya Hanson

it is volcanic deeps that burst into eruption.

I could not dare to trust myself to speak to

her, viewing her, as I did, day after day. in

an intimate companionship with my rival

which ignored me. There was no mistaking

the look in the eyes that rested so often on

his handsome face. He, it was obvious,

was no less infatuated. Except on duty, we

now no longer spoke.

I found myself hating Hector as I never

thought that I could hate. Ordinarily, the

skipper would have sharply rebuked us both

for our evident hostility. It was a principle

with him not to have bad blood on board

his ship. But now, drinking as he was from

morning to night in the inseparable com-

panionship of Hanson, he was too fuddled

to notice it. After the third day out he

scarcely even came upon the deck, and, of

course, Hector and I were never at meals

together.

On the evening of the sixth of these

miserable days, being alone upon the poop,

I was suddenly prompted to go forward to

examine the set of the jib. A full moon

made a broad silver pathway across the sea

and illumined the deck with almost the

brilliancy of daylight. As I approached the

foremast I saw Namba, the serang, upon the

other side of it in talk with someone invisible

to me. A moment later, with a shock of

surprise, I heard Maya's rich voice in earnest

speech. She was talking Malay. The little

I knew of the language was insufficient for

any comprehension of her words, but the

tone in which she spoke was eloquent both

of urgency and confidence. I stopped short,

startled, scarcely crediting my ears. To

what could that girl be persuading our

serangâ��for persuading him she certainly

was if there was any meaning in intonation ?

Whatever it was, she succeeded. I saw the

Malay draw the gleaming blade of his kris

from his sash and, with a low obeisance,

solemnly kiss it.

I stepped forward and there, sure enough,

was Maya. Her position at the forward side

of the mast suggested that she had taken it

up deliberately to avoid being seen from the

poop. She glanced at me and, with a startled

cry, vanished along the deck. The Malay's

kris had disappeared as by magic. He

smiled ingratiatingly at me and acknow-

ledged my order to attend to the jib-sheets

with a " Yes, Tuant," which was oddly
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meanour during the past few days.

So strongly impressed was I by this strange

incident, that when at midnight Stevenson

came on deck to relieve me I resolved to

break the silence which reigned between us.

" Hector," I said, with the awkwardness

of a pride reluctant to make the first over-

ture, " whether we are friends or no, there

is something I ought to tell you." And I

related the occurrence.

He listened with a frowning brow.

" Rubbish ! " he replied, brusquely.

" Whether we are friends or not, Walter,

' depends on you. I have no wish to quarrel.

But this cock-and-bull story is merely an-

other example of your ridiculous jealousy.

The girl is going back to live among natives

and she was merely practising the language

with the serang. To suggest anything else

is a gratuitous insult ! "

" I suggest nothing," I answered hotly.

" I merely draw your attention, as the

senior officer, to a mysterious incident which

may affect the safety of this ship."

" You must be mad ! " he said, with a

contempt that was like a blow in the face.

" If you knew Maya as well as I do such an

absurdity could not enter your head ! She

isâ��but it is a waste of words to tell you

what she is ! "

" I have no desire to hear your opinion of

our passengers," I retorted. " I can form

one for myself. I speak to you merely on

the business of the ship."

" I shall be glad if you will confine yourself

to it, Mr. Watts," he said in a tone which

ended the discussion.

It was a troubled four hours, haunted by

uneasy dreams in the intervals of fitful sleep,

which I passed in my bunk. "Thank God,"

I said to myself, as I turned wearily over

from side to side, "in forty-eight hours

we shall have landed our passengers at

Macassar !" I made up my mind to leave the

ship at Sydney. The prospect of another

voyage shut up in hostility with Hector was

utterly intolerable.

' I 'HE next morning little occurred to justify

Â£ my apprehensions of the night before. I

had the watch from four to eight, but I

was on deck after breakfast. My cabin was

an unbearable oven in the blazing sun which

poured down upon us. On deck there was

at least a breeze. But, apparently indifferent

to the heat, the skipper sat drinking in the

cabin with the passenger. The stun was

accumulating in him. He was now beyond

the fuddled stage. I heard him roaring out

profane old sea-chanties with a complete dis-

regard for the lady on deck.

Wondering how Hanson was taking this

affront to his daughter's ears, I glanced down

through the skylight. He sat at the table

callously unperturbed, his eyes fixed on the

foolish old skipper. As I watched him I saw

him half fill the old man's glass with neat

whisky. His own remained by his side

untouched. For a moment all my suspicions

leaped up in me. Was he deliberately

making the skipper drunk ? I dismissed the

thought. The idea was absurd. In twenty-

four hours we should be landing him at

Macassar. They were not gambling. I

could imagine no advantage to be derived

from such deliberate malice. He was prob-

ably merely safeguarding his own head

while being sociable with the skipper. So I

satisfied myself and turned to look along the

deck in alarm for Maya's delicacy. The old

man was really going too far in his choice of

choruses.

She was in the waist of the ship, side by

side with Hector, as usual. As I looked,

Xamba, the serang, passed them, and I thought

â��I could not be sureâ��that a quick glance

of intelligence lit up the eyes of both. But

there was nothing in the slightest degree

suspicious in the demeanour of the crew.

Namba himself was all activity and respect-

fulness.

When I went down to dinner, I found the

skipper sottishly querulous as he sat with

his untouched food before him and a glass

of spirits at his side. We were alone.

Hanson had joined his daughter upon the

deck. Hector had of course relieved me.

The old man looked at me with bleared

eyes.

" W-where are we, M-Mr. Watts ? " he

asked, thickly. " Getting n-near port ? "

" We passed the Lauriot Islands at seven

this morning, sir," I answered. " We were

4.40 south, 116.30 east by noon observation.

Course east-south-east-a-half-east. Wind a

point south of west."

The old man nodded his head sagely.

However fuddled he was, his seaman's in-

stinct was not obscured. He could smell

his way across the ocean in a fog.

The words were scarcely out of my mouth

when we were both startled by a sharp cry

and the scuffle of a commotion on deck.

Simultaneously we felt the ship swing round

and heard the patter of feet as men ran to

brace the yards to the new course. On that

empty sea there was not the slightest reason

for such a change. The old man sprang to

his feet.

" What in thunder ? " he roared,

following his unfinished query by a string of

expletives as he scrambled up the com-

panion-way to the deck. I ascended close at

his heels.

We dashed out on to the poop to see

Hanson standing by the side of the helms-

man. The serang was down in the waist.
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shouting orders to the men at the main

braces. Stevenson was not at the moment

visible. The girl stood near her father.

There was a pang at my heart as I perceived

her. Never had I seen her look so superbly

beautiful as she was then.

The skipper threw one quick look aloft

and sprang to the binnacle.

" Who's changed the course ? " he de-

manded, angrily, after a glance at the com-

pass-card. He looked furiously round the

deck for the mate. " Mr. Stevenson ! "

Hanson interrupted him. There was a

grim smile on his hard face.

" I changed the course, Captain," he said.

" This ship is now under my orders ! "

" What ! " cried the old man, aghast at

this audacity. " You damned pirate, you ! "

With the blindly-violent instinct of a half-

drunken man, he whipped out a revolver and

pulled the trigger. Hanson had no time for

a movement. With the crack of it he went

over, backwards.

There was a wild shrill cry, and, like a tiger

upon an elephant, the girl sprang upon the

skipper, a flash of steel in her hand. The

old man collapsed with a kns up to the hilt

in his breast.

1 STOOD for a moment frozen with horror.

Before I could intervene, the girl disen-

gaged herself and, glancing towards me,

uttered a sharp ejaculation in Malay. I swung

round to see the serang's kris poised for a

thrust between my shoulder-blades. In obedi-

ence, evidently, to her imperative command,

he dropped his weapon. A moment later I

found myself in the grasp of three of the

crew with my hands firmly trussed behind

my back. They fastened me deftly to a

stanchion so that I could not move. What-

ever happened, I was henceforth a helpless

spectator.

Then, for the first time, I perceived Hector.

He was lying, gagged and bound, at the

other side of the hatch. At a word from

Maya, he was assisted, still bound, to his

feet. The gag was taken from his mouth,

but he remained silent. I hope never again

to see such an expression on a man's face as

that with which he regarded the girl who

stood before him.

Horror-stricken as I was, I could not herp

a thrill of admiration. If ever she looked a

queen, it was then. She was complete

mistress of the situation. The whole oc-

currenceâ��apart from the death of Hanson

â��had undoubtedly been planned. The crew,

headed by the serang, looked up to her now,

in default of her father, as the unquestioned

source of authority. She uttered a sharp

command in Malay, and two of them flung

the skipper overboard with as much in-

difference as if he were old clothes. Her

father's body was removed to the cabin.

Then, obedient to her order, the Malays

quitted the poop, leaving only the helmsman

placidly steering the new course and Maya

standing between her captives.

She ignored me as though I did not exist.

Her eyes were fixed on Hector. He stood

with his hands fastened behind his back, his

handsome face stern, meeting her gaze with

a look before which even a hardened man

might have quailed. But she smiled, smiled

with an almost childish triumph.

" Hector ! " she said. " Forgive me !

Forgive me for not being quite sure of youâ��

it was better that you should be bound. ' You

have ideas I cannot always understand.

But now, my beloved ! "â��she stretched out

her arms to himâ��" now you can be king in

your island ! King, with me for queen !

What is done is clone ! Think no more of it.

Take command of your ship, my kingâ��and

let us sail for the kingdom that awaits us ! "

Despite the tenderness, the passion in her

tone, she was evidently not sure of him.

With the inherent wary craftiness of the

savage, she took no risks. Hector was as

helpless as I in his bonds.

" Answer, Ð� my king ! " she implored him.

" Answer, that I may cut your bonds ! "

Beautiful as she was, Hector, I thought,

in that supreme moment, was a match for

her. He stood proudly erect, his handsome

blond head thrown back, his blue eyes, that

could be so fascinating, cold now in an in-

expressible disdain.

I will certainly navigate the ship," he

repliedâ��" to Macassar ! "

" To Macassar ? " she repeated, uncom-

prehendingly.

" To hand you over to the British Consul."

Tone and words were explicit.

She laughed.

" Don't play with me, Hector ! I mean

what I say." Her voice went thrillingly

soft as she came close up to him, laid her

hands upon his shoulders, looked into his

eyes with a melting passion to which the

sternest might have succumbed. " Our

islandâ��the island of our dreams, of our talks

togetherâ��is there waiting for us. It was my

father's islandâ��and now it is yours, my

beloved, my man, my king ! Your island

and mine for our kingdom of love together !

It is thereâ��I can show it you on the chart ! "

She turned to the serang, and uttered a

sharp command in Malay. He dived down

into the cabin with the alacrity of a slave.

It is there, waiting for us, my beloved, our

magic island lost among its spices in a sea

where no man can come to us !" Hector

might have been marble under her caress.

The muscles of his face scarcely quivered.

" Remember all the plans we made, the plans

that you thought never could come true.
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They have come true ! I, Maya, your slave,

your woman, did it all for you ! There is

nothing, nothing, nothing, I would not do

for you ! " she finished vehemently, " for

you are my chosen kingâ��chosen from the

first moment I saw you !

The serang emerged from the hatch with

a chart in his hand. She opened it, spread

it before Hector's eyes, pointed to some spot

on it I could not discern from my position.

" There! There it is, my beloved !â��there,

waiting for us ! But you must sail the ship.

It is far, far off, that island ! "

" The only port to which I will sail

this ship," replied Hector, doggedly, " is

Macassar ! "

There was no mistaking the determination

in his voice. She stepped back from him,

her eyes flashing, her nostrils quivering with

anger. I saw one hand feel for a small kns

in the folds of her dress.

" You refuse ? " she asked, incredulously.

" Youâ��you dare to scorn me ? "

His look at her was an insult.

" I scorn you," he answered, " utterly!

I have no part with pirates and murderers ! "

On an impulse of fury she raised the /iris.

He did not flinch. Then she turned from

him with a mocking laugh, pointed to me.

" You think without you no one can

navigate the ship ? You forget your friend

there ! " An electric shock ran through me

as I realized the part I was going to be made

to play in this drama. " You forget Walter

â��Walter, who loves me as I thought you

loved meâ��who would give his soul for what

I have offered you ! "

He shrugged his shoulders.

" Choose, my friend ! " she said, angrily.

" Choose ! One of you is going to navigate

this shipâ��and the other one is going to

die ! " She came close to him again,

felinely seductive. " Hector, my beloved,

my man, my king ! It is waiting for you,

your island of love, waiting for you in a

reality where all this will seem only a bad

dream, scarcely remembered. Oh, let me

choose for you ! Let me cut your bonds ! "

. " You can cut them if you like," he an-

swered. ". If you do, I shall put the ship

back on her course."

Again anger flamed up in her.

" You play with me ! I give you one

minute ! One of you," she made a gesture

towards me, " is going to navigate this ship

â��the other one is going to die ! "

A grim smile came on his face. He glanced

across to me.

" I am going to be the one to die," he

said, with a cold contempt in which I was

included.

For a moment, I thought she was going to

plunge the kris into his heart. She stood,

magnificently barbaric, a prey to contending

passions. Then she left himâ��came across

to me.

" You !â��you, Walter ! " Once more her

voice, her eyes, her smile, were a seduction

that thrilled me to the marrow. She put

her lips so close to me that I could almost

kiss them. " You will help me ! Oh, you

understand ! I had to put you both to the

testâ��that fool there !â��and youâ��you with

whom I first talked of that islandâ��you whom

I loved, too, so that I did not know which to

choose. I know now ! Walter ! " She put

her hand on my shoulder, and the touch of

it convulsed me. I could scarcely breathe.

" I oner it to youâ��our islandâ��for you to be

king over it and me ! " Resentment' for

Hector's contempt of me mingled with the

wild craving, overpowering my thinking self,

which surged up in me at this propinquity

of the woman so inaccessibly remote in all

my feverish dreams. This seemed like a

dream, itself.

Hector's voice, coldly sarcastic, interrupted

her.

" May I remind you, Walter, that we once

were friends ? "

I did not answer him. Maya's face,

Maya's eyes, came between me and him, hid

him from my vision. In the atrocious

temptation that enveloped me I was speech-

less.

She held up the chart.

It is thereâ��that island where a man, a

real man, may be king ! There, where no

one will ever come ! Who shall ask of that

man how he arrived there ?â��Walter ! "

The accent of her voice vibrated through

me as she pronounced my name. " Walter ! "

It was an invocation to my deepest, most

primitive being. " Can you not be happy

thereâ��with me?" Her breath was warm

and fragrant on my face as she moved

herself sinuously up to me. " Is there a

choice ? " The savage looked for a moment

out of her eyes. " Deathâ��or meâ��and

slaves to do the bidding of my king ? "

Her change of tone was dramatic in its drop

to tenderness. Her eyes held me mes-

merized. I tried to think, but no thoughts

came. I gasped in a suffocating atmosphere

where my physical nerves quivered in a

yearning fever beyond my conscious control.

There seemed to be a blind force in me,

independent of my "ill. The scene lost

realityâ��that ship rolling in a beam swell

under the blazing tropic sun, the group of

Malays standing in the waist with every eye

focused up<>n me, andâ��intoxicatingly close

â��that beautiful witch of a woman with the

glowing eyes in the white face that em-

phasized the scarlet of her lips. " You will,

Walter ! " she murmured. Her whole being

seemed to come out to me, submerging

mine. " You will ! You will sau your ship
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to your kingdomâ��to your kingdom and your

queen ! ' '

It seemed another voice than my own

which answered :â��

" God forgive me ! 1 will ! "

With an exultant cry, her kris slashed free

the bonds which held me. I stood on the

deck unfettered. On the first impulse, I

tried to snatch her into my arms. She

evaded me.

" Not yet ! " she cried. " Not yet ! " I

fell back before the menace of the kris.

" Wait ! " She drew herself up proudly.

" I am no slave-girl to be taken by force !

First, you shall earn your kingdom ! "

Hector's mocking voice broke in upon us.

" She is fooling you, Walterâ��as she tried

to fool me, she-devil that she is ! "

She swung round upon him, her eyes

flashing in all the fury of a woman scorned.

" Fool you ? " she cried. " No ! I spoke

the truthâ��one of you sails this shipâ��the

other dies ! "

His blue eyes never wavered in their cool

contempt.

" It. would be a wise precaution ! " he said.

" For as sure as I live I shall denounce you

as a murderess ! " (*)

I walked ac oss to him, moved by an

impulse that I swear to Heaven was merciful.

I wanted no more tragedies. But the die

was cast and I had to abide by it.

" Hector," I said, looking him in the eyes,

" believe me, I will be a party to no murders.

Keep your tongue quiet. I'll get you put

ashore somewhere." %

" If you do," he replied, " I warn you I

will report you as accessory to this act of

piracy ! I want no favours from a white

man who can degrade himself to associate

with a criminal half-caste Malay ! " The

man was deliberately tempting death. I see

it Ð�Ð�Ð�Ð£ as I did not see it then. In the over-

whelming bitterness of his revulsionâ��in such

a nature as his, love must have soared to the

highest of idealsâ��life was impossible to him.

He taunted us like an Indian prisoner at the

stake. " I ask for no merryâ��for, by Heaven,

I will show you noneâ��neither you nor that

nameless spawn of a villain and a slave-girl

who play-acts by your side ! "

I heard a savage snarl behind my shoulder,

felt the touch of Maya's body close against

mine, felt something pressed against the

palm of my hand.

" Don't be a iool, Hector ! " I said, angrily.

" You are asking for trouble ! "

" A fool ! " he mocked. " You are the

fool. You think she loves you ? / know ! "

I felt again that pressure on my palm ; my

fingers closed instinctively over the hilt

thrust into them. "I know! She-devil,

murderess as she isâ��there is only one man

that woman lovesâ��only one man she ever

will loveâ��and that man is Hector Steven-

son ! " His eyes were an intolerable defiance.

" You lie ! " My voice was a scream of

uncontrollable fury. As if moved by itself,

my hand plunged the kris into his breast.

I staggered from him as he fell like a sack,

his hands still bound behind him. The kris

dropped from my fingers. Horror-stricken

at my own act, I turned to look at Maya.

She stared wild-eyed as though suddenly

insane. Then she flung herself upon the body.

" Hector ! " she cried, in a voice that

curdled the blood. "Hector! Mine ! My

man ! My king !â��You are right, Hector !

I was mad. There is only one man I love !

Only one man I ever can love ! " Her hand

groped along the deck for the kris. I was

powerless, in the shock of it, to intervene.

" Hector ! My own ! I come to you !â��I

come to you ! I come to you in that other

kingdom where we shall be king and queen

together ! "

With a convulsive movement she thrust

the kris with both hands into her heartâ��

rolled over upon Hector's body.

I WILL not dwell upon the agonies of mind

which overwhelmed me in this frightful

tragedy. Prompt measures had to be taken

to save the lives of all of us, for allâ��with the

possible exception of the Chinamenâ��were

equally involved, if not in murder, at least

in the crime of piracy. I put the ship about

and beached her on an unfrequented part of

the Celebes coast. We then dispersed. I

made my way overland, through many

privations,, to Macassar with a glib story of

shipwreck. Xone ever queried my sworn

deposition before the Consulâ��none, except

that figure of Hector Stevenson, the only

friend I ever had, who stands above my bunk

at night.
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THE man was deliberately tempting death.

I see it now as I did not see it then.

In the overwhelming bitterness of his

revulsion, life was impossible to him. He

braved her like an Indian at the stake,

sure as I live I shall denounce vou

"As

â�¢I"

In a blaze of passion, she lifted the Ans.

I gasped in the imminence of the blow. Yet
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she stayed her hand in mid-air. Their eyes

looked into each other's.

" Kill me ! " he taunted. " I challenge

you !" A bitter smile came into his face.

" You cannot ! You cannot ! And you

know why ! She-devil, murderess as you

areâ��there is only one man you loveâ��only

one man you ever can loveâ��and that man is

I ! " His laugh was an intolerable insult.

" I am the one man in the world you cannot

kill!"

She uttered a hoarse, inarticulate cry of

fury, and I saw the gleaming blade of the

kris descend upon him. Horror paralyzed

me. I half-closed my eyes in the awful

bravado of his laugh, listened for the thud of

his body on the deck. The sound was

absent. I looked againâ��to see her slashing

free the last strand of rope that bound him.

She pointed to the grating on which the

helmsman stood. " Take it ! " she said, in

a strangled voice. " Take it !â��Overboard ! "

He stood free, unbound, glanced for a

moment at the fierce faces of the serang, of

the Malay crew, as though estimating his

hopeless chance of recovering the ship, and

then pushed the helmsman roughly off the

grating. For yet another instant he delayed,

the grating half-lifted from the deck, confront-

ing the now completely savage woman who

stood menacing him with weapon still poised.

" I told you ! " he said, mockingly. " You

could not do it ! You could not kill the

only man you really love ! "

The kris trembled in her hand.

" Overboard I " she said, thickly. " Over-

board !â��I give you that chance. Go ! "

He turned to me, the same bitter smile

upon his face.

" I leave you to your crime, Walterâ��and

much good may it do you ! But I tell you

thisâ��that woman is not for you. I know

herâ��better than she knows herself ! "

She stamped lier foot upon the deck.

"Overboard!" she cried. "Go! Or "

and once more the kris rose in menace.

With one last mocking laugh, he threw the

grating over the taffrail, following it himself.

I heard the double splash. The brig held

on her course. The crew would not have

obeyed my order to go about even could I

have uttered it.

She turned to me with a face that was

suddenly hard, white, and inscrutableâ��

flung the chart at my feet.

4 There is the island I " she said. " Marked

in red. Sail to it ! "

She went below to the cabin, whither I

dared not follow her.

I PICKED up the chart, saw an island

marked with red ink in the clusters to

the north of ^ " die i

I went to the he Ñ�

I will not dwell on the days that followed.

Maya remained locked in her cabin, only the

Chinese steward going to her with food. As

the sole officer, I was at all hours upon the

deck. For five days I saw nothing of her.

In the forenoon of the sixthâ��with a palm-

crested island directly ahead of usâ��I went

below and knocked at her door.

" Maya ! " I cried. " Maya ! We have

arrived ! The island ! "

There was no answer, and I returned on

deck.

A few minutes later she appeared from the

hatchway, beautiful as ever, her barbaric

regality, if anything, more marked. She

came slowly towards me, an expression in

her eyes that I could not fathom.

" Look, Maya ! " I cried, pointing to the

land. " Look ! Our island ! Our island

at last ! "

In the fascination of the prospect, the

imminent reality of those feverish dreams

which had haunted my every moment, I

thought not of the crimes which had brought

me thither. I saw only the island, at which

the crew, gathered on the deck, starÃ§d with

as much interest as I. Canoes were putting

out to us.

A sharp command from Maya broke into

my sanguine thoughts. On the instant, the

serang and half-a-dozen Malays leaped to

the poop. Before 1 could make a movement,

I was flung to the deck and firmly bound.

Maya stood over me, a diabolically ma-

licious smile on her face.

" Many thanks, , Mr. Watts, for your

skilful navigation. It is indeed the island â��

my island ! But never shall you set foot on

it. The only white man who might have

been king with me isâ��" she pointed to the

open seaâ��"there! He was your friend.

Go and join him ! You shall have the same

Chance ! "

She went to the rail and shouted to one of

the canoes.

Half-dazed by this cruel shock and the

rough handling of the Malays, my trans-

ference to the canoe was like a dream. It

was hours later when I recovered from my

despair, and, realizing that I was unbound,

if alone, upon that sea where the island had

sunk below the horizon, I set the sail of

matting for a course southward.

The next day I was picked up by a schooner

to whose master I told a glib tale of piracy

and escape.

Ð�ÐµÑ�Ð§Ð¾Ð³ Stevenson I never heard of again.

As Maya said, we had the same chance, and

I always believed that he had survived.

But for thirty-five years I have sought the

only friend I ever had on all the oceans of the

globe, and sought in vain. This narrative

will explain the bequest with which, as some

-irtial reparation, my executors are charged.
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THAT evening Pans seemed to Felice

Aumont to be a huge crouching

miser clutching to itself all its gold

of opportunity and success. The

masses of low buildings dripping with wet,

the bleak streets, the ridged iron of shutters

closed over shop-fronts, were coldly heedless

oi her, and the occasioaal glowing windows

of a restaurant or the splash of glitter and

movement at a theatre entrance were like a

jeer. â�¢

She was shut out of it all ; she was a

failure. For days she had been living with

that last fragment of courage that is only a

dogged obstinacy, and now, suddenly, even

that was gone. It had vanished with the

breaking of her last five-franc note, and the

poor dinner for which she had broken it had

not rekindled her energy. Her thoughts

shrank from the old round that they still

followed, having nowhere else to go. If only

she had a few more francs, enough to let her

keep trying a little longer ! Her father

would not give it to her ; she could not take

it from any of the men she knew ; she had

nothing more to pawn

A beggar with a whining baby in her

arms peered at Felice and looked away.

As she turned from the Boulevard de Clichy

into the Rue de Puteaux where she lodged

she saw creeping toward her another of

the wretched creatures of the Paris streets,

a bent old man whose eyes searched the

gutters. She recognized him as a cigarette-

picker, one of those who, like white worms,

crawl about the streets in a ceaseless hunt

for cigarette-stubs that, sold to the cigarette

factories, keep a kind of life in their wrecked

bodies. Felice's eyes shuddered away from

him. Not until she was passing him did she

see that he did not carry the long iron-

pointed pick or dingy sack of the trade ; he

appeared, indeed, a decent though shabby

old man searching for something he had lost.

Her relief was like a shock ; she hastened

past him and into the dimly-lighted entrance

of her lodgings.

The gas was not yet lighted on the dark

stairways that led up from the courtyard.

Felice fumbled in her bag for the precious,

expensive box of matches, and lighted one

with fingers so unsteady that they dropped it.

It fell flaming; she stooped quickly to

catch it, and saw on the damp gravel a

hundred-franc note. The match went out.

In the dark her fingers groped over the

pebbles and closed on the sleek bit of paper.

For a moment the darkness pressed on
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her eyeballs like something hard ; she could

feel and hear her heart beating. The

hundred-franc note crackled in her shaking

hands ; hope, courage, ambition flamed

again. Then incredulity, the cynicism born

of so many disappointments. It could not

be true ! But the money, spread out beneath

the gas-light of the entrance, was real.

There was something both exultant and

furtive in her clutch upon it, and it was her

recognition of the furtiveness that reminded

her of the old man she had seenâ��searching

for something he had lost.

" It can't be his ! " she said to herself.

" Why should I think so ? I've found it ;

it's mine ! It means daysâ��-weeksâ��more in

Paris. It means another chanceâ��all my

future, perhaps. He is old ; it can't mean

so much to him. If he lost it he doesn't

deserve it. Findings are keepings." The

thoughts were like a voice within her. It

became a shriek -of protest as, pushed

by something stronger than herself, she

went toward the street. " You're throwing

away everythingâ��everything ! " it cried.

" Another ten daysâ��another week, evenâ��

may give you all you've been working for.

You're mad. Fate gives you this chance.

Take it ! " She reached the threshold.

" At least," the voice continued, " don't give

it to him now. Get his name and address ;

send it to him later. Later, when you are

famous and rich. You can send him twice,â��

five times as much."

" Perhaps," she answered, to quiet that

voiceâ��" perhaps he won't be there. If he's

gone, I have no way of finding him."

BUT he was there. He had turned and

was coming toward her, bent above the

side-walk, shielding a match with one

hand and turning lus head from side to side.

A few idlers followed him, and before him

ran a couple of ragged children, stealthily

searching doorways and gutters.

" You have lost something, monsieur ? "

He straightened, with a little stiffness in

his back. Beneath bushy grey brows his

eyes gazed at her, brown and gay and

pathetic as a monkey's ; his beard and

moustache were neatly trimmed, and there

was dignity in his tidy, old-fashioned stock

and well-brushed suit. " Yes, mademoiselle.

A note of a hundred francs," he said, hope-

lessly.

Felice drew a long breath. " Perhaps

it is this one," she said, and held out the

money.

He took in her worn straw hat. her thin

cheeks, her plain suit shiny with man v

pressings. His eyes became fatherly : a

half smile slightly moved his grey moustache.

" But how do you know, without inquiry,

that it is mine ? One must not be too

trusting in Paris." He indicated with the

slightest of glances the faces pressing close

around them. '" If you would permit me to

offer you a glass of coffee at that small cafÃ©

across the street ? "

She was trembling, and the thought of

hot coffee became urgent as she followed him

into the tinv " Rendezvous des Cochers."

One of the five tables was vacant ; she sank

gratefully into the cane chair he held for her,

and in a moment the waiter slammed on the

stone-topped table two brimming glasses

filled with a milky brown liquid.

" It is excellent for the health on nights

such as this," said the old man, cheerfully,

stirring the sugar from the bottom of his '

glass with the large tin spoon. " Drink,

mademoiselle. And now, attention while I

explain to you. My name is FranÃ§ois Doret ;

I live at number nine, Rue de Puteaux "

" But, monsieur ! " she cried. " I also "

" Attention ! " he repeated, snubbing her

into silence, and with meticulous detail he

recounted all his movements preceding his

discovery of the loss of the money. Beyond

doubt it was his. The fact having been

established, he took it and, folding it neatly,

placed it in his wallet. Only the uncon-

trollable shaking of his hands betrayed his

relief.

" And now, mademoiselle, if you will

permit an old man to inquire ? You have

been some time in Paris ? "

" Yes," she answered, smiling. " But

Iâ��but I do not know it very well." The

smile trembled and vanished, leaving her

half-averted face wistfully outlined against

the smoke-darkened wall. The smooth,

dark, parted hair, done in two tight coils

over her ears, revealed the lines of a beauti-

fully-shaped head ; the drooping eyelids

were like two waxy flower-petals, and the

crude gaslight on Â¿\\e ceiling accented the

shadows beneath high cheek-bones and

around the delicate nostrils. Not a prettv

face, but an arresting one ; a lace 6f intelli-

gence and sensitiveness. The old man gazed

at it, maintaining a silence more insistent

than a question. " Iâ��have been at the

Conservatoire," she added, beginning ner-

vously to button her gloves.

" You no longer find it interestingâ��this

art of the stage ? "

" Oh, yes. monsieur, I love it ! " she cried,

her dark blue eyes suddenly flaming at him.

" To capture, in an instant, bv a gesture, by

a tone of the voice, the poignant meaning of

an emotion !â��to expressâ��almost to express

â��the very heart of life itself, more keenly

than words, more clearly than musicâ��1â��

but I can't tell you," she faltered, again

self-conscious. " Only, monsieur, it is the

greatest art in the world, the art of the

stage." Her eyes filled with tears.
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' Mademoiselle, you shall have your chance in Paris. I am nol rich or powerful, bul

you shall have your chance."

Vol. UL- 20.
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" You are right, mademoiselle. The great-

est art in the world, and the most cruel

mistress. I myself am one of its slavesâ��and

victims."

" You, monsieur ? " He had accomplished

his purpose ; she forgot her own troubles in

her interest in him. With the pleasure of an

old man in a young listener, he told his story.

For thirty-five years in a small provincial

town he had longed for the life of the theatre.

He sketched for her those years : the daily

cares of a small business ; the brick house

with its enclosed garden where pears ripened

on the wall ; the stuffy, stale, and respect-

able Sundays on which he entertained at

dinner the same people he had always enter-

tained, and the small room in which, late at

night, he sat alone poring over Racine and

Moliere. He had subscribed to Comedia in

order to read in it the news of Paris theatres ;

he had done this secretly, guiltily hiding the

extravagance from his thrifty wife. He had

never hoped to realize his dream. But in

one week of epidemic his wife and his two

dear children had died, and that tragedy

which left him alone had also set him free.

At forty years of age, against the protests of

his scandalized friends, he had sold all he

owned and come to Paris. He was too old

to begin acting, but he had gathered franc

by franc a sum large enough to keep him in

modest luxury until he died. It would buy

for him a place in the world of the stage. He

had invested it all in a small theatre and lost

the last centime. " You see, I was not wise ;

I thought that the people of the stage were

artists and lovers of art. I did not, in those

days, know the Theatrical Trust. And

now "â��he shrugged his shoulders and a gal-

lant smile lifted the corners of his moustache,

" for eight years I have been the prompter

in the Theatre OrlÃ©ans. For a hundred francs

a month I sit every night hidden in my hood

beyond the footlights, and watch poor actors

murder these modern plays. But I am truly

of the theatre," he added, proudly. " That

to me is satisfaction enough."

Two more taxi-drivers crowded into the

dingy place, filled with reek of cheap liquors,

imitation coffee, damp garments, and muddy

floor. The old man, shifting his chair to let

them crowd past him, came back to the

present with a start. " But you, mademoi-

selle, you are young, with your future before

you. You will go on and forget this meeting.

As for me, I shall never forget. I beg you

to remember that Francois Doret is your

friend. It may some day beâ��who knows ?

â��again the story of the lion and the mouse."

This assumption of her success was too

cruel. She struggled for self-control, for

the dignity that would let him go with that

assumption, but the moment of sympathy

after months of loneliness broke down her

reserve. " Alas, monsieur, I am the mouse ! "

she said, with an attempted lightness that

failed.

" You have not yet found a part, per-,

baps ? "

" Oh, yes," she answered, quickly. " I

have an offer of a small part in ' The Husband

Never Knows,' touring the provinces. Iâ��

had hoped to stay on in Paris," she added.

" But you must stay on in Paris ! Made-

moiselle, listen to one who knows. The art

of the stage is the art of youth. Your every

moment is golden. For a writer, for a

painter, age does not matter. But for the

actor ! The clear mind, the fine sym-

pathy, the ripe understandingâ��all that is

nothing when the body grows old. You

must have your chance while you are young.

I beg you to reconsider. Do not waste your

time inâ��what was it ? "

' The Husband Never Knows.1 "

" Pah !" he exclaimed in disgust. " Do

not do it, mademoiselle. It is suicide."

" Do you think I do not know it ? " The

cry was from a pain no longer controllable.

" I see," he murmured, thoughtfully turn-

ing the stem of his glass. Then his old

shoulders straightened beneath the shabby

coat, his brown eyes lost their pathos in

determination. " Mademoiselle, you shall

have your chance in Paris. It is Francois

Doret who speaks. I am no longer young,

and I am not rich or powerful, but you shall

have your chance."

His eyes looked out commandingly over

the sordid room, and at that instant the

clock above the bar uttered a whirring sound.

Francois Doret became an anxious old man.

"It is late," he said, hurriedly. " I must

be at my place in the theatre." Quickly he

counted out the copper pieces that paid for

the coffee.

AT her own entrance again, with her finger

on the concierge's bell, Felice turned to

watch him hastening down the street.

She had felt with him a moment of warmth,the

comfort of waifs huddling together in storm -

swept doorways ; she felt for him now a sad

pity. The darkness of the stairs she climbed

toward her room was like part of the gloom

that descended again upon her spirit. The

match she carried in her hand vaguely

lighted the stairway, but her little glow of

flickering hope had gone out before she slept.

She woke to the thought that had gone

with her into an unconsciousness that was '

not rest. Two francs forty centimes. It

was all she had left of the tiny legacy from

her mother that, in defiance of her father.

she had spent in studying acting at the

Conservatoire.

Her courage and hope had once flamed so

high that now their ashes were deep around
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her. The small room almost filled by the

old dusty bedstead, the spotted sateen of the

lumpy feather-comforter, the ragged curtains

at the long window, and the cracked, pencil-

marked wallpaper had never been so sordid.

From the depths of herself an unconscious-

ness welled up, drawing her back for a few

moments from the unhappiness of living, and

she lay in a kind of stupor that she had not

the courage to break.

A KNOCK at the door. She shuddered

awake, sat up, throwing the long braid

of her hair back over her shoulder. It

could not be the concierge ; months earlier

she had stopped having petit dejeuner

brought to her room. The knock was

repeated more loudly, the door opened, and

Fran9ois Doret came in.

" Bon jour, little one ! It is a real actress,

sleeping so late ! " In the pale light from

the courtyard window he looked even older

than she remembered him ; the many

shadows of his wrinkles were darker grey

on grey skin, but there was a jauntiness in

his clipped moustache and pointed beard,

and his brown eyes twinkled cheerfully.

" Don't mind me ! ' he went on briskly, as

she made a startled movement of drawing

the bed-cover to her chin, looking wide-eyed

at him above them. " I assure you, many

are the great actresses who, among their

pillows, have learned their lines from Fra^ois

Doret." In a matter-of-fact manner he

removed her folded garments from the one

chair to the bed, drew the chair closer, and

sat down. " Now, we will talk. First, I

have got for you a part in d'Ormange's new

play, ' The Untold Story.' "

He sat back, looking at her with pleased

anticipation. She put one hand to her fore-

head, clutching it, unconsciously trying to

hold together what she felt was an illusionâ��

a dream, but a dream she wished to prolong.

The huge red cabbages on the green wall-

paper moved dizzily before her eyes.

" It is not a large part," he went on,

satisfied. " I will tell you at once, you have

only two lines to speak, and the salary is ten

francs a night. But that is something, eh ?

And there is more, there will be more to

come, I promise you ! "

She tried, then, to thank him. He silenced

her with a brusqueness that could not hide

his delight ; he was as joyful as a child.

" Now, my little friend, rise and dress.

At eleven o'clock I am going to take you to

the theatre. You must look your best.

But no rouge on that pale skin of yours. A

touch of black to the eyebrows, perhaps.

Andâ��yes !â��a little more colour in those

lips. You have a Carnot lip-stick number

three ? But hasten ! It is already ten

o'clock."

The day was fortunately bright with

sunshine after the rain, already the side-

walks were almost dry, and the impossibility

of their taking a taxi was not the handicap

it might have been. It was as though the

white clouds, the shining shop windows, the

coloured leaves that fluttered in the sunlight,

shared with them their sense of excited

adventure, and Francois Doret stepped out

briskly.

" Ah, these days of autumn that are like

spring ! " he said, sniffing the moist, fresh

air. " They make one think that youth is

eternal. But," he went on in suddenly

business-like tones, "it is of you that we

must be talking."

The situation was simple. Although the

principal parts of " The Untold Story " were

in rehearsal, the minor parts were not yet

settled. A girl had been chosen to play

" A Servant," but the day before she had left

Paris. Francois Doret had learned it from

the theatre's concierge, had caught

d'Ormange on the stairs behind the scenes,

and asked him to give the part to Felice.

The play then running at the Theatre

Orleans was a failure ; " The Untold Story "

would be put on next week ; rehearsals were

being rushed, and d'Ormange, harassed by

a thousand details, had answered that the

girl could have it if she were not utterly

impossible. Almost anyone, however, could

open a door and announce a caller ; Felice

could certainly do it.

" The point is, you must seize the oppor-

tunity to make a good impression on

d'Ormange and Rochelin, the manager.

On the stage, alas, everything depends on

personal influence. It does not matter how

you play a servantâ��there is nothing in the

part. But make friends. Make friends, and

your chance will come."

They turned into a narrow, muddy alley,

passed the concierge who sat knitting in the

worn stone doorway, and were behind the

scenes.

She had only a moment in Rochelin's

office. He gave her one appraising glance

and said, " All right. Ten francs a night,

you understand. Five extra for matinees.

Leave your address with the book-keeper."

D'Ormange, the famous playwright, had

risen when she entered and stood stroking

his moustache and looking at her absently.

It was the moment she should seize for

impressing upon these men her personality,

her talent, for arousing their interest in her ;

she knew it. But she could not. Words

on her lips became a murmur which they

hardly heard, and she knew when she left

that they were barely aware that she had

been there.

If only she could act her own character !

She could not; she was too genuine. It
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was only in a role that she could both find

and lose herself ; only through her art that

she could reach and fire others. The hope-

lessness of her attempt to break through the

wall of indifference that kept her from her

work fought with her courage while she stood

unnoticed watching the rehearsal.

Georgina Lamartine, rather too plump, and

looking tired and faded in her big coat and

round turban of sables, was both acting and

helping the director pound the scene into

shape. Opposite her stood a sallow, sullen-

looking girl, pretty in a smooth blonde style,

who went through the scene like a sleep-

walker.

" For Heaven's sake. Sylvestre, put some

life into it ! " the director implored.

" But I haven't any lines," the girl ob-

jected. " I only stand and listen."

" But, Sophie," Georgina said, in a voice

of strained patience, " there are ways and

ways of listening. Try to feel the scene.

You're the governess ; my son's in love with

you ; I call you in, accuse you of it, order

you out of the house. You can't just stand

and listen ; you've got to show what you

feel."

Sophie Sylvestre's lips set ; she said

nothing. Again and again they went through

the scene, word by word, showing her when

to falter in a step, when to lift her chin,

when to drop her eyes and fumble with a

handkerchief. Georgina made suggestions,

turned the girl's head with her own hand,

went through the gestures herself, while

Francois Doret patiently read Georgina's

lines over and over from his prompter's

script. As disregarded as a piece of scenery,

Felice stood watching. She could not sit

down ; no one noticed her except when

carpenters or scene-shifters ordered her out

of their way.

" Well, it will have to do, I suppose,"

the director said, wearily, at last. " Next

rehearsal, eight o'clock to-morrow morning.

And be here, every one of you ! " He passed

Felice, glancing at her. " And you, made-

moiselle, are ? "

" Felice Aumont, monsieur. I'm to play

' A Servant/ "

" Oh ! " The monosyllable dropped her

again among disregarded tilings. She came

out to the colourless daylight feeling as

unwanted as a ghost.

FRANÃ�OIS DORET overtook- her at

the mouth of the alley.

" Now," he said, while they hastily ate

their three-franc dinner in an overcrowded

restaurant â�� " now we begin in earnest.

You are to play HÃ©lÃ¨ne ; I have decided it."

She laid down her fork, amazed.

"Ask no questions, Ñ� It

shall be done. To-night we

" Butâ��"

" From my prompter's script. It is not

for nothing that I have been all my life a

lover of the theatre. Already I see such

a HÃ©lÃ¨ne as that stupid Sylvestre does not

dream. And youâ��you shall be my HÃ©lÃ¨ne."

" But

" You would say that I am not Rochelin.

True. In the world of the stage I am

nothing, and youâ��have not yet begun to be

someone. There are difficulties ; I admit it.

But difficulties have a way of removing

themselves before sufficient determination.

For you, mademoiselle, I shall be determined,

for you have made an impression upon me

thatâ��-but eat, eat quickly, or the waiter

will snatch the plate from beneath your nose.

Come, let us face the difficulties : one,

Sylvestre has the part ; two, VaudrÃ© under-

studies it ; three, you do not know it.

Well, we take them one at a time."

Felice looked at hint with wide eyes.

She saw in the little old man with a napkin

tucked beneath his chin a revolutionist who

defied the whole structure of the French

stage. What plot was hatching in the

mind behind those kindly, pathetic brown

eyes ?

" You wouldâ��removeâ��Sylvestre ? Vau-

drÃ© ? "

" But certainly ! Think no more about

it, mademoiselle. There will be a way.

One can always catch the wheel of chance at

a happy turning. It is your task to become a

HÃ©lÃ¨neâ��ah ! a HÃ©lÃ¨ne to make one weep

with emotion ! I myself will rehearse you.

After thatâ��we shall see."

It was for Felice the beginning of a strange

double life. At night in her small sordid

room she studied HÃ©lÃ¨ne, while FranÃ§ois

Doret coaxed, bullied, urged, and argued with

her till annoyed neighbours knocked on the

walls and demanded quiet. All day she

stood unnoticed at rehearsals, watching with

a sort of horrified fascination Sylvestre and

lier understudy, Marie VaudrÃ©. Sylvestre, as

second leading lady, was supercilious in her

disregard of the negligible " Servant."

Marie, in the frankest good-fellowship, shared

with Felice her caramels, rouge, stage-gossip,

and love-confidences. But Felice felt guilty

when she looked at them. She avoided the

eyes of Francois Doret, meekly obeying

orders in lus prompter's box. She felt that

she shared with him a horrid secret, though

she did not know what would happen to the

two unsuspecting actresses.

Nothing happened. The play went from

rehearsal to first night, made a modest

success, and continued to run. The weeks

went by. Slowly, by a thousand changes so

subtle that she did not notice them, the

hours she spent with Francois Doret came to

be to Felice her real life. She found in him
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a sympathy she had never known ; he'was

at once older and younger than she ; he

enveloped her with a wisdom born of

experience and a delight in living that was

for ever child-like. They were still working

on HÃ©lÃ¨ne ; walking in the streets, in the

Bois, dining in cheap eating-places, they

endlessly discussed the part, and endlessly

she played it for him. They worked out new

business for it, read deeper meanings into

the lines, timed her gestures, her pauses.

He came up with her petit dÃ©jeuner in the

mornings, and sitting on the edge of the bed

lectured her on make-up and made her

practise voice-inflections.

She did not ask him what his plan was ;

she almost forgot his earlier wild promises.

It was enough for her that they were together ;

he was her one staunch friend. When one

Sunday morning he did not come she was

surprised at the pang of loneliness she felt.

Trying to keep up her spirits by a brisk

walk on the Champs Ã�lysÃ©es, she came upon

him with a plump, elderly woman, obviously

the mother of two sturdy children, for whom

he was buying tickets to the merry-go-round

beneath the trees. They did not see her,

and she passed them quickly.

" Of course," she thought, " he must have

his own life, his own interestsâ��I wonder if

he thinks of marrying her ? " She tried to

be happy at the thought of FranÃ§ois Doret

once more in a home of his own, with children

on his knees. But an unaccountable de-

pression settled upon her like a black cloud ;

that night for the first time she thought of

giving up and going home to her father.

She kept up her determination with an

effort. " I won't be a failure ! I will not ! "

she said. " If I have to go on tour next

year, I'll do it, but I won't give up. I'll

come back to Paris and try again."

FRANÃ�OIS DORET was busy Monday,

Tuesday, Wednesday ; she hardly saw

him. She did not know why she was

so unhappy. Then came Thursdayâ��the

Thursday that Robert d'Ormange and

Georgina Lamartine still speak of as "that

awful night." When she came into the

theatre Felice knew that something was

wrong. The concierge was not knitting ;

she stood on the doorstep, visibly agitated.

The director, striding from the stage where

workmen were setting the first scene, dashed

up the stairs, frowning. From Lamartine's

dressing-room Felice heard his worried

voice, "â��should have news of her by this

time."

" Of all the exasperatingâ��â�� ! " cried

Georgina's voice. The dressing-room door

opened, and Robert d'Ormange stood in it,

looking back at Georgina, whose maid was

trying to do the star's hair. " On this

night, of all nights ! " he exclaimed, with a

gesture of despair.

Felice climbed the last two flights of stairs

that led to the general dressing-room, which

she shared with the supers who played guests

in the ball-room scene. She opened the

door on a babble of chatter. Sylvestre was

not in the theatre. A messenger had been

sent for her. Einstein was in frontâ��

Einstein, the great American manager !

" It's VaudrÃ©'s chance," someone said,

enviously.

" You can't tell yet. Sylvestre may show

up. Serve her right if she didn't, the

conceited thing ! "

" D'Ormange is wild. He's trying to sell

the play to Einstein."

" Einstein's sailing next Saturday."

" All ! Then he's choosing between this

play and Rambaud's. He saw Rambaud's

last night ; I got it straight from a friend in

the cast."

" What a situation ! "

Felice wanted to sit down, but all the chairs

were taken by the others, who were crowding

each other for mirror-space. Could it be

that FranÃ§ois Doret ? But no ! Im-

possible ! Still she began to tremble.

The door opened, the call-boy's head

appeared. " VaudrÃ© here ? Anybody know

where VaudrÃ© is ? Diable ! " The door

slammed.

" What ! No VaudrÃ© either ? " Those who

were made-up ran down the stairs.' From

below there were sounds of slamming doors,

hasty feet. The whole place was electric.

" Never was such a day ! " cried one of

the girls, dashing back into the room. " The

matinÃ©e will be called off. Sylvestre's gone

no one knows where. VaudrÃ©'s not here.

Einstein's in front. The house is sold out.

D'Ormange is cursing. Lamartine's furious.

It's five minutes to the curtain, and

Lambert's having a fit in the wings."

The call-boy leaped panting up the stairs.

" Aumont ! Ã�umont here ? Lambert wants

you. Quick ! "

She was struck suddenly by the terrible

panic that only actors knowâ��the grip of a

cold like ice, the contraction of the throat,

the nausea as of sea-sickness. She left the

room, followed by curious stares. Director

Lambert, d'Ormange, and Georgina were on

the first landing, outside Georgina's dressing-

room. The star scrutinized her sharply ;

d'Ormange fixed anguished eyes on her while

he worried his moustache ; the director faced

her with a terrifying frown."

"I'm told you've been understudying

HÃ©lÃ¨ne. That fight ? "

" Yes, monsieur."

" Think you can go on and play it ? "

Felice swallowed hard. She still felt that

deathly cold. " Yes, monsieur."



Ð�Ð¾Ð¾

The Untold Story

Lambert turned

to Georgina. " She

doesn't seem alto-

gether a fool. I'll

try to pull her

through," Georg-

ina answered his

look.

Lambert turned

to d'Ormange. The author threw his hands

in the air. " What can we do ? I've got

Einstein out there," he said.

" Go on, then, and do your damnedest ! "

commanded the director, and Georgina at

once took charge.

I'll

" Can you get into Sylvestre's clothes ? I'll

lend you my maid. Marie ! Come, quickly I

Bring pins and my make-up box. Hurry ! "

The audience was becoming restless.

Lambert was holding the curtain. In

Sylvestre's dressing-room Felice feverishly
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" Felice Aumont wanted to sit down,

but all the chairs in the dressing-room

were taken. Then me door opened, the

call-boy's head appeared. ' Aumont !

Aumont here? Lambert wants you.

Quick ! * Felice left the room, followed

by curious stares."

made up, while the maid knelt at her feet

ripping hems and pinning them up and

Georgina adjusted ribbons and gave stage-

directions. " Don't lose your head. If you

forget your lines, keep still and I'll gag."

A stage-hand was being got into a footman's

costume and coached in Felice's two lines ;

Lambert was driving a ball-room guest

through VaudrÃ©'s part. The audience was

beginning to stamp its thousand feet in

deafening unison beyond the motionless

curtain.
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Felice, trying with shaking hands to paint

her lips, heard the three raps. Lambert

appeared white and bright-eyed. " Ready ?

You go on in two minutes."

She went down the stairs. It all seemed

unreal, except the terrible cold that filled her

veins. Her brain was still as a block of ice.

She was wrenched with nausea ; her palms

were wet with cold sweat. She stood like a

suicide facing death, and when her cue came

she gathered all her forces with the suicide's

desperation.

Then she was facing the glare of the foot-

lights. The set, the actors, the rows of

blazing lights, seemed to retreat, to grow

small in infinite distance. Her mind was

quite blank. Eternities passed. Then she

saw two brown eyes. They seemed to come

closer, to grow larger, to fasten on her a gaze

like a steadying hand. And with a little

jerk the scene became real ; she saw

FranÃ§ois Doret's head above the level of the

stage, hidden from the audience by the little

hood-shaped box ; she saw him smiling

quietly at her and heard him whisper the

first words of her lines. She caught them

up ; her voice went on with others ; in a

moment she was playing HÃ©lÃ¨ne, easily,

confidently. It was as though she had always

played HÃ©lÃ¨ne for those brown eyes. She

felt that she was pleasing them. She made

her exit smoothly, and a sudden noise

startled her like an earthquake. The

audience was applauding. She had forgotten

the audience. Another chill struck her, and

she stood clinging to the stairs, unable to

climb them, bathed in cold sweat.

" Not so bad, not so bad ! " Lambert

was patting her shoulder. Behind her the

scene was going on. She climbed the stairs.

On the second landing she was seized by a

furious Sylvestre. " What do you mean ?

How dare you ? "

" Let me go," she stammered. Lambert

came bounding up the steps.

" Leave her alone ! " he ordered Sylvestre.

" She's got to change for the second act."

" Second act ! " cried Sylvestre. " I'm

here."

" And you think we're going to play one

act with a brunette HÃ©lÃ¨ne and the rest with

a blonde soubrette HÃ©lÃ¨ne, eh ? What do you

mean, being Heaven knows where when the

curtain's rung up ? You're fined a hundred

francs."

" Great heavens ! " the unhappy actress

shrieked. " Just because an idiot of a

concierge "

" Haven't I enough to bear already ?

Silence ! " roared the director.

Felice escaped into Sylvestre's dressing-

room, panting. Georgina's maid began

undressing her. Through the tlÂ»n walls she

heard Sylvestre's hysterics ' â�¢ â�¢ ..'v dowÂ»

the corridor. Georgina dashed in. " Quick,

Marie ! I need you. You're all' right,

Aumont ; keep your nerve. Diable ! What

a day ! " The hairpins slid from Felice's

shaking fingers. The call-boy was calling

the second act. Another shadow beneath

her eyesâ��Number 3 Black, FranÃ§ois Doret

had saidâ��it was all a delirium.

SHE was on the stage again. She stood

before Georgina, who was talking. This

was Georgina's big scene, the climax be-

fore the entr'acte. Felice stood with her back

to the footlights, listening to the words with

which the hero's mother dismissed HÃ©lÃ¨ne,

the governess. Her hands were clenched,

her nerves taut ; through her mind flashed

a thousand scenes with Francois Doret,

in her room, in the subway, beneath

the leafless trees of the Boisâ��moments

innumerable in which they had worked out

every second of this scene. She was ready

â��readyâ��her tightening nerves cried for

release. Had he forgotten, there in the

hidden box behind her ? Was he letting

the moment go by ? Just when she could

bear no more, she heard slipped beneath

Georgina's voice his whisper, " Now ! "

She put her hands behind her. How many

times she had watched them, reflected in a

mirror, sharply white against her black dress !

She turned the handkerchief between them,

rolled it into a ball, plucked it apart again.

And she began to feel, coming across the

footlights like something tangible, the interest

of the audience, that current more subtle

than electricity and more stimulating than

wine. Georgina, with the alertness of the

experienced actress, felt the change, the

slipping of her control of the audience ; she

kcyed-up her playing, altering the tone to

one of greater intensity. There was the

faintest whisper from the prompter's box.

And Felice dropped her handkerchief.

She was playing now, playing with all her

power. In the strange duality of acting, her

mind stood apart, critical, heeding the signals

froA behind her, marking the growing

tensity of silence from beyond the footlights.

But all her heart was in those straining,

tortured fingers, the fingers of HÃ©lÃ¨ne,

disgraced, lost, beaten â�¢ with cruel words.

They tore at each other, they tried to clutch

at self-control, they writhed and twisted.

Georgina, baffled and angry, keyed the

scene up and up. And those white hands

followed her lead and took it from her.

became separate living things, part of a

woman's soul.

Georgina finished on the highest note of

emotion she could reach. Just for an instant

Felice lost that contact with the audience,

, felt herself going to pieces in a rush

for the^ifit time FranÃ§ois Doret
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spoke in his prompter's voice : " Steady,

HÃ©lÃ¨ne."

She took three steps, and turned. Now

she was facing the footlights. Tears, real

tears, were on her cheeks, but she held her

chin up. " Very well, madame," she said,

and in those three words she reached and

over-topped Georgina's climax. Then she

went out and closed the " practicable exit "

door behind her.

There was a silence, a silence stretching

out and out, it seemed interminably. Then,

as though from one collective heart, a

thousand sighs made one deep breath over

the house, and the applause broke. It broke

in a pandemonium of sound that was like

breakers dashing against the descending

curtain. Hidden by the canvas, Georgina

dropped her pose and became a furious,

panting woman.

" The Devil ! That was my scene, my

scene ! That unknown conceited chit ofâ��

ofâ��of an amateur ! Lambert ! Where 's

Lambert ? "

" Take your curtain ! Take your curtain ! "

Lambert begged frantically. The applause

roared in again upon the stage ; Georgina

stood bowing, smiling. The curtain de-

scended ; beyond it the applause roared on,

dimmed but unceasing. Up went the curtain

again ; Georgina and the leading man bowed

to each other, bowed to the audience, bowed

again to each other. And again, and again,

the hungry applause roared beyond the

canvas wall.

" Take her out. Good God, what else is

there to do ? Listen to them ! " cried

Lambert.

" Never ! Never ! Not while I live I "

stormed Georgina. " Turn the lights on

them ! "

But not even the flashing on of the lights

stopped the thundering.

" She can take it alone, then," Lambert

threatened at last, and Georgina surrendered.

Once more the curtain rose, and Georgina

graciously led forward a shrinking Felice.

She stood stunned by the noise, by the glare,

terrified by the fury in the star's eyes ; she

bowed once, twice, she bowed low to

Georgina, who smiled upon her ; the curtain

mercifully descended.

" As for you," said Georgina, " we'll talk

when this is over." She swept up the stairs,

spreading panic behind her.

TREMBLING in the chair before Syl-

vestre's dressing-table, Felice stared at

her mirrored face, dead-white beneath

the make-up. How could she get through

the next two acts ? She had made a mortal

enemy of Lamartine. Oh, if only she could

see FranÃ§ois Doret !

She began taking down her hair. A knock

at the door stopped her heart-beat and then

set it racing. He had come ! She rose to

meet him, and stopped, startled by tlÂ«

entrance of d'Ormange and a tall, hawk-

nosed stranger whose eyes burned with

excitement.

" Mademoiselle Aumont, permit me to

introduce M. Einstein." D'Ormange's voice

was vibrating like a violin string under a

firm bow.

" I am delighted, monsieur." Felice ex-

tended her hand. The stranger shook it as

though she were a man, and this completed

her confusion. He began to speak rapidly,

and she looked helplessly at d'Ormange ;

she did not at first realize that the great

Einstein thought he was speaking French.

Then he broke into Englishâ��" I know acting

when I see it, by Heaven ! You speak

English ? "

" Unhappily, no, monsieur."

The great Einstein made a gesture of irri-

tation, and instantly switching his whole

attention upon his own throughts, he stood

silent. It was a rudeness no Frenchman

would have committed, yet Felice forgave it.

When he spoke again it was in English,

and through d'Ormange's rapid translation

his words came to Felice, as astounding

and incredible as a miracle.

" What's a language more or less ? Any-

body can learn 'em. You can actâ��that's

the big thing. Look here, miss. I've bought

the American rights in this play, and I.want

you to come over and play HÃ©lÃ¨neâ��the

new Paris star, brought over by Einstein

in the great French success, ' Nobody

Knows.' ' Nobody Knows 'â��that's what

I'll call it ! By George, that was straight

inspiration ! Well. Now Mrs. Einstein and

I are sailing for New York the day after

to-morrow. You come with us ; my wife

speaks French ; you spend the summer over

there learning English and rehearsing, and

we open next autumn. Of course, I'll

want a five years' contract. What do you

say ? What does she say ? " he appealed to

d'Ormange.

" But, monsieur ! Iâ��I must have time

forâ��for reflection," she stammered. " The

day after to-morrow " Amazingness of

these Americans ! How could one decideâ��

in three days ? Her whole life altered,

suddenly becoming wild, bizarre as a fairy-

tale-â��America, land of towering buildings

and sky blazing with electricityâ��FranÃ§ois

Doret would know what she should do.

" You can learn enough English in six

months, can't you ? "

" Yes, monsieur."

" You haven't any folks to objectâ��a

husband or anything like that ? "

" Oh, no, monsieur ! "

" All right. .Think about it overnight.
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and see me at the Ritz to-morrow morning

at ten. I'll have my secretary there ; he

â�¢talks French. We'll fix up the contracts."

He shook her hand again, and was gone.

The call-boy was calling the third act.

She found only exhilaration in Lamartine's

rage, which was still smouldering. She

played Helene through to the end, beautifully,

smoothly, sure of herself and happy. She

felt that current of sympathy from the

audience that makes the actress more than

one woman, adding to her emotions the

sorrows, the joys, the hopes and loves of

that thousand-hearted being beyond the

footlights. She played for love of all those

hearts that felt with hers, for love of all the

beauty and pain and struggles of humanity,

for love of her art that expresses them all,

and for love of the brown eyes that watched

her from the prompter's concealing wooden

box.

When the final curtain fell on an audience

that, hatted and cloaked, still lingered to

give her one more thunder of thanks, she

was surrounded. D'Ormange thanked her,

kissing her hands; Arlette d'Ormange

hugged her and kissed her cheeks ; Lambert

praised her ; even Lamartine laughed good-

naturedly : " You're a mean little minx,

and you've broken every law of the stage,

but long life to youâ��so long as it's not in

the same cast with me ! " Francois Doret,

his prompter's script beneath his arm, stood

in the shadows of the wings, and she ran

to him. " You've done it allâ��I owe it all to

you. Oh, wait for meâ��wait just a minute till

I change. I want to walk home with you."

HE was waiting when she ran down the

stairs again. He was pleased, she saw,

by her refusal to let the d'Ormanges

take her home in their car. She tucked

her hand in the crook of his arm and they

walked together beneath the orange-tinted

foggy sky of the Paris midnight.

" You were indeed my Helene."

" I owe it all to you. I can'tâ��think "

" You are happy ? "

"Oh! Happy!"

" That is enough."

He said nothing while she told him about

Einstein, but when she had finished he spoke

at once, with a hard briskness.

" You must take it, of course. It is a

marvellous opportunity. You will come

back; you will be a great starâ��one of the

greatest, my dear. You will also become

rich, for they roll in money, these Americans.

Do not forget that. To-morrow you will ask

Einstein for many, many dollars in salary ;

he will bargain, but insist and he will yield,

for dollars are less to them than francs to us.

My little friend, your feet are on the road to

success, and I am glad."

She remembered something. " How did

you do it, my friend ? "

" It is nothing. But, if you must knowâ��

I have become the friend of the concierge

where Sylvestre lodges. It was a small

matter of kindness to her two children. For

that, she arranged that by accident Sylvestre's

door locked itself, and when the messenger

from the theatre arrived, this innocent

concierge said that Sylvestre was not there.

VoM !"

" But Vaudre ? "

" That was Rambaud's affair. He wished

to sell his play to Einstein, and when I let

him know that there was no Sylvestreâ��after

all, Vaudre preferred a good supper and a

few banknotes. She could not play Helene,

and knew it. Ram baud is now chuckling at

the thought that the Theatre Orleans was

dark to-night."

" Oh, Francois Doret ! You are a Machia-

velli ! And when I think that you did all

that for me "

" Do not think of that, little girl. Think

of your future, for it will be great. It is

only art that lives : and as for me, I have at

last given something to the art of the world.

And now, you must go to your bed and sleep

well, for this morning you will see Einstein."

They had entered the small dark courtyard

where she had long ago found the hundred-

franc note. Her heart ached ; she put out

her hand as if she would cling to him.

" Butâ��I do not want to go without you,"

she said, like a child. " Youâ��can't you

come with me ? I will speak to Einstein,

I will insistâ��you will come to America,

too ! We will see it all together "

He took her hand and pressed it to his

heart. His voice was steady and grave. "No,

little girl. Do not think of me when you

talk to Einstein. I shall stay here, content. I

shall read of your progress, of your fameâ��not

every old man will be as happy as I, my dear."

She had a glimpse of the tragedy of age,

the tragedy of life itself, since all life is a

growing old and every moment is another

farewell to youth and spring. Tears sturg

her eyes. She put an arm around his neck

and kissed him. Many years later, when the

world was at her feet, she understood how

he had cared for her, and was glad she had

given him that kiss.

But she never knew that when her gaslight

had flamed up in her small, dreary room,

when she stood gazing in the mirror and

seeing radiant visions in the eyes that looked

back at her, Francois Doret in the courtyard

below was looking up at the yellow oblong

of her window. . The tears were in his eyes

then ; the yellow oblong blurred and wavered.

" Although I am old," he thought, " my

heart is young. I wish she had not kissed

me like a daughter."
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IT has been said that success is " one of

the greatest of a great man's qualities."

Certainly most successful men whom

I have known have thoroughly enjoyed

their success. There is, of course, a common

affectation to pretend that no success is

worth having, that the game is not worth

the candle, and that the prize is always a

Dead Sea apple. But this is generally

nothing but a kindly pretence intended to

solace the unsuccessful. Sometimes, of

course, success is so hard to win and the

Copyright, 1921,

struggle so long and strenuous that, when

the goal is reached, the power of enjoyment

has departed. But this is the exceptional

case. The rule is that success is a very jolly

thing to have, and the jolliest sort of success

is that which comes to a man whose work

brings pleasure and enjoyment to his fellows.

I know no man who more obviously

enjoys or more thoroughly deserves success

than E. Phillips Oppenheim, the novelist,

whose well-conceived, well-constructed stories

are so familiar to readers of THE STRAND

bjr Sidney Dark.
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MAGAZINE. Oppenheim is a man of fifty-

four â�� of middle height and, in these days,

tending to stoutness. But his stoutness is

not that of the over-fed, under-exercised

townsman, but merely the common evidence

of the approach of comfortable middle life.

Oppenheim, indeed, like so many other suc-

cessful writers, is essentially a countryman.

For twenty years he has lived away from

London, in Leicestershire, in Norfolk, and

more recently in Devonshire. Oppenheim

is a keen open-air man, an excellent shot, a

good golfer, and addicted to sea fishing. He

flourishes best in the bracing air of the East

Coast, and he found the atmosphere of the

\Vest a little enervating and, he says, a little

depressing, though I am bound to confess I

find it hard to believe that he can be de-

pressed anywhere or in any circumstances.

Anyway, he has recently given up his

Devonshire home and now lives at Woking,

with a little flat in Mayfair, conveniently

situated over a famous Bridge club, Oppen-

heim being, among other things, a con-

spicuously good bridge player.

As I have already suggested, the quality

of the man is cheerfulness. He meets you

with a smile that has nothing whatever to

do with " company manners." He smiles

while he gossips. He smiles when he says

good-bye â�� not the uncomfortable smile that

makes you feel that he is glad you are going,

but a flattering smile that makes you feel

sure that he will be glad when you come again .

His most striking feature are his light blue

eyes, rather out-of-the-way, steadfast eyes

that, as eyes always do, tell a good deal of

the man's character. There is a suggestion

of the practical in the manner in which his

eyes fasten on you as he talks, and Oppenheim

is eminently a practical person. He was

brought up to be a business man, and he was

a business man until he was thirty-five.

Even then he did not really cease to be a

business man. The modern English writer

is generally conspicuously clever in obtain-

ing the full pecuniary reward for his work.

If Baratabas is still a publisher, he must cer-

tainly be a semi-bankrupt publisher. Men

like H. G. Wells and Arnold Bennett see to

it that they obtain all that their work is

worth, and Oppenheim has the same justifi-

able habit. But while his eyes suggest this

business acumen, they also indicate the

ama/ing imagination of a man who can write

novel after novel without ever repeating

incidents or making characters mere imita-

tions of their predecessors.

Oppenheim 's first novel was published

when he was twenty years old. He has

therefore been writing fiction foi

yeart, and during this time he I1

no fewer than seventy separate 1

and collections of short stories.

of his first novel, " Expiation," a writer in

the AthenÃ¤um compared the story to those

James Payn used to write before he dis-

covered he had humour. Oppenheim has

made the same discovery since. Thirtv

years ago Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, with liis

Sherlock Holmes series, invented the idea of

writing a number of short stories each having

the same leading characters. Phillips Oppen-

heim at once realized the advantage of this

scheme from the point of view of the story

writer. It meant economy in invention.

And he was one of the first writers to develop

the Conan Doyle idea. Another advantage

of a series of short stories with the same

central theme is that they make a far better

and more interesting volume than a number

of stories with different characters, different

plots, and written in different veins.

PPEKHEIM'S first story was a sufficient

success to convince him that it was

worth while to continue writing fiction.

He sold the serial rights of his second story

for rift y pounds, and two years afterwards lie

received an offer for the serial rights of a story

of two hundred and fifty pounds from the

proprietors of the Sheffield Weekly Telegraph.

Oppenheim told me that he remembers that,

when this offer came to him, he felt that his

fortune was made, and indeed it may be said

to have been the beginning of lus fame. He

continued to write serials for the Sheffield

Weekly Telegraph for fifteen years, and he

recalls the long association with almost

affectionate gratitude for the consideration

and encouragement he received.

Oppenheim's father was a leather mer-

chant, and after lus death his son was com-

pelled for some years to assist in the direction

of the business. But in this, as in almost

everything in his life, fortune dealt him the

winning cards. His business associates ap-

preciated his talents and made it easy for

him to devote a certain part of his time to

fiction. But it was not until he was thirty-

five that he was able to retire from business

and to devote himself entirely to literature.

I have used the word literature designedly,

because the Oppenheim novels have a dis-

tinction that makes them different in kind

to the rut of popular fiction. The drama is

always well stage-managed. Incredible co-

incidence is rarely, if ever, employed. And

the writing has form and style. It is remark-

able enough that one man should have been

able to turn out two novels a year for ove r

thirty years. It is much more remarkable that

there should be no falling off in the character

oihis work, and that, on the contrary, his last

-1Ð¼ mid generally be his best. Oppen-

me that his latest novel, " The

greatest success

six months it

has of his >Ð» < >rk, and that, on the con

rour JBB^hould generally be his t

(! lic-i: U*jl't me that his latest

Gn mcfsonation," is the gr.

t Ð§:. â�¢ ever had. For s
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was one of the six " best sellers " in America

and it has had a corresponding sale in

this country. Unfortunately, it fre-

quently happens that fiction of the

smallest artistic value produces the

most satisfactory pecuniary re- .^

suits. "The Great Impersona- /r

tion," however, has pleased the

critics as much as it has pleased

the great reading public. Sir

W'illiam Robertson Nicoll

calls it a " mighty yarn,"

and he says :â��

" There are no difficulties

in the way of accepting its

statements and situations.

These are followed out

with the most marvellous

and meticulous skill.

There is not a weak spot

in the working out of a

difficult and delicate plot.

The triumph, however, of

the book is its conclusion.

The solution of the mys-

tery is reached at last, just

as the reader has settled

down to believe that there

is no mystery at all."

I have quoted this eulogy

E. Phillips Oppenheim at his Woking home.

from a critic of. unrivalled authority since it

indicates one of Phillip Oppenheim's greatest

qualities. His situations may be outside the

common experience of his readers, but they

are never incredible. He may deal with

improbabilities,

but he always per-

suades that theim-

probabilities are

at least possible.

Sir William

Robertson Nicoll

says that he has

written " one of

the greatest yarns

in the English lan-

guage." Phillips

Oppenheim is

modest about his

achievements, and

certainly does not

talk readily about

his success, but he

will admit that he

is above all other

things a story-

teller, and he sug-

gested to me that

it is because, un-

like the needy

knife-grinder, he always has a story to tell that

his books are so popular in the United States.

" The Americans," he said, " are great

story readers. I don't think they are much

interested in modern introspective fiction.
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They love colour and movement and situa-

tions. Give them that and they are satis-

fied, and, of course, if you have skill to add

to that they are still more delighted. Joseph

Conrad and W. J. Locke are the two most

popular English novelists in America to-day,

and both of them, whatever else they may

do, write novels with a full-blooded plot."

No man could have an output equal to

Oppenheim's without persistent industry. The

novelist who waits for inspiration, and who

can never write unless he is " in the

mood," will certainly never publish

two novels and a volume of short

stories in one year. Perhaps it

would be truest to say of Oppenheim

that he is always in the mood. He

is lucky enough to possess a very

expert secretary who has been with

him for a number of years, and he

dictates to her

everything that

he writes. Some-

times the secre-

tary takes down

in short hand.

More often she

typesstraighton

to the machine.

The novelist's

favourite posi-

tion, while he

works, is to sit

hunched upon a

low easy chair.

When he is in

the country he

will generally

work from about a

quarter past nine to

twelve. Then he will

play golf or tennis for

an hour or so, return-

ing to work early in the

afternoon and going

on until nearly dinner-

time. On a good day

he will dictate about

five thousand words,

and an average day

will mean about four thousand words. Every

third or fourth day he takes a holiday and

does no work at all.

In the popular novel the situation is cer-

tainly a greater asset towards success than

the characterization. It is what the charac-

ters do rather than what they are that

interests the readers. It might therefore be

supposed that the successful popular novelist

would begin by conceiving a series of situa-

tions, and that he would afterwards invent

characters to fit those situations. Oppen-

heim tells me that his method is exactly the

opposite. He begins a novel with two or

three characters, and then (to use his own

phrase) he lets them rip. When he begins

his novel he rarely has any idea what will

happen to the characters, what will be the

chief situation, what will be the curtains.

The characters being created in his brain, he

spends his life with them, has them with liim

as his partners or opponents at golf, takes

them with him when he goes out fishing,

even has them with him when he goes to

bedâ��always trying to find out what such

people would

Ð¡

do in certain

Ñ� i rcumstances.

It often hap-

pens, he told me,

that two en-

tirely different

developments

occur to him,

and he then

has to decide

what is the

most likely

and the most

appropriate.

Just as in real

Ufe â�� to quote

George Eliot's

hackneyed

couplet :â��

Our deeds stHl

follow from

afar,

And what we

have been

makes us what

we are,

so the actions of the

Oppenheim characters

in Chapter One of each

of his novels really

determine what they

shall do in Chapter

Two, and so on until

the end of the story.

The intrigue being con-

stantly in the novelist's

mind, he is able to dic-

tate his stories rapidly

and sometimes for hours on end almost with-

out hesitation. When, however, the dicta-

tion is finished, the stories are very carefully

revised, and Oppenheim says that the re-

vision generally takes much longer than the

original dictation.

Oppenheim recalls, with perhaps a little

satisfaction, that in his " The Maker of

History " and other novels he foretold war

between Great Britain and Germany ten

years before the Great War broke out, and

that he did something to back Lord Roberts

in his insistent endeavours to persuade this

country to prepare for what he believed was

We've dined full many a famous guest

Within this happy home.

And for each literary fest

We've hammered out a pome.

The mill has creaked and groaned with toil.

Producing just a verse ;

The subject was quite bad enough.

The product was still worse.

We never had a cinch in rhyme

Till you turned up, O Oppenheim.

An American Caricature.
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an inevitable conflict. Germany, Oppenheim

says, realized the part he had tried to play,

and he was among those who were destined

to be shot had the Germans succeeded in

imposing their will on England. So repeated

was this German note in his novels that,

when war actually began, one newspaper said

that it had at least robbed Oppenheim of his

vocation. During the war he was among

the many novelists who assisted in the work

of the Ministry of Information.

" 1 suppose I must admit," he said, " that

my name suggests a German origin, and per-

haps it is of some interest that my father

and his father before him were both born at

Faringdon, in Berkshire, and that I have

hardly ever been in Germany in my life."

I asked Oppenheim if he felt that the

English reading public was becoming more

critical, and if he had noticed any change

in public taste during his long, successful

career.

" Of course," he replied, " the world is

always changing. I myself am very dif-

ferent from the man I was twenty years ago,

and I suppose my work must be different

too. I fancy that the reading public in

England is more exacting than it was, that

it is quicker in detecting blunders, that it is

more intelligent and critical. My apprecia-

tion of these facts leads me to take far more

care with the revision of my stories than I

used to do. It is a care that I give very

willingly, for nothing is more stimulating to

a writer than to realize that he will be read

critically, and nothing can be more delightful

than the whole-hearted appreciation of a

really critical public."

Within recent years a number of the

Oppenheim novels have been turned into

picture plays, and the development of the

cinema marks a new era in the novelist's

career. I asked him if he found that the

picture plays founded on his novels were

very unlike the original.

" There are," he replied, " I suppose,

inevitably many additions and alterations.

At present I know hardly anything of the

conditions under which picture plays are

produced, and I am having the thrilling

experience of learning a new art."

Oppenheim was recently asked by a

famous firm of American film producers to

supply them with an original plot suitable

for a picture play. It was an entirely new

task for him. I have already explained that

he lets his stories develop from the characters,

and that he never begins, as many novelists

begin, with a sort of synopsis of the plot.

But this is exactly what is required for a

picture playâ��a story told on six pages of

foolscap, and told in such a way that it can

be cut up into scenes and repeated in pictures

instead of in words. Oppenheim confessed

that he was delighte'd to have a new experi-

ence, and he added, with his characteristic

twinkle, that he understands that his picture

play plot has been approved by the autho-

rities.

" Instead of the picture play being made

from the novel, as has happened until now

with me, the novel will be a sort of develop-

ment of the picture play, for I certainly

intend to use the theme of the play for one

of my forthcoming novels."

" If this were to become the rule," I said,

" don't you think that the limitations of the

cinematograph might have serious and, on

the whole, very evil effects on the art of

fiction ? "

" It is very passible that they might. I

am not sure, for the whole thing is quite new

to me. But I am conscious of the possi-

bility, and for that reason I am determined,

however my cinema work may develop, to

continue to write novels which will begin as

novels, and which shall be conceived and

worked out as novels."

Oppenheim recalls with pride that Sir

James Barrie is one of his most faithful

admirers. Sir James has all the Oppenheim

novels specially bound in similar bindings.

In the billiaid-room at Woking.
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SPIRIT
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Illustrated L

THERE was not the slightest manner

of doubt that Mr. Joseph P. Cray

was thoroughly enjoying himself.

' He sat on the ledge of his box

at the Albert Hall, his legs dangling in

mid-air, a paper cap with streamers upon

his head, and the full joy of living in his

blood. At times he played weird ditties

upon a tin whistle. At others he threw with

unusual skill streamers of gaily-coloured paper

half-way across the floor. His cheery, good-

natured face was aglow with happiness.

He' exchanged greetings right and {eft with

.perfect strangers. He was at once a notable

arid a popular figure.

" Yankee Doodle bought a poodle,"

shouted the Shah of Persia, as he passed with

the Queen of Sheba.

" Har, har, har ! Var, var, var I Rah,

rah,' rah ! " yelled Mr. Cray.

Avlittle peal of soft laughter close to his

'eair startled him so that he nearly lost his

balance. A filmy grey figure, masked so

that only her soft dark eyes were visible, was

leaning by his side. She seemed to be

enveloped 'by floating billows of misty tulle

which at" no place betrayed the dressmaker's

artâ��a human body moving in a filmy cloud.

Her eyes, upturned to his, gave the only clue

as to her age and sex, and Mr. Cray â�¢found

th'em wonderful.

" I beg your pardon, ma'am," he asked,

" were you laughing at me ? "

" Of course I am," a soft, mysterious voice

answered.
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' Guess I 'm makingsomenoise,"

" I like it," was -the whispered; vre'jtty.

" Are you very happy ? " '_, ~. .'r~

Mr. Cray was a little taken .aba'clc. ." ;

" Just trying to make the thing gpv a bit,'"

he explained, with a wave of his hand.

" Nothing like a noise at a' show of this

sort. I'm a dandy hand at throwing these

streamers. Have a try."

.The figure shook, her head slightly but

crept a little nearer to him. Mr. Cray was

both attracted and intrigued.

" What might you represent ? " he asked,

diffidently.

" I am a Spirit," she confided. " This

moment you see meâ��a moment later I shall

have vanished."

" Don't hurry," Mr. Cray begged, anxiously.

" What about a bite of supper ? "

" Spirits never eat," was' the reproachful

reply.

" Or drink ? " he suggested. ." I've got

a few bottles of Mumm 1906 in here. There's

some pd'e, too."

Mr. Cray's attention was momentarily

distracted by the passing of some temporary

acquaintances, with whom he indulged in a

few vociferous amenities. When he hart

finished, he found to his dismay that his

companion had vanished in a most mysterious

fashion. He was conscious of a momentary

pang of disappointment.

" Some voice, that," he ruminated, " and

gee, her eyes! Guess I'll get down and

look for some of the crowd."

Phillips Oppenheiin.
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He was on the point of descending when a

soft tapping at the door of the box caused

him to change his mind. Somehow or other,

the tapping seemed to him as distinctive

as the voice. He swung around and opened

the door eagerly. The Spirit stood there.

" Come right in, ma'am," he invited,

cordially. " Say, this is fine ! Take a chair

and I'll open some champagne."

She floated in and seated herself, looking

more than ever like a grey mist. Her eyes

remained upon him while he served her with

supper. There was a sort of subdued

rapture in her expression, as though she

found something almost worshipful in the

portly and corpulent figure of her host.

" How's that seem, young lady ? " he

asked, finally. " A wing of chicken, pdtS

and biscuits on the small plate, and a glass

of the boy, eh ? "

"It is : very kind of you," the Spirit

replied. " I did not come here to eat. I

came to be near you."

" Say, that sounds good," Mr. Cray mur-

mured, a little embarrassedâ��he was scarcely

used to such complete conquests.

" You are so full of life," she sighed, " so

full of splendid and actual vitality. You

remind meâ��ah ! "

She broke off and attacked her chicken.

She also sipped and apparently approved of

her wine. Mr. Cray cheered up. The Spirit

business had been

getting a little

upon his nerves,

and he welcomed

these signs of indu-

bitable humanity.

He filled his own

glass and raised it.

" Here's health,

wealth, and hap-

piness ! " he ven-

tured, in the

words of a popu-

lar song. " Chin-

chin ! "

The Spirit

sighed, but drank.

Then she toyed

pensively with

her empty glass,

which her host

promptly filled.

" Health, wealth,

and happiness,"

she repeated, her

eyes becoming

mistier than ever.

" I will drink with

you because you

wish it, but these

things are not for

me."

Vol W.-21.

Mr. Cray, adopting the role of a man of

respectful gallantry, possessed himself of her

hand. He was ashamed to realize how

relieved he was to find it warm and soft and

human.

" See here," he remonstrated, " aren't you

overdoing this Spirit business a little ?

This is a dance, not a funeral. What about

a turn on the floor when you've finished

that ? I'm not a great performer, but I

guess there are others."

She looked at him sadly. Her fingers still

rested in his comfortable hand.

" I can only dance with one," she sighed,

" and you are not he."

" That's too bad," he protested,

" especially on a night like this. Husband,

eh ? Lover ? "

She shook her head more mournfully than

ever.

"It is someone who claims me," she

declared, " who seldom lets me wander far

out of his sight. He terrifies meâ��but I

belong to him. Listen ! "

Mr. Cray obeyed.

" I don't know that I can hear anything

' Mr. Cray filled his glass and raised it. ' Here's health, wealth, and

happiness I' be ventured."



3I2

Mr. Cray's Adventures

unusual," he confessed. " Music and

laughter and popping of corks sound a pretty

good chorus to me. Come," he went on,

glancing at his watch, " it's close on mid-

nightâ��what about taking that mask off,

eh?"

He stretched out his hand, but she eluded

him, flitting away into a corner of the box.

Once more she was listening.

" Can't you hearâ��a sound like the rushing

of the angry wind, like footsteps upon wool

up in the hills ? A voiceâ��listen ! Seboa !

Seboa ! "

There certainly was a voice, although

what it was saying was undistinguishable.

A masked Satan, in brilliant scarlet, was

standing in front of the box. Mr. Cray

addressed him affably.

" Were you looking for a Spirit, sir ? "

he inquired. " She's in here. Step right

up and have a glass of wine. I guess this is

your friend," he added, turning round to his

guest.

Satan made no reply. His eyes were

fixed upon the shrinking figure in the corner

of the box. As though in obedience to his

unspoken command, she passed out and

joined him. A moment later they were

gliding across the floor, their feet moving to

the musicâ��a strange, almost sinister com-

bination. Mr. Cray mopped his forehead,

poured himself out and drank another glass

of wine, and, stepping out on to the floor,

.passed his arm round the waist of the first

disengaged damsel he came across, and

plunged into the revels. But nowhere could

he see any signs of Satan and the Spirit.

IT was one of the most successful masked

balls of the season, and after midnight the

fun waxed fast and furious. Mr. Cray found

many friends, and entertained hospitably.

His curiosity concerning his acquaintance of

the early part of the evening, however, re-

mained unabated, and he scanned in vain

every one of the boxes, and searched every

corner of ths dancing floor for a sign of her

smoke-grey draperies or the more easily

distinguishable scarlet of her companion.

He came to the conclusion at last that they

must have left early, and he was puzzled to

find that side by side with his disappointment

was mingled a certain feeling of relief. Mr.

Cray was an ardent materialist, and he had

no faith in spirits. Her soft voice, with its

strange suggestion of coming from some

greater distance, and the aroma of mystery

by which she had contrived to surround her-

^elf, repelled just as much as it had attracted

him. He could not make up his mind, there-

fore, whether he was relieved or disappointed

when, during his first period of rest for some

hours in the temporarily deserted box, he

heard her voice just below the ledge.

" Are you alone ? " she asked, softly.

" Sure ! " Mr. Cray replied. " Come right

up."

Once more she disappeared for a moment

and then drifted through the doorway,

curiously impersonal, her draperies conceal-

ing with matchless art all suggestions of the

human figure. She still retained her mask.

" Say, that's against regulations ! " he

declared, pointing to it. " Masks should

come off at midnight. Just let me fix it for

you."

She shrank away.

" My mask must not come off," she mur-

mured.

He made a pretence at insisting. She

pushed him back. She seemed nervous and

terrified, her eyes shone.

" I am in earnest, please," she begged.

" Just let me sit here and be near you.

Don't speak to me. Don't take any notice

of me."

She sank into a secluded corner, and Mr.

Cray poured out a glass of champagne, after

which he scratched his chin and sat watching

her thoughtfully. Her partiality for his

society, coupled with her aloofness, puzzled

him. Mr. Cray hated to be puzzled.

" I don't quite get you," he admitted.

" You don't seem looking for any fun like all

the others. \Yhat made you come to such

a place as this, any way ? "

" Don't ask me, please. If you must know,

I came because another wished it."

" Chap in scarlet ? " he suggested, genially.

She shook her head.

" It was not heâ��it was Seboa," she told

him, in a whisper which scarcely reached his

ears.

" Don't know the ladyâ��or gentleman,"

Mr. Cray admitted ; " but, any way. what

made you come back to me again ? It isn't

the wine, because you're not drinking it.

You don't seem to want to talk, either."

" It's your vitality," she told him, ner-

vously. " You are full of Ufeâ��strong,

human life. It warms me."

Mr. Cray edged a little farther away.

" I guess this is a stunt I'm not up in," he

murmured, weakly.

" Of course you don't understand." she

went on, after a moment's pause. " I seem

to you like other women, because I eat and

drink and danceâ��but I am not. My life all

ebbed out long ago. I belongâ��somewhere

else."

Mr. Cra}* moved to the farther end of the

box. He thrust one leg over its ledge.

" Guess I'll go and collect some of the

crowd," he muttered. " You make your-

self quite comfortable and stay just as long

as you like."

" Don't go," she begged. " Don't leave

me."



E. Phillips Oppenheim

313

Mr. Cray hesitated. He was a good-

natured man, and the little quiver in her

voice sounded very human.

" I'll stay if you take your mask off,"

he suggested, " and leave off getting at

me."

" Yoil shall see me without my mask

within a few hours," she promised, " but not

hereâ��not now. Pleaseâ��please stay. This

is my dangerous hour."

" Is it ? " Mr. Cray murmured, making

this time f6r the door. " If you'll excuse

me, I'll just "

" Dangerous to me, I meanâ��not to you,"

she interrupted. " Please do not go. I am

afraid of drifting offâ��of losing myself. My

hold upon this frail body is so slight."

" Drink up your wine," Mr. Cray suggested,

a little helplessly. " Let me give you a

sandwich."

" Oh, you don't understand ! " she moaned.

" I'm with you there," he assented,

heartily. " I don't."

" How can I explain ? "

" I'm not particular how you do it," Mr.

Cray replied, " but I've kinder got the idea

that you're playing some game on me, and

if you're not feeling like putting me wise, I'd

just as soon, without wishing to seem in-

hospitable, that you quit it."

She began to tremble.

" But I don't want to go," she protested.

" Then stay right where you are," he

replied, " and I'll take an amble round

myself and see how things are looking."

"Would it help you to understand," she

asked, " if I told you who I really am ? "

" I guess so," he assented. " My name's

Crayâ��Joseph P. Cray, of Seattle, when I'm

at homeâ��and I don't take any stock in

spooks."

She leaned a little forward. Her eyes

glowed as though with wonder of her words.

" I am Seboa," she whisperedâ��" Christine

Seboa. Ah, how horrible ! '

THE box was suddenly and riotously-

invaded by a horde of a dozen or more

revellers. The duties of hospitality for

a few moments absorbed Mr. Cray's whole

attention. When he looked around, the chair

in the corner was empty.

' Hallo ! Anyone seen my little cloud

drift out ? " he demanded.

There was a peal of laughter.

" He means his little sunshine," a fluffy-

haired Columbine declared, passing her hand

through his arm. "I'm here, dear. No

cloud shall ever come between us."

" Say, that's a comfort, anyhow," Mr.

Cray acknowledged. " But honest, didn't

you see anyone here when you came inâ��

a small person in a kind of grey, billowy

muslin, or floating stuff of some sort ? "

There was a moment's blank silence, then

a roar of laughter.

" Cray, old bean, you're seeing things,"

hiccoughed a young scion of the Stock Ex-

change, temporarily gorgeous in ruffles and

lace.

" The box was empty save for your gracious

self," â�¢ a flushed and bedraggled Hamlet

declared, with his mouth full of sandwich.

1 To that we can all attest."

" Anyone ever heard the name of Christine

Seboa ? " Mr. Cray inquired, keeping a tight

hold upon himself.

" Christine Seboa ? " a monk, who had

hitherto been silent, repeated. " She was a

wonderful Danish medium, who nearly sent

New York crazy last year."

" And where is she now ? " Mr. Cray

asked.

" She died last November," the monk

replied.

Mr. Cray poured himself out a glass of

wine, spilling a few spots upon the tablecloth.

" Here's confusion to all spooks ! " he

exclaimed, drinking it off. " Now," he

added, snatching up his trumpet, " let's get

outside and make a noise."

They sallied out. The monk, however,

detained his host for a moment after the

others had departed. He looked around as

though to be sure that they were alone in the

box.

" Mr. Cray," he said, " you flatter my

disguise."

" Not for one second, Inspector," Mr. Cray

replied, with a smile. "I'm not quite fresh

enough, though, to go bawling ' Scotland

Yard ' all over the place."

" I apologize," the monk declared.

" Anything special on ? "

The monk shook his head.

" There are always one or two of us at

these affairs," he said. " I've spotted a

couple of well-known thieves already, but

there's nothing particular doing. They know

we're here all right. I was interested in that

name I heardâ��Christine Seboa."

Mr. Cray looked uneasily around.

" She kinder got me guessing," he con-

fessed.

" Christine Seboa," the monk went on.

" was not only a very wonderful medium,

but she was also a great collector."

" Of what ? "

" Jewelleryâ��anything she could lay her

hands on," the inspector replied. " It was

not until after her death that she was even

suspected. They say that she must have

got away with a quarter of a million pounds'

worth of diamonds from New York alone."

" You're not taking any stock from the

fact that she called herself a medium, I

suppose ? " Mr. Cray inquired.

The monk scratched his chin.
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" Men like you and me, Mr. Cray, sir," he

said, " who take an interest in crime, are

bound to be materialists. Still, I've learnt

in my profession never to be obstinate about

anything. There are a good many intelligent

and well-informed people who believe in

spooks, and I am

telling you frankly

that this Christine

Seboa had, with-

out doubt, some

exceptional gifts.

They say that she

could hypnotize a

strong man in three

minutes."

" You're sure

she's dead ? " Mr.

Cray asked.

" So far as our

information goes,"

the monk replied,

" she died in New

York last Novem-

ber."

" Then I don't

mind telling you,"

Mr. Cray confided,

" that this little

bit of grey cloud

who's rather got

on my nerves this

eveningâ��some eyes

she's got, but she

kept on behaving

like a half-baked

spook â�� told me

just before you all

came in that her

name was Christine

Seboa."

" That's interest-

ing, " the monk ack-

nowledged. " Let's

have a stroll round

and see if we can

see anything of

her."

Three times the

two men made the

circuit of the hall,

in vain. The Spirit

had disappeared.

unfortunate bystanders. A pleasant-faced

officer in uniform, who was standing on the

step below Mr. Cray, with a muffled-up form

upon his arm, started as though he had been

shot, and nearly dropped the kit-bag which

he was carrying.

MR. CRAY

stood on the

steps of the

Albert Hall at four o'clock that morning,

paused for a moment to take breath, and

sent a mighty volume of raucous sound

quivering through the early stillness.

" Rah, rah, rah ! Hah, hah, hah ! Rah,

rah, rah ! "

There was a little commotion amongst the

Cray, old bean, you're seeing things,' hiccoughed a young scion

" For Heaven's sake," he exclaimed, look-

ing over his shoulder, " what. are you

making that noise for ? "

" I want my automobile," Mr. Cray

explained, cheerfully. " I've got an

American chauffeur who knows the old

college call. I guess he's heard me."
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he has if he's this side

the officer commented.

" I should say

of the Strand,"

dryly.

" He's not only heard it but here he is,"

Mr. Cray observed, complacently, as his

limousine stole up through the tangle of

â�¢* "

of the Stock Exchange, temporarily gorgeous in ruffles and lace."

vehicles and drew up to the steps. " That's

worth a shout, eh ? "

There were many in the waiting crowd

who looked wistfully at the car, for a

drizzling rain was falling and taxi-cabs were

scarce. Mr. Cray looked round at the officer

and his companion and addressed the former.

" Can I give you a lift anywhere, sir ? "

he asked. "I'm going to the Milan Hotel,

but I don't mind a bit out of my way as long

as it isn't entirely in the opposite direction."

The officer stepped forward almost eagerly..

If you could give my wife and me a

lift as far as Moon

Street, Chelsea,"

he said. " it would

be awfully good of

you. I ordered a

taxi-cab, but I'm

afraid he's gone

off with someone

else. My wife's ter-

ribly tired, too."

" Step right in,"

Mr. Cray invited,

hospitably. " Tell

the chauffeur your

number. Captain.

Let me give you

a cushion, ma'am.

Pretty tiring

My God ! "

They were all

three in the car

now, the officer

with his head out

of the window,

directing the

chauffeur. A black

domino had up to

the present con-

cealed the whole

of the lady's form,

but the eyes, glow-

ing so steadily in-

to his through the

folds of her black

lace mantilla, were

unmistakable. The

faintest of weary

smiles played upon

her lips as she

gazed into Mr.

C r a y's thunder-

struck face. The

officer withdrew

his head from the

window.

" Major Hartopp

my name is, sir,"

he said. " I can't

tell j-ou how grate-

ful my wife and I

are."

" Joseph P. Cray is my name," the other

rejoined. " I've come across your good lad}'

before this evening."

" Yes," the Spirit murmured, sleepily,

from her corner; " Mr. Cray was very kind

to me. He gave me wine and let me sit

down in his box."
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" And I understood you to say that your

name was Christine Seboa," Mr. Cray

observed, too eager for some measure of

elucidation to be anything but ruthless.

" I am Christine Seboa," \vas the reply,

spoken in a dull, hollow tone. " The whole

world knows that."

Mr. Cray glanced across at his male

vis-Ã -vis. Major Hartopp sighed slightly

and shook his head, with a warning glance

towards the figure at his side, and Mr. Cray,

understanding his gesture to mean that his

wife was to be humoured, relapsed into

silence. The car turned southward, passed

down Sloane Street, and plunged into the

purlieus of Chelsea, finally pulling up at what

was apparently a pleasant, little-frequented

thoroughfare.

" You must come in and have a whisky-

and-soda," the young soldier insisted,

hospitably.

Mr. Cray shook his head.

" I guess it's too late," he replied. " Be-

sides, I'm just as well without any more

liquor."

His new acquaintance, however, would

take no refusal, and eventually they all

descended from the car and passed through a

cheerful little hall into a small morning-room,

where a bright fire was burning in the grate.

Decanters of whisky and brandy, and several

siphons of soda-water, were arranged upon

the sideboard. The Spirit came no farther

than the threshold of the room. She stood

looking at Mr. Cray with strange and mourn-

ful intensity.

" Good night," she said. " You have been

very kind to me."

" Say, won't you take off that mask for a

moment before you go ? " Mr. Cray begged.

"I'd like to be able to recognize you when

we meet again."

She shook her head very slightly. Her

husband frowned across at her in good-

natured annoyance.

" Look here, Mina," he protested, " why

don't you do as Mr. Cray asks ? I'm pretty

sick of the thing myself."

" I cannot," she answered, simply. " I

have promised."

" Rubbish ! " her husband answered,

testily. " There isn't anyone to promise."

" Good-bye, Mr. Cray," she said.

" Good evening, Mrs. Hartopp," he replied,

with a bow. " I'd like it first-rate if you

and your husband could fix it up to take

dinner with me at the Milan one night."

" You are very kind," she murmured, and

drifted away.

Major Hartopp drew a little breath of

undisguised relief at the closing of the door.

He drew up an easy-chair to the fire and

almost pushed his guest into it. Then he

mixed him a whisky-and-soda of generous

proportions, served himself also with liberal"

ity, and sank down upon a couch opposite

to his guest.

"Mr. Cray," he confided, "I feel that I

owe you an explanation."

I wouldn't go so far as that," his vis-li-vis

replied, " but I must admit that your good

lady puzzled me some."

" Do you know anything about spiritual-

ism ? " Major Hartopp asked.

" Not one darned thing," Mr. Cray acknow-

ledged.

" Neither do I, but it seems that my wife,

before I married her, was a medium."

" Holds converse with spirits, and that

sort of thing ? " Mr. Cray ventured, dubiously.

" Worse ! " his companion groaned.

" Spirits actually take possession 'of her,

enter into her body, speak with her tongue,

crush out her own personality and obtrude

their own."

" You don't say," Mr. Cray murmured.

" It seems that she has a personality or

spirituality which very few human beings in

the world possess," his companion went on.

" Hers, they tell me, is one of the few bodies

in the world accessible to the sympathetic

dead. They seem to have a taste for

revelry, too. One of them always weighs in

if we are going to a dance or anything of

that sort. Christine Seboa turned up at

eight o'clock this evening, just as we were

settling down to dinner. Completely spoilt

the whole pleasure of the dance for me. I

hate spooks."

MR. CRAY studied his vis-Ã -vis for several

moments with half-closed eyes. Major

Hartopp was to all appearance the

perfect prototype of the well-bred, simple-

minded, moderately intelligent young British

soldier. He had a slight ruddy moustache

which went well with his sunburnt cheeks,

bine eyes, and fair hair inclined to curl. He

looked rather like a spoilt boy who has been

defrauded of his evening's entertainment.

" Do you seriously believe what vou are

telling me ? " Mr. Cray demanded.

" Hang it all, man," was the irritable

reply, " you don't suppose I should joke over

such an infernal business I Until that dreary

Christine hops it, my wife will be half asleep

and as cold as an icicle. To-morrow she'll

telephone to some of these spook lunatic?,

and they'll haunt the house then for days

until Mina is herself again. I tell you I hate

the whole infernal business."

Mr. Cray turned his cigar round and round

in his fingers, sipped his whisky-and-soda.

and pondered. Just inside the room, the

kit-bag which they had brought from the

Albert Hall had burst one of its fastenings,

and a glitter of red, the same colour as the

flaming costume of Mephistopheles, showed
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itself. He opened his lips to ask a question,

but decided to postpone it. Major Hartopp

was not in the least the type of a Mephisto-

pheles. His florid complexion, his ingenuous,

if a little peevish, expression, stamped him

as belonging to a different order of being

altogether. Everything about him pro-

claimed the sports-loving young officer, who

has done well enough in the Army to have

attained his majority and stopped there.

" I can't make out why Mina seems to

have attached herself to you so much this

evening," her husband ruminated. " She

came to see you several times, didn't she ? "

" She came twice," Mr. Cray admitted.

" She had some supper the first time."

" You aren't psychic or anything of that

sort, are you ? "

" Not that I know of," was the cautious

reply.

" Says you saw her dancing with Satanâ��

what ?""

" I saw that all right," Mr. Cray admitted.

" A weird-looking couple they made, too."

" Well, no one else did," her husband

declared. " There wasn't a Satan there, as

a matter of fact."

Mr. Cray's eyes rested upon the gaping

kit-bag. He stroked his chin. His whole

interest in the evening's adventure was

reviving.

" That's so ! " he murmured.

" Not a sign of one," the young man

continued. " According to Mina, that proves

you to be possessed of negative psychic

attraction. I don't know what it means,

old fellow, but you've got it. She declares

that she was drawn to you as a trembling

leaf blown by the wind."

Mr. Cray surreptitiously patted his breast

pocket, where a slight protuberance in-

dicated the continued presence of his some-

what bulky pocket-book.

" She did kinder stay round in a weird

sort of fashion," he admitted. " I thought

she was trying to play some joke upon me.

I couldn't seem to tumble at what she was

driving at, half the time."

" My wife's all right when she's herself,"

the young man declared, irritably. " It

was this infernal Christine Seboa who was

trying to rake you into the spook business.

Between you and me, I hate the whole thing.

Half of it's bunkum, and the other half's

unwholesome. Just one more small whisky

before you go ?"

" Only a spot, then," Mr. Cray assented,

holding out his glass. " Not quite so strong

this time."

" It's pretty nearly pre-war," his host

remarked, as he resumed his seat. " Good

God! "

Both men glanced towards the door. The

Spirit was standing thereâ��a singular appari-

tion. A white dressing-gown hung loosely

down her back, she was still wearing her

black mask. Her eyes were fixed upon

Mr. Cray.

" You must come," she begged, speaking

very softly yet with almost singular distinct-

ness. " You must please come. They will

not let me sleep. They call for you all the

time."

" I am sorry," was the hasty response,

" but I'm just off home. I should have gone

before now but your husband's whisky was

too good to leave."

Mr. Cray rose to his feet with determina-

tion. His host followed his example.

" Mina," the latter protested, " you really

must not worry Mr. Cray now. You are

quite mistaken in him. He's as much outside

all this business as 1. am."

She shook her head. Her eyes still pleaded

with Mr. Cray.

" If you are not happy you shall not stay,"

she said, " but you must come or they will

give me no peace."

" I guess there's some mistake," Mr. Cray

declared, coldly. " You'll have to excuse

me."

Her distress became almost a paroxysm.

She clutched the framework of the door

with either hand, barring their egress.

Hartopp drew his guest on one side.

" Look here, Mr. Cray," he begged, apolo-

getically, " be a good chap and humour her

for two minutes. Just put your head into

her little sanctum. She calls it her temple.

Maybe that'll satisfy her, and you needn't

stay a minute."

" Has she got it into her head that there

are spooks there waiting for me ? " Mr. Cray

queried.

" Of course it's all utter nonsense," the

other rejoined, " but she'll never rest now

unless you do it. I'll come along as far as

the door, anyway."

Mr. Cray shrugged his shoulders, and the

little procession, led by the Spirit, passed

down the passage by the side of the staiicase

until they reached a door at the far end.

" Come," she whispered, opening it softly.

Mr. Cray stood by her side. There was no

light and the darkness was impenetrable.

It was also very Cold, as though the windows

were open. The only visible object was the

Spirit standing by his side, a pillar of white,

her eyes like points of fire.

" Say, what's doing here ? " Mr. Cray

asked, a little uneasily. " Do your visitors

need to come in through the window ? I

guess "

" Please be quiet," a low voice begged him.

" Be silent for one moment. Listen."

Mr. Cray listened, and it seemed to him

that he heard the door close behind him.

He half turned around. The curtains were
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shaking as though a sudden wind were

blowing into the room. Then he felt fingers

upon the pulses of his wrist, and immediately

it seemed to him that they were beating as

though they would break through his flesh ;

fingers upon his temples, and immediately

the sense that sledge-hammers were beating

there, beating against the nerves of his life.

His whole sense of being had become

pandemonium. The roaring of a furnace

was in his ears. He felt himself sinking down

and down into space, fallingâ��lower and lower.

MR. CRAY opened his eyes. There were

splashes of daylight in the sitting-room,

which made the electric lights look

feeble and dim. On the lounge opposite,

Major Hartopp was still reclining, although

he had changed his dress coat for a dressing-

gown and removed his collar. He welcomed

Mr. Cray's opening eyes with a little sigh of

relief.

" Feeling the better for your nap ? " he

asked, glancing suggestively at the clock.

" My nap ? " Mr. Cray repeated, vaguely.

His vis-Ã¢-vis nodded and stifled a yawn.

" You dropped off like a child," he said.

" I don't want to seem inhospitable, but I

think you had better wake up now. Your

chauffeur has been in twice and he doesn't

seem in the best of tempers."

Mr. Cray looked at the extinct cigar which

had apparently slipped from his fingers and

lay upon the hearthrug, brushed the cold

ashes from his waistcoat, and rose to his feet.

" What happened to me in that room ? "

he demanded.

" Which room ? " his host asked.

" The one at the end of the passage, where

you and I and your wife went together."

Major Hartopp looked at his guest hard,

then he smiled.

" You've been dreaming," he observed.

" You haven't left that easy-chair since you

arrived, and you certainly haven't seen

anything of my wife. She went straight to

bed directly we got home."

" Straight to bed ? " Mr. Cray repeated,

in a dazed tone. " You mean to tell me

that she didn't come down here in a white

dressing-gown and still wearing a mask, and

talk about spooks who were clamouring for

me in the room at the end of the passage ? "

Major Hartopp stifled a yawn.

" She most certainly did not," he declared,

a little testily. " You'll forgive my hurrying

you, old chap, won't you ? " he went on,

leading the way towards the door. " To

tell you the truth, I'm dying to get to bed.

If I'd had any idea that you were dreaming

things, I'd have woke you up "

" Dreaming ! " Mr. Crn'- " fred.

" Sounds like some

the other observed.

sleeping so peacefully, though, that I hated

to disturb you."

Mr. Cray felt suddenly for his pocket-

book. It was there in its accustomed place,

just as bulky and capacious as ever. Neither

had the kit-bag, with its incriminating gleam

of scarlet, been removed.

" Not your bag, is it ? " Major Hartopp

asked, carelessly.

" I hadn't any grip at all," Mr. Cray

answered. " Isn't it yours ? "

Major Hartopp shook his head.

" Mine was practically empty. All I took

in it was a couple of bottles of champagne.

I set it down on the steps of the Albert Hall

while we were waiting, and must have picked

up this one by mistake. I'll send it back

presently. Jove, isn't the air good ! " he

added, as he opened the front door and let in

a little of the cool morning breeze. " So

long ! Look us up some day. You'll find

us in the telephone book."

" Sure ! " Mr. Cray promised. " Sorry to

have kept you up," he added, mechanically.

MR. CRAY sat back in the corner of

the car, no longer in the least sleepy,

and probably the most puzzled man in

London. He had no headache nor any other

sign of ill-being such as might reasonably have

been expected to remain with a man who

had been drugged or otherwise maltreated.

The roll of notes remained in his pocket-book

untouched. He knew better than anyone

else could that he was and had been all the

time perfectly sober. What explanation was

there for the strange experience through

which he had passed ? Mentally he tabulated

the various questions as they had occurred

to him.

1. Was Mrs. Hartopp simply a foolish and

hysterical woman who had imposed even

upon her husband, and who had attached

herself to him out of caprice ?

2. Was she really a medium and in direct

communication with the world of spiritland,

in which up till now he had had no faith ?

3. Was she a clever adventuress with

fraudulent designs upon him ? Against that,

his pocket-book and jewellery were still

untouched.

4. What was the position of Major

Hartopp ?

5. Had he really slept in his easy-chair

and only dreamed of that brief period of

unconsciousness ?

There was sometliing in the early morning

atmosphere which encouraged common sense.

One by one Mr. Cray discarded the sus-

picions which had grown up in his mind.

By the time he had reached his rooms at the

Milan Court he had almost forgotten them,

a pleas anÃsense of anticipatory luxury,

" plunged into a steaming
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bath, lying there for a few minutes with half-closed eyes

before stretching out his hand lazily for the sponge and soap.

Suddenly he sat bolt upright, gazing at the first finger of his

right hand. At exactly the spot where he was in the habit of

grasping his fountain pen was a deep smudge of ink. He

stared at it in blank and complete amazement, with a host of

new ideas rushing into his brain. For of one thing Mr. Cray

was absolutely and completely certainâ��there had been no such

blemish upon his finger whenjie had left his box at the Albert Hall.

Precisely two minutes after the front doors of the South

Audley Street branch of a well-known bank had been opened,

Major Hartopp descended from a taxi, and, after some

pocket, produced a

handed across the counter,

glanced at it, turned to

few feet away, who was

up a list of credits, and,

upon the counter, moved

a position from which he

could command a view of

a small private office. He

fumbling in his

cheque which he

The manager

another customer a

apparently adding

leaving the cheque

a couple of yards to

made some un-

distinguish able

sign, and a mo-

ment later Mr.

Cray strolled in.

Major Hartopp

greeted him

affably.

' Both men glanced towards the door. The Spirit was standing thereâ��a singular

apparition. ' You must come,' she begged. ' You mast please come.' "
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" Morning, Mr. Cray ! Up and about

early, what ? "

" I might say the same of you," Mr. Cray

remarked, pointedly.

" This gentleman has just presented a

cheque for a thousand pounds, drawn by

you," the manager announced. " May I

ask if it is in order ? "

" It most surely is not," was the forcible

reply.

The customer who was counting the credits,

and who bore a strong resemblance to the

monk of the night before, moved a little

back from the counter, standing lx>tween

Major Hartopp and the door. That gentle-

man, however, seemed in no wise embarrassed.

" Cheque for a thousand fiddlesticks ! "

he scoffed. " Look at it again, my dear sir."

The manager glanced at the cheque,

frowned in a puzzled manner, and stood for

a few seconds with his mouth open, with the

air of one stricken dumb with astonishment.

" Have a look at it yourself, Mr. Cray,"

Major Hartopp continued. " It's a silly

business, I admit, but my wife got the idea

last night that you were a strong unbeliever.

As you know, I'm a bit that way myself,

but if that's really your signature, this

Christine Se boa is a dangerous sortofaspook."

The three men gazed together at the

cheque. It was clearly enough a cheque

for one sovereign, made out to Christine

Seboa or bearer.

" It can't be my writing," Mr. Cray

declared, " because I never remember writing

it, but it's the most wonderful imitation I

ever saw. Come to think of it, too," he

went on, in a puzzled manner, " the only

thing that brought me here was some ink

on my fingers."

" Oh, you wrote the cheque all right,"

Major Hartopp affirmed. " It's a trick of one

of her spooks. My instructions were to cash

this and to ask you to dinner."

The manager for the first time recovered

his power of speech. " The most amazing

part of the whole'matter is," he declared,

" that I could have sworn this gentleman

presented a cheque for a thousand pounds."

Major Hartopp smiled.

" I should scarcely have entered into a

joke of that sort," he observed. " What

about that pound ? You signed the cheque

all right."

Mr. Cray nodded. His eyes were still

fixed upon his indubitable signature. At a

sign from him, the manager passed a pound

note across the counter, which Major Hartopp

folded and passed into liis coat pocket.

' Dine" with us at the Ð�-- * night at

eight o'clock, Mr. Cray " and

I promise you shall hi back

with interest ! "

(An<

dvei

" I shall be delighted, "Mr. Cray murmured.

" See you later, then," the young officer

concluded, nodding to the manager and

taking his leisurely departure. " Good morn-

ing."

Major Hartopp left the bank and they

heard his taxi drive away. The manager

stood on one side of the counter and Mr. Cray

on the other. The inspector strolled up to

them. They all examined the cheque for a

sovereign.

" This gets me," Mr. Cray confessed. " If

that isn't my signature, I'll eat the cheque."

" And if the cheque he showed me three

minutes ago wasn't for a thousand pounds,

I'll eat it too," the manager declared.

The inspector was called into the inner

office to answer the -telephone. â�¢ He was

out again in thirty seconds.

" We're spoofed somehow ! " he exclaimed.

" Major and Mrs. Hartopp are on the

Continent. Their house in Chelsea has been

taken furnished for a month by a man and

woman wanted very badly by the American

police. The man is a great sleight-of-hand

thief and one of the most dangerous adven-

turers in America. The woman has robbed

them in New York of over fifty thousand

pounds on this spook stunt."

The manager suddenly stooped down,

picked up a strip of paper from underneath

the counter, and held it out.

" A cheque for a thousand pounds ! " he

exclaimed. " I knew it ! "

" Simple as Ð� Ð� Ð¡ !" the inspector

exclaimed. " Our man saw at once there

was something wrong. He'd got the other

cheque ready, changed it, and slipped the

thousand-pound one through the hole in the

counter there for pass-books. I'll lay odds,

too, he's the man who got away with ten

thousand pounds' worth of jewels last night

in the costume of a scarlet Mephistopheles."

" I saw him with it," Mr. Cray groaned.

" Where were the cheques ? " the in-

spector asked.

Mr. Cray produced his pocket-book.

" I always have two or three loose ones

with me," he explained, " although I'd this

roll of notes, as it happened, last night."

The inspector glanced at the notes and

turned towards the door.

" I'm off," he exclaimed. " Lost too much

time already. Ask Mr. Thomson there to

look at your notes."

Mr. Cray produced them. The manager

held one up to the light.

" Faked," he exclaimed. " They changed

your notes, Mr. Cray, and took out your

cheques, but what I can't understand isâ��

how did they ever get you to sign them ? "

'orrying some about that myself."

nfided.

v next month.)
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I.

JOE QUINNEY

was in a bad

temper.

Everybody in

the Soho Square estab-

lishment, including

Susan, his wife, was

aware of this. Two

tilings had happened

to upset him. He had

been outbid at Christie's by a rival dealer

for the possession of a magnificent figure

of the goddess of Mercy, Kuan-Yin, which

he greatly coveted. And then, returning

to his sanctuary and heartening himself

upâ��as was his wontâ��by caressing gently

a beautiful famille noire bowl, the beloved

object had slipped, somehow, through his

fingers and shattered itself upon the par-

quet floor. Once before, when he was a

boy, such a disaster had happened, andâ��

to impress the accident upon a plastic

memoryâ��his father had dusted the boy's

jacket handsomely with a rattan cane.

Young Joe, like Poe's Raven, had muttered

to himself : " Never more ! "

He picked up the bits of the bowl and put

them away in a drawer. Everything is

possible to the cunning restorer of broken

porcelain, as the Portland Vase bears witness,

but Joe Quinney knew well enough that a

thing of surpassing beauty would degenerate,

after treatment, into what he detestedâ��a

cripple ! He couldn't caress cripples in

porcelain.

Alone in his sanctuary he meditated

mournfully upon the loss of the goddess of

-Mercy and the famille noire bowl. Susan,

he was aware, would not sympathize with

him wholeheartedly. For twenty years she

had been jealous of the loving attention paid

to the bowl. Once or twice she had secretly

contemplated its destruction.
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Ravaged by his emo-

tions, Quinney remained

alone in his sanctuary

undisturbed by the staff.

But, presently, his fea-

tures relaxed as he bent

over a small show-case

which held some minia-

tures. For many years

Quinney had refused to

buy miniatures, for the

sufficing reason that he knew little about

them. But sooner or later anything of real

beauty was bound to appeal to him, and

gradually expert knowledge had come to

him. Now, he confessed to Susan that he

preferred them to pictures.

He was gloating over a Petitot, when an

stant presented himself.

A lady to see you, sir."

What about ? " growled Quinney.

She asked to see you, sir."

I dessay," replied Joe, who relapsed into

the Doric of his youth when he was not at

his best; " but, by Gum, you know well

enough, my lad, that I don't see ladies just

because they ask to see me. Time is money

in these days. You hop it ! "

The assistant moved to the door and

paused.

" She's a nice lady in mourning, sir."

Quinney's attention was challenged.

" In mourningâ��ho ? So am I. Well,

I'll see her, although I don't suppose you

know the difference between a buyer and a

' rather nicer.' "

" Rather nicers " was a term of contempt

stigmatizing ladies who pottered about sale-

rooms applying substantive and adverb to

" gems " which they had no intention of

purchasing.

" She don't look a ' rather nicer,' " said

the assistant.

" I'll see the lady here."

Copyright, 1921, by Horace Annesley VachelU
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The lady was ushered into the sanctuary.

Quinney had to admit that her appearance

was prepossessing. He could acclaim quality

even when his liver was out of order. The

stranger bore herself with distinction ; her

voice had alluring inflections ; her hands

and feet were delicately fashioned.

" What can I do for you, madam ? "

" You are Mr. Quinney, aren't you ? "

" I'm Joe Quinney right enough."

" I am Mrs. Barben, of Barben-Lacy, near

Symington. Are you coming to our sale,

Mr. Quinney ? "

Quinney shook his head.

" I haven't heard of your sale, madam."

SHE took from her bag a catalogue, and

handed it to him in silence. Quinney

glanced at the title page, gleaning in-

stantly the information that an early Tudor

house, and what it held, was to be offered

for sale at an early date.

" I ought to have had one o' these," he

murmured.

He stared at the visitor, slightly raising

his brows. His eyes became alert.

" I'm surprised you didn't."

" Well, madam, I ain't."

" Indeed ? "

Quinney rapped the catalogue with im-

patient fingers as he said, tartly :â��

" The agents you have employed, madam,

don't send catalogues to me and men like

me."

The lady smiled faintly.

" Are there many men like you, Mr.

Quinney ? "

" Mighty few," replied Quinney, with

energy. " If you will kindly take a chair,

madam, I should like to have a squint at this

catalogue."

The lady sighed.

" I'm afraid, Mr. Quinney, that so famous

a dealer will find little to interest him."

" Then why have you come here ? " he

asked, bluntly.

But the words were void of offence, and

he had offered her the best chair in the room.

She sat down and answered his question with

entire frankness.

" There are a few good pieces and some

miniatures. I brought one miniature with

me, but I know nothing about it."

She took from her bag a miniature and

handed it to him.

" Ozias Humphrey!" he exclaimed,

sharply.

" Oh, no, Mr. Quinney. That is John

Barben, the great - grandfather of my

husband."

" I mean, madam, that Ozias Humphrey

painted it."

" Did he ? I've never heard of him."

Quinney looked cross. Unconsciously this

charming woman had touched a sore spot.

It irritated him to find persons in possession

of beautiful objects and knowing nothing

whatever about them.

" But you ought to know," he snapped at

her.

She shrugged a pair of slender shoulders.

" We are interested in our miniatures,"

she said, quietly, " because they are our own

people." Then she continued, hurriedly:

" My husband's father, Colonel Barben, and

his father before him, sold the more valuable

pictures and furniture, and most of the land.

The old house is left. Now that must go."

Quinney's eyes softened. He said in a

milder tone :â�� Â»

" You brought this miniature to me

thinking, perhaps, that I would offer you a

fair price for it ? "

" Oh, no. Our agents asked us to put

everything into the sale. They pointed out,

quite reasonably, so we thought, that the

very few good things left to us would attract

.the dealers."

" Urn ! " said Quinney, grimly. " I quite

understand, madam."

" But nowâ��I don't."

" That is very sharp of you."

She laughed lightly.

" We have our intuitions, Mr. Quinney.

Somehow, I can't explain why, you have

made me suspicious; not of you," she

hastened to add.

Quinney said nothing for a minute or two.

He glanced at the catalogue, turning over

the pages with nervous fingers.

" There isn't much," lie said, pensively ;

" and the little there is don't tell much.

Look at tliis item : ' A small collection of

family miniatures.' That might mean any-

thing or nothing to a London dealer. But

I'm sure o' this, Mrs. Barben, the man who

made out this catalogue knows an Ozias

Humphrey miniature when he sees it."

" You mean ?"

" I mean, ma'am, that you're up against

.a knock-out."

" A knock-out ? "

Quinney explained volubly.

" There's a queer sort of honour among

thieves, but I ain't a thief. Mind you, I

buy my stuff as cheap as I can. It ain't my

business to tell sellers in the open market

what their stuff is worth. The sellers ought

to know values, but most of 'em don't.

If they did, half the dealers in our business

would put up their shutters. You ought to

know that this miniature is worth forty

pounds and the name of the man who

painted it, but you don't. At your sale it

may bring a couple o' pound, but at the

' knock-out ' afterwards the dealers will bid

it up amongst "emselvesâ��see ? "

" Not yet."
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" Quinney Â» eyes softened. He said in a milder tone: ' You brought this miniature to

me thinking, perhaps, that I would offer you a (air price for it ? ' '
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Quinney chuckled as he made his meaning

clear. Dealers of the less reputable sort

did not bid against each other at public

sales for the possession of valuable objects.

In a cosy room at some neighbouring tavern

the precious objects cheaply bought in by

the fraternity were "put up" for a second

time. Quinney concluded on a personal

note :â��

" I've attended knock-outs, madam,' and

I've been knocked out. I don't do business

that way now, and that is why I wasn't sent

this catalogue."

His visitor gasped.

" I should like to look over what is in your

house, Mrs. Barben, and I should like to do

it on the quiet."

" I return to Barben-Lacy this afternoon,

Mr. Quinney. You have only to name a day

convenient to you."

He named the morrow, and Mrs. Barben

smiled, thanked him, and went her way.

II.

A TER reaching Westhampton, Quinney

engaged a motor. The man who

drove the car supposed that his fare

was afraid of catching cold, because he sat

muffled up to the eyes as he sped through

the ancient town of Symington. Quinney

removed his muffler as soon as he reached

Barben-Lacy.

It was a delightfully attractive old manor

house standing upon high ground, with the

Solent in front of it and the Forest of Ys

behind it. Between the house and the sea

stretched water-meadows and marshes with

an estuary winding through them. Some

excellent farming land lay high above the

water meadows. It struck Quinney imme-

diately that here was a compact domain not

likely to tax too heavily the resources of the

owner. The house was not too big, and the

garden encircling it of modest dimensions.

A family, so he decided, might live quietly

in such a place for many centuries. He

felt unhappy at the thought of Barben-Lacy

being sold.

A parlourmaid opened the front door, and

she looked as if she might combine in a stout

personality the more arduous duties of a

housemaid. Quinney perceived that the old

house was in sad need of restoration within

and without.

Mrs. . Barben received him in an oak-

panelled parlour full of furniture of different

periods, most of it worthless in the eye of a

collector.

" The Barbens have been here," said the

chÃ¢telaine, " for five hundred years."

" May I see the miniatures first, ma'am ? "

A modest collection was submitted to

critical eyes. Quinney perceived a Samuel

Cooper, some Cos- nl Eng*

a Plimer, and three enamels by Zincke. All

were in admirable condition.

" We keep them in a drawer, Mr. Quinney."

" It's a wicked shame to expose miniatures

to the light," observed Quinney. Then he

added, curtly : " What you have here,

ma'am, is worth about five hundred pound

to a dealer. At Christie'sâ��if the right

people were biddingâ��they might fetch more.

They would be worth in the neighbourhood

of what I say to me."

" I had no idea they were so valuable."

" Now, ma'am, I'll step through the

house. We might take a look at the pictures

first."

They did so. Quinney learned that every

picture of value had been sold long ago.

And the eighteenth - century furniture,

together with some earlier bits, had vanished

likewise. Here and there he discovered a

chair and a bureau which had been over-

looked. But, practically speaking, with the

exception of the miniatures, there was hardly

anything in the old house to lure a famous

dealer from London to Symington.

Mrs. Barben insisted charmingly that he

should lunch with her and her husband.

Major Barben came in. Quinney liked him

at sight, and liking wanned into sympathetic

interest within half an hour. The Major

had survived the retreat from Mons and four

years in I-'rance. It struck Quinney that the

young manâ��he looked about twenty-eightâ��â�¢

was singularly frank and outspoken about lus

affairs. Colonel Barben had just died. The

small estate was encumbered by a mortgage.

" We have to sell, Mr. Quinney, and that's

all there is about it."

" Seems a shame," said Quinney. " After

five hundred years, by Gum 1 "

The Major nodded, adding, curtly : " The

portrait of the Barben who was the curse of

the fanu'ly hangs opposite to you. I sit with

my back to him on principle."

Quinney stared at an ancient canvas badly

stretched and dark with the dirt of centuries.

Major Barben went on, acrimoniously :â��

" We had a great man in our family, Sir

. David Barben, who was in high favour with

Henry VIII. But he left everything he

could away from his grandson and heir,

Richard Barben, because he knew him to be

a wrong 'un. Oddly enough, this spend-

thrift and gambler became a bit of a pincher

after he succeeded, but his bad qualities

popped out again in his descendants. My

great-grandfather spent everything he could

lay his hands on. And he was a smuggler."

" Smuggler ? " repeated Quinney.

" I'll show you something presently which

will interest you."

" And so will I," murmured Mrs. Barben.

" Are you a father, Mr. Quinney f " asked

the Major.
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" One daughter," said Quinney.

" Ah ! My wife wants to show you a son."

Quinney was more and more pleased with

this agreeable couple, but it remained plain

to him that the approaching sale of their

ancient house affected, them grievously. The

two men were left together in the dining-

room to drink coffee and smoke a cigar.

" The boy will be brought in," said Major

Barben.

He was.

Quinney pronounced him emphatically to

be a fine fat baby boy, old enough to grip

tightly an extended forefinger.

" He holds on to it," said Quinney. " I

should have liked to have a little son, but,"

he added, solemnly, " the birth o' my

daughter nearly did me in. What I suffered

with my first an' last tongue can't tell,

leastways not mine." >

Mrs. Barben laughed and carried out the

baby.

In a few more minutes Quinneyâ��always

avid for informationâ��gathered some in-

teresting details. The house had to go, but

the Major would remain upon a small farm,

all that was left of a big property, and

fortunately unencumbered.

" What would it take to save the house ? "

asked Quinney.

The Major looked slightly astonished, but

Quinney's honest face disarmed lum.

" Five thousand," he answered, curtly.

Having no appetite, probably, for indiscreet

questions, the young man rose from the table

and led the way into a sitting-room. Quinney

noticed at once the immense thickness of the

walls.

" This is the oldest part of the house,"

explained his host. " Examine that alcove,

please."

Quinney did so, noticing that it was

framed. The frame interested him imme-

diately.

" That's a rare old frame," he remarked.

Within the frame was the alcove lined with

a dusky red rep. Upon some shelves stood

some porcelain of no particular value.

" Under that rep," said Major Barben,

" is a door leading to a cellar. In that

cellar was kept the smuggled brandy, and

many a haunch of the King's venison. My

grandfather affirmed that the frame held a

picture, wliich, of course, concealed the

alcove."

As he spoke he touched a hidden spring

and the frame swung back.

" Very dodgy," observed Quinney.

" The picture that was in the frame must

have been sold long ago."

" I wonder," said Quinney, thoughtfully.

After a pause he added, tentatively : " That

picture in the dining-room ofâ��of the ' wrong

'un 'â��would just about fit that frame."

" You are mistaken. It's larger."

Ouinney_ stared at an open fireplace.

" Does that chimney smoke ? " he asked.

Barben laughed.

" It didâ��horribly, till my father found

some patent chimney-pot. But why do

you ask ? "

" The picture in the dining-room is black

with smoke. I know enough to be sure of

that."

" You may be right, Mr. Quinney."

Quinney produced a foot rule.

" For the fun of the thing I'd like to

measure that frame."

" Certainly."

Quinney did so. Together the men re-

turned to the dining-room. Triumphantly,

Quinney demonstrated that he was right.

The picture might have gone into the frame

round the alcove. He examined it with

quickened interest and attention.

" It's a bad portrait," said Barben. But

Quinney remained silent, staring not at the

face of the " wrong 'un," but at the broad

chest beneath it.

" It is bad and it isn't," he said at last.

" What can you mean ? "

" I wish I had some Castille soap and a

small sponge."

" We are still able to supply that. But "

" The face is dud work," said Quinney,

" and one can't see much else, but the hands

are a bit of all right."

" You have sharp eyes to see them. Are

you serious ? Shall I get some soft soap and

hot water ? "

" Lu' warm, please," amended Quinney.

" You shall have both in a jiffy."

MAJOR BARBEN left the room. Quin-

ney mounted a chair. He peered long

and hard, not at the hands, but at

what appeared to be the collar of some

Order and the ruff above it. Then he

whistled softly, and descended from the

chair.

Barben came back. Quinney made a

lather, dipped a small sponge into it, and

ascended the chair.

" By Jove ! " exclaimed the Major.

After ten minutes of gentle rubbing; part

of the collar was revealed.

" No duffer painted that," said Quinney.

" What conclusion do you come to ? "

asked Barben.

" None as yet, Major. It's fairly obvious,

though, that one man painted the face and

another the collar."

" Yes, it is."

" I'd like to carry that picture back to

London with me, and take some of the dirt

off it."

The young man hesitated and flushed

slightly.
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" Iâ��I can't afford to spend money on

cleaning inferior pictures."

" But that will be my affair. I can slip

the picture out of its frame, remove the

stretcher, and roll it up."

Major Barben nodded, impressed by

Quinney's

manner.

"It won't

fetch less at the

sale after I've

been at it," he

went on. "And

I may bid for

it myself. I

shall bid for

the miniatures,

unless you care

to dispose of

them by private

treaty."

" I'm afraid

now I couldn't

do that. I can

sell the house

and everything

in it before the

sale, but we

have no nibbles

even. People

aren't buying

houses without

mode rn im-

provements,

and out of re-

pair."

"I suppose

not," said

Quinney. "Well

â�� what about

this picture ? "

" You can do

what you like

with the old

scoundrel. I

shall be glad to

be rid of him,

but he must

appear at the

sale."

"He'll be

there all right,"

said Quinney,

cheerfully.

III.

QUINNEY returned to London and his

wife. But of the picture he said not

a word to the faithful Susan. He

mentioned casually the miniatures.

" A nice little lot, Susie. And I'll see to

it that they're bid up, my girl. A less

Ð§ man than your Joe might ha' got

ap."

Susan tossed her head.

" When you go on about your honesty,

Joe, I get scared. I do indeed."

Quinney grunted and grinned.

Next morning he went to work upon the

dingy canvas. And .he whistled as he

Let him go into the sale as he is,' said the Major, testily.

worked. When the collar was plainly

revealed, he chuckled.

" I've seen you before," he muttered.

He locked up the canvas and betook

himself to the National Gallery, where he

spent a profitable half hour. Thence he

hurried, still whistling, to the British

Museum. Quinney boasted, not without

reason, that he knew where to find expert
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authority upon any subject or object con-

nected with his beguiling profession. He

went straight up to the reading-room.

Within ten minutes the knowledge he

sought had become his. There had been a

David Barben high in favour with Henry

' Dear ! Dear ! ' said Quinney. ' In his frame he'll letch an extra fiver.' "

VIII., a notable personage. English history,

however, made mention of no other Barbens.

Sir David Barben had been Knight of his

Shire and a Privy Councillor. Full par-

ticulars concerning him were dug out of a

county history.

" Why," said Quinney to himself, " is the

'wrong 'un ' wearing an Order that belonged

to the right 'un ? "

Vol. lÂ«i.â��22

Vanity, of course, might account for this,

but vanity failed to account for the fact

that the bejewelled collar had been painted

by a master hand.

Before night the riddle was solved. Under

the scowling face of the " wrong 'un " lay

another face.

Quinney

removed

enough paint

from the hair

to reveal

hair of a dif-

ferent colour

beneath. We

present the

conjecture of

a shrewd

man for

wliat it may

be worth.

The " wrong

'un " had

hated the

great man

of the family,

who had

refused to

leave a hard-

earned for-

tune to a

wastrel. The

mere sight of

a noble face,

calmly be-

n i g n a n t,

must have

exasperated

the ne'er-

do-well un-

endurably.

Quinney

came to the

inevitable

conclusion

that Richard

Barben had

instructed

some local

painter to

cover the

face of David

Barben with

that of his

grandson.

To remove one surface of paint from

another surface beneath it is a long and

delicate process, but not beyond the powers

of a dealer as experienced in such matters as

Joe Quinney. However, he did not attempt

the task. Instead, he covered up with diit

the tiny bit of reddish hair which he had

exposed.

Upon the morrow he went back to the
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British Museum and spent some time in the

print-room. His patience and acuteness

were rewarded. He found a wood engraving

of Sir David Barben, Knight, after a picture

by Hans Holbein, and the hands of Sir

David were unmistakably the bands in the

portrait. Sir David wore the same jewelled

collar !

After this enlightening experience Quinney

passed a restless night. The tremendous

discovery was his alone. An authentic

portrait by Holbein might fetch anything

between five and ten thousand pounds,

particularly in America. It would be easy

to sell such a picture to half-a-dozen men of

his acquaintance.

He had two unsophisticated people to

deal with. Already they were under obliga-

tions to him because he had placed a fair

value on the miniatures. He could return

the portrait of Richard Barben, much

improved by cleaning. He could attend

the sale, buy the miniatures and the family

pictures, which were not even specified in the

catalogue. The pictures would go for less

than a hundred pounds. More, as a sop to

his conscience, he would bid up the other

good bits, and take a malicious pleasure in

doing so, all to the advantage of Major and

Mrs. Barben.

It must be remembered that he had

suffered grievously in his salad days at the

hands of other dealers. He had been " had "

to the tune of many hundreds of pounds.

Nowâ��he would get a bit of his own back.

He fell asleep, to awake unrefreshed and

unrepentant.

Early matutinal inspection of the portrait

fortified the conviction that nobodyâ��apart

from the few experts who were not likely

to attend a small country saleâ��would

suspect the truth. He had not removed all

the smoke and engrained dirt from the

canvas. It still looked what it appeared to

be superficiallyâ��a bad portrait of a singularly

unprepossessing man.

" It's a sitter," thought Quinney, as he sat

opposite to his Susan at breakfast.

" You didn't sleep well, Joe."

" No, I didn't. And what of it ? "

" Nothing, dear, but it reminded me of

that awful time when Mr. Hunsaker bought

the chairs which weren't Chippendale. You

talked in your sleep then ; yes, you did."

" Ho ! Talked in my sleep last night,

did I ?"

" You were tossing about and muttering."

" Maybe, Susie, I was dreaming of them

as downed me to-rights when we first came to

London town."

He finished his bacon in frowning silence

and returned to the portrait. The uneasy

Susan followed him, and discovered her

*â�¢<"!f"rful lord staring moodily at it.

" Heavens ! What a face ! " she

exclaimed.

" He was a wrong 'un, if you want to

know," admitted Quinney.

" And it's written on his face, Joe. It

always does come out, don't it ? "

" \^at comes out ? "

" Wickedness, to be sure."

" Urn ! " grunted Quinney.

Susan went back to her household duties.

Quinney rolled up the canvas. The sale

was advertised to take place in a week's

time. He made up his mind to carry the

portrait to Barben-Lacy, stretch it, place it

in its frame, and look carefully over the

miniatures and the other good bits.

" I'll let those Symington dealers have a

squint at me," he thought, " and then the

dirty dogs will know what they're up

against."

Engrossed by these thoughts he caught

sight of himself in a Chippendale mirror.

"Gosh!" he muttered. 'It does come

out, don't it ? "

IV.

HE was received at Barben-Lacy as an

honoured guest. Nevertheless, when

he unrolled the portrait of Richard

Barben, the Major exhibited annoyance rather

than gratitude.

" The fellow looks a regular devil," he

said, shortly.

" Yes," said Mrs. Barben, " I really

shouldn't like baby to look at him."

Quinney, in reply, demanded a hammer

and some tacks.

" Let him go into the sale as he is," said

the Major, testily.

" Dear, dear ! " said Quinney. " In his

frame he'll fetch an extra fiver."

" Nobody will buy him," affirmed Mrs.

Barben. Then, unable to interpret the odd

expression upon Quinney's face, she said,

quickly : " Do you like it ? "

" It's better than I thought it was,"

admitted Quinney.

Wife looked at husband.

" If you like it," said Major Barben,

" will you accept it from us ? There is

nothing to prevent our giving away an ugly

picture, and we are deeply grateful to you

for telling us about the miniatures."

" You are very kind," said Quinney, in a

hoarse voice. He was telling himself that

the thing had become too easy. He could

tuck the portrait under his arm and return

to London. Then he heard himself saying

in an odd voice :â��

" I do value that picture."

" It's a singularly evil face," said Major

Barben. " Since you have cleaned it I seem

to see in it a curious malevolence, as if he

foresaw the activities of my smuggling for-

bears. It's odd that he should have hung in
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that frame to hide the opening of the alcove.

He was a robber of the poor and helpless."

" Was he ? " murmured Quinney.

" And that, surely, is utterly despicable.

Your bold buccaneer appeals to me. The

men who sailed the Spanish Main earned

their loot, but this wretched ancestor of mine

oppressed his innocent tenantry. Away with

him ! He's yours, Mr. Quinney. We are

delighted to be quit of him."

Quinney nodded his head. After a pause

he said, slowly :â��

" Look at the face, and then at the hands."

The Major did so.

" It's difficult to txlieve that such hands

belonged to that face, Mr. Quinney. But you

said they were painted by somebody else."

" Yes, I did and do."

" But how do you really know ? "

" Well, for one thing, now that the picture

is cleaner, we can see the brush-work. I

should have said that the man who painted

those hands and that collar was left-handed."

" You are an expert."

Mrs. Barben said, playfully :â��

" Don't you think we might look at

somebody else ? If you will come into the

garden, Mr. Quinney, I'll show you our boy.

He would like to squeeze your finger again."

Quinney followed the mother and father

of " Boy " on to the lawn. Below them, not

a mile away, lay the Solent.

" The smugglers," said Barben, " crept up

that estuary. The wild-fowlers, who are

still my tenants, will practise the old trade

again if they get the chance."

But Quinney was looking at the baby.

" It sort o' worries me," he said, abruptly,

" to think that such a fine boy won't be a

Barben of Barben-Lacy."

Mrs. Barben turned her graceful head

aside. Quinney heard a stifled sob as the

Major said, frozenly :â��-

" You will excuse me, Mr. Quinney, from

discussing that."

" No, I won't ! " exclaimed Quinney.

" I beg your pardon ? "

" It's got to be discussed here and now.

I want that picture, Major, but you can't

afford to give it to me, because of this

boy."

Husband and wife admitted afterwards

that they thought their visitor was mad.

For the moment they dissembled.

" Can't afford to give it to you ? "

" No. Suppose 1 offered you five thousand

for it ? "

" Five thousandâ��what ? "

" Pounds ! " shouted Quinney. His eyes

were sparkling furiously, and his queer face

was twitching with excitement. BetÃ¶re the

astonished Barbens could utter a syllable he

went on : â��

" But you mustn't take my ofier. This

is an authentic Holbein. He painted with

his left hand ! It may fetch double as

much at Christie's. I'll attend to that for

you."

And then he explained everything.

THE portrait of Sir David Barben, Knight,

hangs to-day in the gallery of a New

York multi-millionaire. The Barbens

are still at Barben-Lacy.

SOME ADVENTURES OF

THE FOUR JUST MEN.

By EDGAR WALLACE.

A new series of mystery stories starting next month.

RESULT OF " MISTAKES " COMPETITION IN MAY NUMBER.
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I.

Madame Tetrazzini, the greatest living soprano, relates in these articles the

fascinating story of her amazing career. The great prima donna has had

innumerable adventures in all parts of the globe; wherever she has gone she

has been publicly fâ�¬ted and lionized as one of those divine songstresses who

appear but once in a century. She tells of meetings with Royal and other

important personages; how her earnings by her wonderful voice have

reached the amazing total of over one million pounds; her first sensational

bow to London, to New York, and other great cities; entertaining stories of

her battles with impresarios and theatre managers; the friendships she has

made and the enmities and jealousies that have been aroused by her astonishing

successes; and how the great Patti came to hear if the Press were right in

speaking of her as the " New Patti," and how the kind-hearted Queen of Song

afterwards told her that she, Tetrazzini, was her legitimate successor.

THE first name that I heard to remem-

ber was the magic name of Patti.

Shall I ever forget the first time I

heard it and the strange thrill which

ran through my young being as the full

purport of it was made plain to my eager,

childish mind ?

It was at our house in Florence. The

family were all in the sitting-room. My

mother, busy and gentle as always, was

sitting on one side of the fire, sewing ; oppo-

site to her was my father, comfortably

reclining in his easy chair. Between them,

rolled into a fluffy ball on the rug, was our

tortoiseshell cat, quietly purring. The piano,

an instrument which, through too frequent

use, was often getting out .of tune, but was

nevertheless an excellent friend to us all,

stood in the far corner. My sister Eva,

nine years older than myself, was playing

something from one of the operas. I, the

baby, and, I have been told, a general

favourite, could not have been more than

Copyright, 1921, by A.

four or five years old at the time. But I

remember toddling over to the piano and

saying, " Let baby sing."

" Yes," said my mother, looking up from

her sewing. " Play for baby."

My sister played slowly and I sang the

notes. The words I did not know. Nor do

I remember the air. The notes came to me

very readily as we went through the piece.

When the air was finished I asked my sister

to play it over once more, and she did. I

remember that my mother and my other

sister, Elvera, four years older than I, ex-

claimed, " Bravo ! bravo ! " as I finished

singing. But my father ! He called me

over to him, took me on his knee, and

lovingly caressed my plump young face.

" Baby, I believe that you'll be a Patti some

day," he said.

" What's Patti ? " I asked, looking mysti-

fied.

Then he told me, in baby language, all

about the great Patti.

J. RuuelL
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As he spoke my eyes must have opened

very wide, as cliildren's eyes do when they

hear a wonderful story.

" Den me try to be a Patti, daddy," I

exclaimed, using a

phrase similar to this,

if not actually the

words. My father

hugged me close to

his broad chest and,

still caressing my

hair, again declared

his firm belief that

one day I should be

as famous as his

ideal.

Like so many

other Italian house-

holds, ours was a

musical home in the

fullest sense. My

mother had a sweet

voice which, whether

she was speaking or

singing, always de-

lighted my extremely

sensitive ear. But

she had never sung in

public or undergone a

training. She knew

all the old Italian

lullabies, and used to

sing me to sleep with

them when I was an

infant. My father

had a good ear but

no voice.

"MY EARLY DAYS

WERE VERY HAPPY

TIMES."

I can say truthfully

that my early days

were very happy

times. I do not look

back, as some inter-

national prime donne

have done, to a home

of poverty and early

struggles to keep the

hungry wolf from the

door. My father used

to supply to the

Italian Government

the uniforms for the

army officers, and so

earned a comfortable

living for our family.

Having a good head for figures, I used to

help him with his books, for which he used

to allow me a tiny sumâ��about sixpenceâ��

weekly as pin-money.

I have no harrowing tale to tell of my

musical studies, as have some of the great

Tetrazzini in " L*Africana," the opera in

which she made her debut.

singers and players. There was never a time

in my life when the work of preparation

seemed so hard that I felt like abandoning

the effort. I did not spend long hours prac-

tising scales and

voice production.

My maestri called me

their easiest pupil.

" You do not need a

maestro at all," said

one to me when I was

at the Conservatoire

of Music in my native

Florence. " Your

voice was born just

right."

Certain it is that

my actual training

was probably the

shortest of any prima

donna that the world

has produced. My

sister Eva had to go

through four years'

hard study and in-

cessant practice at

the Conservatoire

before being ap-

pointed to the chief

position in the Royal

Opera House at

Madrid. What it took

my sister four labor-

ious years to accom-

plish I did in a year

without effort. I do

not write this in a

spirit of boasting; on

the contrary, to show

that my success

seemed to have been

mapped out for me

by nature. I took

to music as a bird

takes to air. It was

my natural element.

\\ÐªÐµÐ¿ I first aspired

to a life of song my

mother pointed to the

trying experiences of

my sister Eva before

she became success-

ful. " The life of the

songstress is a hard

life," said my mother.

" It means so much

effort, so much self-

sacrifice, so many

disappointments, so many tears. Granted a

good voice, the difficulty of obtaining a debut.

of convincing impresarios of your worth, and

the moral temptations are almost insur-

mountable prior to 'arrival.' When you

become a good singer you are always living
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in fear of something affecting your voice.

The rewards are not worth the toil and effort."

If my mother could only then have looked

into the future and seen the truth ! If she

could have foreseen that in less than thirty

years I should be able to earn with my voice

no less than the stupendous sum of one

million pounds ! But she did not. Nor

did I.

" Stay and help your father in his busi-

ness," my mother counselled, " and become

a merchant's wife." I often wonder what

would have happened if I had done so. I

suppose I should still be living in a little

villa in Florence and be spending my days

singing to the birds and listening to the

stories told by my successful sister of her

visits to the other countries of the world.

My eyes would sparkle as she spoke of London

and its opera difficulties, of New York, all

sky-scrapers and hustle, and of dear old

sleepy Madrid.

When my sister practised at home under

her maestro I would steal into the room and

listen to the music. I still remember her

trials with " Gioconda," and how I had

learned it by heart without any special

instruction by the time she was ready to

sing it from the operatic stage.

When the maestro took me to the Con-

servatoire he introduced me as the new

musical prodigy. New students were re-

quired to take some little easy piece of music

and to sing it to the Principal. If the singer

gave any indication of promise she was

admitted. If not, she was turned away.

When my maestro took me first to the Con-

servatoire he told me to bring the aria from

the prison scene in " Mefistofele " sung by

Margherita. The piece is very difficult, as

everyone knows, and I was then only about

ten years old. Students are not usually

taken at this Conservatoire until they are

fifteen years old. But my maestro thought,

though I was so young, it was wise to intro-

duce me to the musical atmosphere of the

college as early as possible, and he asked for

an exception to be made to the rule in my

case.

Compared with the other pupils I was then

a very small, slim figure. The Principal

looked from my maestro to myself in astonish-

ment as I entered his room.

" What have you here ?" he queried.

" This is little Tetrazzini, my musical

prodigy."

" But she is only an infant."

" Her voice is grown-up, as you shall hear,"

" Then let me hear her sing."

I produced my excerpt from " Mefistofele,"

and the Principal raised his eyebrows.

" But she is not going to sing this ? "

My maestro said : " Oh, yes, she i= "

" But no one sings pieces like t*

admission. They do that when they go

away. If she can do this, why does she

come here at allâ��is it to teach us ? "

I sang, and the Principal turned to my

maestro with a look of astonishment. " You

are right," he said. " She is a musical

prodigy."

Instead of taking me to the beginners'

class, the Principal introduced me to a class

of girls who were second-year students, and

in one month I had passed ahead of the whole

class.

When the time came for the examinations

there promised to be some difficulty in obtain-

ing permission for me, through being so

young and in my first year, to sit for a second

year's examination. But the faculty rose

to the occasion and granted me special per-

mission to compete, with the result that I

came through an easy first agd secured a

tremendous advertisement for the institute.

It is still truly said of me at the Conservatoire

that Tetrazzini was unable to pass the first

year's examinationâ��for I was never troubled

to sit for it.

"I HAVE BROUGHT YOU VERDI'S NEW

OPERA."

IT was about this time that the Verdi

incident happened.

I feel that I must disclose this story, to

show how very human are all in the musical

profession, from the lowest to the highest.

In those days everyone was talking about

a great new opera on which that musical

genius, Verdi, was working. It was to be

one of the most wonderful operas ever com-

posed, so everyone was saying. We used to

discuss it at my home. Our maestri at the

Conservatoire used to speak eagerly of the

forthcoming work. And the whole town

generally was in a state of excitement over it.

One day the early post brought to my

sister a mysterious scroll which, when it was

opened, I was not allowed to see.

" It is a secret," said my sister, mysteri-

ously, and went to her room to pore over its

contents. Naturally, a secret of my sister's

set me a-tingling with eagerness to know it.

Later I heard her go to the piano and begin

to sing. I entered the room unobserved,

looked over her shoulder, and saw what

everyone in the musical world was waiting

and longing to secâ��Verdi's new opera,

" Otello " I

It was a first copy of a work not yet pub-

lished. A young man who was a near friend

of Eva's was working with the great com-

poser, and had secretly borrowed a copy of

the new work to send it to my sister. Though

his action was not blameless, his motive, so

far as my sister was concerned, was most

kind and thoughtful. He argued that by

-actising on an advance copy of a new
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opera my sister would become so proficient

that when the secret was at last told to

the world she would be the person most

likely to be given the principal vocal part.

At first my sister had determined to send

it back to her thoughtful admirer, as she said

it was not quite playing the game either with

Verdi or the other opera-singers. But the

temptation to enjoy just one glimpse of the

first page of the score was too strong. The

opening bars of the beautiful new work

arrested her interest, and she quickly ran

through the whole score. The next step

was to try a few bars on the piano. Soon

she was singing so gaily the secret " Otello "

that she did not notice that I, too, was listen-

ing. It was then too late to keep the secret.

So I joined with her in the first rehearsal of

the new opera.

That was a great night. We went through

the opera several times. My sister Elvera

played and Eva and I sang. It must have

been grey morning before we were able to

put the new work away and go to bed.

As the new opera was now a family secret

it was most necessary not to disclose its

existence to anyone outside our home. As I

was leaving for the Conservatoire, however,

I thought, in my girlish mind, how delightful

it would be to let my maestro have just a

peep at the work. I wrapped it up carefully

and, carrying it as though it were a piece

of delicate china, took it with me to the

Academy. At the earliest opportunity I

had a private word with my maestro.

Feeling very important and looking very

mysterious, I said that I had some new

treasure which would surprise him greatly.

" And what is your surprise, my little

prodigy ? " he asked, encouragingly.

" I have brought you Verdi's new opera."

" What ! " he exclaimed, and jumped into

the air in his excitement. " Let me see it,

quick, quick ! "

I'showed it to him and watched his eyes

bulging.

" Come in here," he said, and, leaving the

class to look after itself, he led the way to

one of the rooms where there was a piano

v.'ith which we could try it over without

being disturbed. He sat at the instrument

while I sang. At first he played softly and I

sang quietly. As we proceeded we entered

into the swing of the glorious work and

became less cautious. He played the piano

with reckless enjoyment, while I sang to

the full volume of my voice.

What was to be expected happened. Sud-

denly hearing the sound as of a heavy man

hurrying towards our door, we stopped in

alarm.

" Hide it, quick ! There's someone com-

ing ! " ejaculated the maestro.

I took the score and quickly thrust it under

some cushions. Then we put another old score

on to the music-rack. By this time someone

was banging heavily on the classroom door.

" Open the door ! Open the door ! This

minute ! I wish to enter."

We looked mutely at each other, for we

knew the owner of that voice all too well.

The maestro went to the door, unlocked it,

and in walked the Principal ! He looked at

us both very curiously, and then stalked

across to the piano and read the title of the

score on the music-rack.

" ' Faust ' ! he exclaimed. ' Faust ' ! It

was not ' Faust ' that you were playing."

Then he turned to me and said, " Signorina,

what were you singing just now ? "

My eyes fell ! I did not know what to say.

The maestro attempted to come to my

rescue by saying that I was singing a few

excerpts from the old operas.

" Old operas ! Old operas ! Come, come,

don't tell me that ! " he growled. " I know

every old opera that is in existence. That

glorious music has never been sung before

to my knowledge. Those notes, that har-

mony ! Have you a new opera here ? "

The Principal looked from one to the other

awaiting an answer. There was no help

for it. The secret had emerged from my

home ; it had to go farther now.

So I told the Principal the whole stcry.

I expected him to be righteously indignant.

I did not then know what a spell a new opera

by a man like Verdi could cast over anyone

in the profession.

The expression on the maestro's face

when I first showed him the new " Otello "

was a sight of wonder, amazement, and

delight that was unforgettable. But the

Principal ! He was almost delirious. Again

the scene I had participated in once before

that morning, and, previously, at home, was

enacted. The Principal took the new score,

glanced through its magic pages, rushed to

the door and locked it. Then the three of

us went to the piano and we sang the whole

of the new opera through again, the Principal

loudly expressing his delight at the work as

we went along.

" Yes, it's unquestionably Verdi," said

the Principal when we had come to the end

of the opera, and then he added a sentence

which was shortly to be taken up by others

and echoed throughout the realm of music.

" Verdi, yes, but a new Verdi," he declared.

" Our great composer has deserted the old

Italian school and is becoming Wagnerian.

But what a glorious work, nevertheless.

Yes, it's beautiful ! Oh, it will be a huge

success."

It was long past lunch-time before I

returned to my home with the precious

manuscript, for which, by the way, my sister

had been vainly searching during my absence.
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LEARNING TO BE A PR1MA DONNA.

â�¢ I 'HE hours that I spent in the Conserva-

ji toire were very short. I would rise in

the morning at seven-thirty and help

my mother to cook and prepare the break-

fast and to clean the house until eleven

'

trees and loved it. I still climb the trees

in my own orchard at Lugano and help in

plucking the season's fruit.

At eleven o'clock I used to be at the Con-

servatoire and would study and sing there

under my maestro until about twelve-thirty.

Then home to

lunch. The

afternoon was

usually spent

with myfather,

who, besides

giving me his

books to keep

straight, would

ask me to do

some of the

gold embroi-

dery work for

the collars of

the generals

and other

' Standing there, the cynosure of every eye m that crowded theatre, I addressed the

come to the stage.

o'clock. Housework always fascinated me

and still does. Though I own a palace, a

mansion, and when travelling stay in the

most luxurious hotels, I often lend a hand

to the servants who are scrubbing the

floors, sweeping the carpets, and cleaning

and tidying generally. I used to climb

great men of the army. From four to

five o'clock I would run through the lessons

of the morning, at home, for there was

nothing to do at the Conservatoire in the

afternoon. Every night after supper we

had a musical evening. Oh, those jolly

musical evenings ! Only when the family
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went out to pay a visit was there no

musical evening at our home. Even then

we would all take our music to our friends

and pass most of the hours singing, dancing,

and playing.

I learned how to be a prima donna in the

best of all possible schoolsâ��the opera-house.

My maestro used to say that I was born in

the opera-house, which was not strictly

correct. It was true, however, that I spent

more time in the opera-house when I was a

child than most singers have done. I have

always stated that it was in the opera-house

that I made my dÃ©but as a public singer, but

when I was in London in October, 1920, an

Italian baritone called at my hotel and stated

that it was not so, for, previous to my dÃ©but

at the Florence Opera House, I had sung with

him in a tiny hall at a concert held in a

village near to my town. He probably is

right, but now I have no recollection of the

incident. Since then I have sung in villages,

I found that I was soprano again with a very

high register. Since those days I have met

many sopranos whose voice first gave

promise of being contralto, and tenors who,

for a little while, were baritones.

MY FIRST APPEARANCE.

1DID not make my dÃ©but in a chorus as

most operatic singers have done. My first

public appearance, save for the forgotten

village incident which I have mentioned,

was as a prima donna in my own critical,

music-loving town of Florence. The oppor-

conductor thus : ' Don't

1 will play it.* "

worry, maestro. I know the part thoroughly well.

me

but usually in the open air, because of the

difficulty of obtaining a public hall of any

size.

In the early days of my teens I thought I

should be a contralto. My voice grew to be

very much like that of Mme. Clara Butt,

to-day, but this phase did not last long, and

tunity was both spectacular and unexpected.

It was Sunday evening. Previously the

impresario had met my brother in the town

and said : " You must come to ' L'Africana '

to-night. The house will be packed. It

will be a record night. We have a great

prima donna who has incessantly practised
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the part of Inez for weeks past. She is now

as near to perfection as any soprano you will

ever hear." My brother came home very

excited, bringing with him tickets for the

stalls, one for each of us.

As ever, I was the most interested and

excited one of the family. All day 1 was

thinking of the prima donna whose per-

formance that evening would make her the

talk of Florence for weeks to come. How I

envied her ! I thought of what my brother

had said as to her weeks of special preparation

for the part. Knowing that I had been

singing this opera almost daily ever since I

could toddle, I may be excused for feeling

that, however much at home this great

prima donna would be as Inez, she could not

feel and know the part better than I. But

she was a grown-up woman. I was then

only a girl with my hair still falling over my

shoulders. I was barely sixteen years of

age, and, as I have since been told, looked

much younger.

Inside the opera-house at Florence that

night were all who mattered in my home

town. Ð¯ was an assembly such as makes a

theatre manager feel unusually stern and

important. Then it happened !

The orchestra had just finished their

scraping and tuning-up preliminaries, ob-

viously conscious that they were very

important units in the great opening per-

formance and were all ready to strike forth

the opening bars, when a message was

whispered into the ear of the conductor.

Sitting there in my stall beside my mother,

my keen young ears heard something that

made my heart leap and then stop. It was

to the effect that the prima donna had not

arrived. In a flash, I was all alert and

trembling with excitement. I forgot my

youth, my inexperience, my girlish dress,

my general un prepared ness. All I could

think in that mad rush of eager emotion was :

" My chance has come ! There is no one

here who can take this part except little

Tetrazzini." The conductor was moving

about in uncontrollable agitation. He clasped

and unclasped his hands despairingly, tore

his hair, looked apprehensively from the

waiting orchestra to the glittering, expectant

house. The manager hurried to him with a

note, which had just been brought by a

messenger. Eagerly I watched the conductor

tear the little envelope, snatch out the

enclosure, and read its contents.

features assumed an expression^

despair. He turned to the

announced with deepest

" L'Africana " could not

night. He had just

the great prima donna

played the part of Im

denly fallen ill and

house. A murmur of disappointment ran

through the house.

"DONT WORRY, MAESTRO. I KNOW

THE PART."

'"T'HEN I did something the audacity of

I which causes me to marvel even to

this day. The excitement of the

moment was so great that I can scarcely

remember with accuracy the details of what

happened. I have a dim remembrance

that my people tried to check my im-

petuosity and that I refused to be checked.

I remember that I jumped to my feet and

then, fearing that I should miss the con-

ductor's eye, leapt on my seat. Standing

there, a girlish figure, the cynosure of even-

eye in that crowded theatre, I addressed the

conductor thus : " Don't worry, maestro.

I know the part thoroughly well. Let me

come to the stage. I will play it." I must

have spoken very loudly, for even in the

gallery my words were plainly heard. Im-

mediately I had spoken the house began to

buzz with conversation. " Who is she ? "

asked some. " It's Tetrazzini," someone

exclaimed. " Yes, let her try," said others.

And I, quivering with excitement, stood

on the cushioned stall, unheeding all, save

the conductor, whose yes or no meant every-

thing or nothing, sunshine or storm, joy or

sorrow, life or deathâ��to me !

" What are you saying, Tetrazzini ? You

must be mad ! "

" I am not mad," I hurled back. " I know

perfectly well that the part of Inez is very

difficult. I also know that I can do it. D<r

not send all these people away without

giving me a chance to show them that what

I am telling you is true."

The conductor hesitated. He looked at

my small, slim figure half doubtfully, while

some of my friends in the audience enlisted

their own arguments on hi y behalf.

" The girl is right," shouted one who had

heard me sing at the Conservatoire. " She

has a voice like liquid gold. And she is an

actress as well." Some of the others in the

balcony added their quota. " Everybody

knows Tetrazzini can sing anything. She's

the nightingale of Florence," said one. His

remark was generally applauded. I think it

must have been the inspiration of the

audience that finally decided the conductor

to take a step which, though it was not quite

as I had asked him to go, meant

me.

1, little Luisa," he said. " You

^^ The audience inter-

of pleasure. I was all for

the stage when the

"Jut not to-night,"

responsibility

house without a

to
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rehearsal. No performance is better than a

first night ' failure.' We will postpone the

opening of ' L'Africana ' for a few days and

yon shall come to-morrow to the rehearsals."

My dÃ©but was more of an adventure to me

than a solemn performance. As a girl looks

forward to her wedding-day had I looked

forward to my professional dÃ©but. Few

brides and fewer bridegrooms take their

wedding-day as the most serious day of their

lives. So light-hearted and gay was I on my

debut night that I still marvel at the success

which was achieved. From the rise of the

curtain to its last drop the performance was

acclaimed as a triumph.

Some of the audience left that night de-

claring that a trick had been played upon

them. " We do not believe that this was

Tetrazzini's first performance," they said.

Their sentiments were taken up in some of

the newspapers, which said that, despite the

fact that Tetrazzini was announced as a

dÃ©butante, it was too evident, from the way

I danced and sang and carried myself in this

difficult part, that I was a practised artiste.

MY DÃ�BUT AT ROME AT THE AGE

OF 16.

EVENTS moved swiftly after that debut

in Florence. My impresario decided

almost immediately that I was already

sufficiently accomplished to appear in the

capital. Consequently he made arrange-

ments for an early dÃ©but in Rome.

It had been decided to present the same

opera as that I had been playing in Florence,

" L'Africana," and I was to continue in the

part of Inez. At this time the power behind

the throne of the opera world was Donna

Lina Crispi, a lady who was recognized as

the leader of Roman Society. She made it

a practice to attend all rehearsals and to

criticize freely. I soon found that any

suggestion made by herâ��which suggestion

was always based on a very profound know-

ledgeâ��was law to us all.

There are parts for two leading sopranos

in "L'Africana," those of Selina and Inez.

At the general rehearsal Selina went ter-

ribly flat during the great sextette scene,

dragging all down with her, which left me

to support alone the whole fabric of the

music. After the unaccompanied portion

the orchestra failed to take up the accom-

paniment again. To the maestro's curt

demand as to why they had failed to come

in they replied that the singers had fallen

nearly a tone and had left them out in the

cold. As we were going out I remember

asking what would be the consequences if

at the performance the next night the singing

went flat again. Then someone standing

near said : " Signorina Tetrazzini, when they

sing so badly at general rehearsal you can

always be sure that the opening performance

will go magnificently. It has always been

so and it always will be so. I, Donna Lina

Crispi, say so." It was the lady autocrat

of the opera-house who spoke, and so im-

pressed had I been with her knowledge of

opera that I felt her prophecy would be

fulfilled.

The morning of the opening performance

the conductor, the maestro Usiglio, gave me

some words of counsel. " During the un-

accompanied portion of the great sextette,

you must keep your eye on me, and I will

give you the cues," said he. " When I hear

Selina singing flat I will make a sign for you

to sing sharp and this will pull the others up."

On reflection it seems that it was asking a

very great deal of a girl of sixteen to make

her dÃ©but in the capital before the Court

and to adjust her voice so as to assist others

who might drop out of tune.

It was then that I began to realize first the

real meaning of stage fright. Even supposing

I did not go wrong myself before that august

assembly, I might yet be dragged down to

perdition by the others.

The evening came, and the King and Queen

came too. 1 saw them in the Royal box

from behind the curtain. I had never seen

either of their Majesties before, and the state

of my thoughts and feelings at this supreme

moment can be easily conjectured. There

was so much to think about ; the Royal

Family, my Rome dÃ©but, the possibility of

the company going flat, of my missing the

cue from the conductor, my own nerves

breaking down and, perhaps, a bad break in

my amazing run of good luck. But Donna

Lina Crispi was right. We sang our way

through " L'Africana " that night in a

manner which the Press generally conceded

to be almost faultless. Certainly the flatter-

ing nature of the language used in describing

my work was all that any debutante could

desire. At the end of the great unac-

companied sextette there was a pause, and

the audience, realizing that the intonation

had been flawless from beginning to end,

then gave forth such a volley of cheers,

accompanied by clapping and waving of

hands, as is rarely heard in Rome.

It was during that performance that I

accidentally produced a phenomenal note.

Instead of finishing up on E, as I had intended

and as the score ordered, I found myself

singing a note a full octave higher, the E alt.

The note came as clearly as it did unexpec-

tedly. It was heard with general surprise

all over the opera-house, and many people

who had been turned away and were listening

outside in the hope of hearing some of the

higher notes heard it distinctly and discussed

it excitedly. " Wherever did you get that

note ?" I was asked afterwards, to which I
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was obliged to answer that I did not know.

This answer was absolute truth. I had never

tried to get it until then, and did not know I

was capable of producing it. When it is

achieved, it is usually tliin or cloudy. But

the note came forth that night as full and

round and easy as any of the others. Since

then I have touched higher notes without

difficulty, but I have never forgotten the

surprise I felt when I first produced the E

alt.

A ROYAL PROPHECY.

THE next day there came a delightful sur-

prise. I was informed that the Queen

wished to hear me sing at a command

performance at the Royal Palace. My de-

light at this new honour was somewhat

modified when I heard the name of the

operaâ��Wagner's " Tristan and Isolde "â��

from which I was expected to sing. Though

I was thoroughly at home in most of the

great masterpieces, I had never studied the

part of Wagner's great heroine. Of course,

I had often heard of this tremendous work of

Wagner, and was painfully aware that some

of the glorious arias written for the famous

character, Isolde, were exceedingly difficult.

As I did not know the part, the Queen,

confident of my ability quickly to learn it,

sent her own maestro to instruct me. I

applied myself eagerly to the task of learning

what I was then informed was the Queen's

favourite opera, and it was not long before I

was taken to the Royal Palace. There, in

the presence of the Royal Family and a large

gathering of distinguished persons, I sang

some of tragic Isolde's beautiful songs.

During the excitement behind the scenes

which followed the close of the performance,

a Royal messenger came to me and stated

that Her Majesty the Queen commanded my

appearance before her. My heart beat fast

on hearing the message and I was quivering

with excitement as I hurried to obey the

Royal command. My head was already

whirling with the sensations of the past few

days, and I was now fearful as to what I

should say when Her Majesty greeted me.

I thought out one or two pleasing phrases,

but, of course, I forgot them when I was in

the presence of the Queen. There was one

question which Her Majesty put to me

which I wished very much that I had been

prepared for.

" You sang marvellously well, Signorina

Tetrazzini," said the Queen, smiling gra-

ciously as I entered and made my curtsy.

Then Her Majesty asked me my age. Like

all girls in their early teens and unlike all

women in later life, I was not anxious to be

thought very young. Without hesitation I

told Her Majesty that I was twenty-three.

The Queen seemed surprised at my answer.

" But you don't look it," she said, so I

suppose I must have looked younger than I

thought. After this the Queen made a re-

mark which caused me a thrill of pleasure.

" I will make a prophecy about you," said

the Queen. " I prophesy that you will

become a very great artiste and have a very

distinguished career."

Needless to say, the kindly words of my

Queen occupied my thoughts for a long time

after that first pleasant interview.

My impresario, in those days, was greatly

jubilant over my success and at the money

that was rolling into the box-office at the

opera-house. He raised my salary from

twenty pounds a month, the figure for which

I had been singing in Florence, to forty

pounds a month, which then seemed to me

to be truly magnificent wages.

MY FIRST VISIT TO RUSSIA.

AFTER spending four sensationally suc-

cessful years in South America I

journeyed on to Russia, where I had

been offered a lucrative engagement. It

was here that I first sang with my good

friends Caruso, the great tenor Massini,

now sixty years old, and Battistini, the

baritone. Of these three famous singers I

can only spoak words of praise for their

great art. and of thanks for their kindness

to me during my first visit to Russia.

Caruso, I remember, told me that I must

prepare to visit England, where I should

soon attain to international fame.

It was about this time that a then well-

known soprano who was singing at Petfo-

grad made a thrust at me which, had it

succeeded, would probably have ruined my

career as a prima donna. The opera in

which we were playing was "Les Huguenots,"

a composition which, at the time it was

written, was not very favourably received,

but has survived to be regarded as Meyer-

beer's masterpiece. The part of Valentine,

the heroine, was being sung, not by me, but

by the prima donna to whom I have referred,

whose name I advisedly suppress. I was

engaged to sing only the smaller soprano

parts.

The criticisms of the performance published

in the Press on the day succeeding the

opening were remarkable. Very little was

said of the singing of the prima donna, but

much was written about my own perform-

ance. Most of the critics demanded to

hear Tetrazzini in a more important part.

Well, the only other important part was that

of Valentine, sung by the prima donna. As

can readily be understood, this artiste did

not feel very happy over the Press comments

and, as some other leading ladies have done

in similar circumstances, probably determined

to " nip the ambitious understudy in the

bud."
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" So anxious (or me was the great tenor that he secreted himself behind a tree and whispered

encouragingly as I proceeded with the song."

When I met the diva the day succeeding

the opening, I could tell from the glare

of her eyes and her frigid, almost con-

temptuous, demeanour that she was mortally

offended with me, though my only offence was

that I had sung my best. Further, I had just

returned from what was a triumphant four

years of starring in South America, and was,

probably, entitled to special notice from the

Russian Press. But the jealous prima

donna could only see someone whom she

thought below her securing the praise to

which she considered herself entitled. Per-

haps she thought I should be asking the

management to transpose us. Certain it is

that she took a step which she must have

bitterly regretted ever afterwards, for it

probably was the first unexpected drop down

the sharp descent which speedily brought

her almost to poverty and want.



34Â°

My Life of Song

The opera that was to have been given a

few days afterwards was " The Barber of

Seville." As the real prima donna professed

to be ailing I was asked to practise the

principal soprano part, which I did, and by

the time the house was due to open I felt

ready to sustain this rdle with ease. But,

at the last moment, the real prima donnaâ��

who was virtually the director of the house

at the timeâ��changed her mind. Without

giving a satisfactory reason she informed the

company that, instead of giving " The

Barber of Seville " we were to produce

'' Rigoletto " that night.

This news was a bombshell to me. It was

now so long since I had sung " Rigoletto " that

I had forgotten most of this beautiful opera.

There was no time to practise it and the real

pnma dcnna still professed to be too ill to

take the principal part. The newspaper

critics had been invited, and so they were to

hear me sing in a principal role for which I

was totally unprepared. What was the

explanation of this sinister situation ? There

could only be one solution, I told myself.

It was a plot by the principal soprano to

make me appear to the greatest possible

disadvantage before the important personages

and the musical critics of the Russian capital.

Briefly I discussed the situation with Bat-

tistini and Massini. I told them I was not

prepared to take the part in these unexpected

circumstances, but they both advised me to

make the effort.

" You keep your nerve and you will come

through with honours. And we will help

you," they declared. As they spoke I felt

my spirits rise, as they have often done in

circumstances in which I have felt someone

has been treating me or a friend unfairly.

" I will sing ' Rigoletto ' to-night and sing

it to the satisfaction of all," I said to myself,

" or I will never sing again."

The curtain went up on a fashionable

and crowded house.

Battistini took the part of Rigoletto, the

baritone. Massini was the tenor Duke of

Mantua, while I was the soprano heroine,

Gilda, Rigoletto's daughter. I record it with

gratitude that both Massini and Battistini

seemed to be as genuinely eager for my

success that night as was I.

Particularly in the great soprano aria

" Dearest Name " was this desire for my

unqualified success shown by Massini. This

aria is supposed to be sung while in an

ecstasy of love. In it the Duke's name is

sung aloud, the singer declaring that it is for

ever graven on her heart. While this aria

is being sung the Duke should not appear on

the stage. So anxious for me, however, was

Massiniâ��who knew that if I could produce

all the notes of this great aria the success of

the rest of the opera was assuredâ��that he

decided not to go off the stage. Instead, he

secreted himself behind a tree and, thinking

to help me, whispered encouragingly as I

proceeded with the song. When I realized

what Massini was doing for me a wave of

gratitude for the veteran tenor swept through

me and probably helped me to sing better

than was my custom.

MASSINI'S GENEROUS ACTION.

THERE was an amusing scene at the end

of the aria, for Massini, despite his long

years of opera singing, for once seemed to

have completely forgotten that he was on the

stage and not in the stalls. No sooner had I

finished than he rushed out from behind his

tree-screen shouting "Bravo1 Bravo, Tetraz-

zini ! " and so led the audience in the crash

of applause which followed. It was just the

kind of unrehearsed action that one might

have expected of the big-hearted Massini.

The audience were swift in recognizing the

Duke and the motive which inspired him,

and I like to think that much of the applause

which followed was meant as much for the

kindly Massini as for myself.

As Massini and Battistini had foreshadowed,

the opera went with a great swing. Each of

us forgot many of the words, but our impro-

visations passed unnoticed. The curt;.in

finally fell between us and a house more,than

satisfied with our performance. As my

readers will have imagined, there were two

very eager scrutineers of the Petrograd Press

the next morning : the prima donna who

had decreed that we were to play " Rigo-

letto " without a rehearsal and myself. I

was not in her presence when she read the

critics' comments, but I can readily imagine

what her thoughts were as she did so, for the

writers had eulogized my performance in

the same lavish language as had done the

journalists of South America during the past

few years, and almost to the same extent as

did the English and New York writers a few

years later.

As for this diva, the opera-house saw her

no more. Without a word of " good-bye "

she packed her boxes and left, giving me a

field free from interference and jealousy in

high places. And so the experience, which

was at first unpleasant, had worked out to

my complete satisfaction. The real sufferer

â��it seemed a case of poetical justiceâ��was

the jealous prima donna. So far as I re-

member she never again appeared as a

great diva in any of the world's capitals.

But I saw her again afterwards and, I am

glad to reflect, was able to do her a kindly

service.

(To be continued.)
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A YOUNG woman of singular beauty

came out of the club-house, carrying

a baby swaddled in flannel. As

she drew near the table at which the

Oldest Member sat, sipping a seltzer-and-

lemon, she said to the baby :â��

" Chicketty wicketty wicketty wipsy pop ! "

In other respects her intelligence appeared

to be above the ordinary.

" Isn't he a darling ? " she said, addressing

the Oldest Member and his companion, a

young man in a sweater and golf breeches.

The Sage cast a meditative eye upon the

infant. Except to the eye of love, it looked

like a skinned poached egg.

" Unquestionably so," he replied. " Is

your husband out on the links to-day ? "

" Not to-day. He had to see Wilberforce

off on the train to Scotland."

" Your brother is going to Scotland ? "

" Yes. Rarasden has such a high opinion

of the schools up there. I did say that

Scotland was a long way off, and he sa\d yes,

that had occurred to him, but that we must

make sacrifices for Willie's good. He was

very brave and cheerful about it. Well, I

mustn't stay. There's quite a nip in the air,

and Rammikins will get a nasty cold in his

Copyright, 1921, by P. G. Wodehouse.

precious little button of a nose if I don't

walk him about. Say bye-bye to the

gentlemen, Rammy ! "

The Oldest Member watched her go

thoughtfully.

" There is a nip in the air," he said, " and,

unlike our late acquaintance in the flannel,

I am not in my first youth." He led the

way into the smoking-room.

"That," he said, "was Mrs. Watersâ��

Ramsden Waters's wife. Sit down and take

the weight off your feet, and I will tell you

about him. The story illustrates a favourite

theory of mine, that it is an excellent thing

that women should be encouraged to take up

golf. There are, I admit, certain drawbacks

attendant on their presence on the links.

Lovely Woman undeniably loses in queenly

dignity when she fails to slam the ball

squarely on the meat. Nevertheless, I hold

that the advantages outnumber the draw-

backs. Golf humanizes women, humbles their

haughty natures, tends, in short, to knock

out of their systems a certain modicum of

that superciliousness, that swank, which

makes wooing a tough proposition for the

diffident male. You may have found this

yourself ? "
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" Well, as a matter of fact," admitted the

young man, ' now I^ome to think of it I

have noticed that my GÂ«nevieve has shown me

a bit more respect since she took up the game.

When I drive two hundred and thirty yards

after she has taken six sloshes to cover fifty,

I sometimes think that a new light comes

into her eyes."

" Exactly ! " said the Sage.

FROM earliest youth (said the Oldest

Member) Ramsden Waters had always

been of a shrinking nature. He seemed

permanently scared. Even with other men

he was noticeably timid, and with women he

comported himself in a manner that roused

their immediate scorn and antagonism. It

speedily became an article of faith with the

feminine population of this locality that

Ramsden Waters was. an unfortunate in-

cident and did not belong. Finally, after

struggling for a time to keep up a connection

in social circles, he gave it up and became a

sort of hermit. He lived all by himself in a

house near the fifteenth green, seeing nobody,

going nowhere. His. only solace was golf.

His late father had given him an excellent

education, and, even as early as his seven-

teenth year, I believe, he was going round

difficult courses in bogey. Yet even this

admirable gift, which might have done him

social service, was rendered negligible by the

fact that he was too shy and shrinking to play

often with other men. As a rule, he confined

himself to golfing by himself in the mornings

and late evenings when the links were more

or less deserted. Yes, in his twenty-ninth

year, Ramsden Waters had sunk to the

depth of becoming a secret golfer.

One lovely morning in summer, a scented

morning of green and blue and gold, when the

birds sang in the trees and the air had that

limpid clearness which makes the first hole

look about a hundred yards long instead

of three hundred and forty-five, Ramsden

Waters, alone as ever, stood on the first tee,

addressing his ball. For a space he waggled

masterfully, then, drawing his club back with

a crisp swish, brought it clown. And, as he

did so, a voice behind him cried :â��

" Bing ! "

Ramsden's driver wobbled at the last

moment. The ball flopped weakly among

the trees on the right of the course.

Ramsden turned, to perceive, standing close

beside him, a small fat boy in a sailor suit.

There was a pause.

" Rotten I " said the boy, austerely.

Ramsden gulped. And then, suddenly,

he saw that the boy was not alone. About

a medium approach-putt distant, moving

gracefully and languidly towards him, was a

girl of such pronounced beauty that Ramsden

Waters's heart looped the loop twice in rapid

succession. It was the first time that he had

seen Eunice Bray, and, like most men who

saw her for the first time, he experienced the

sensations of one in an express lift at

the tenth floor going down, who has left the

majority of his internal organs somewhere

up on the twenty-second. He felt a dazed

emptiness. The world swam before his eyes.

You vourself saw Eunice just now, and,

though you are in a sense immune, being

engaged to a charming girl of your own, I

noticed that you unconsciously braced your-

self up and tried to look twice as handsome

as Nature ever intended you to. You can

imagine, then, the effect which this vision of

loveliness had on lonely, diffident Ramsden

Waters. It got right in amongst him.

" I'm afraid my little brother spoiled your

stroke," said Eunice. She did not speak at

all apologetically, but rather as a goddess

might have spoken to a swine-herd.

Ramsden yammered noiselessly. As al-

ways in the presence of the opposite sex,

and more than ever now, his vocal cords

appeared to have tied themselves in a knot

which would have baffled a sailor and might

have perplexed Houdini. He could riot even

gargle.

" He is very fond of watching golf," said

the girl. , v

She took the boy by the hand, and was

about to' lead him off, when Ramsden

miraculously recovered speech.

"â�¢Would he like to come round with me ? "

he croaked. How he had managed to

acquire the nerve to make the suggestion lie

could never understand. I suppose that, an

certain supreme moments, a sort of desperate

recklessness descends on nervous men., -

" How'very kind of you ! " said the girl,

indifferently. " But I'm afraidâ��-â��" .' N

" I want to go ! " shrilled the boy. " I

want to go ! "

Fond as Eunice Bray was of her little

brother, I imagine that the prospect of

having him taken off her hands on a fine

summer morning, when all Nature urged her

to sit in the shade on the terrace and read a

book, was not unwelcome.

" It would be very kind of you if you

would let him," said Eunice. " He wasn't

able to go to the circus last week, and it

was a great disappointment; this will do

instead."

She turned towards the terrace, and

Ramsden, his head buzzing, tottered into the

jungle to find his ball, followed by the boy.

I have never been able "to extract full

particulars of that morning's round from

Rameden. If you speak of it to him, he will

wince and change the subject. I know that

he sank three balls in the lake at the second

hole, and lost another in the woods at the

fourth, and I gather that little Wilberforce
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" The Sage cast a meditative eye upon the infant. Except to the eye of love, it looked

like a skinned poached egg."

kept up an animated flow of conversation

throughout. It is certain, moreover, that he

conceived an antipathy for the child which

time did nothing to dispel. Wilberforce

Bray might be the world to his mother, but

he was a pain in the neck to Ramsden Waters.

Yet he seems to have had presence of mind

to pump Wilberforce as to the details of his

home life, and by the end of the round he had

Vol. lxi.-2a

learned that Eunice and her brother had just

come to visit an aunt who lived in the

neighbourhood. Their house was not far

from the links ; Eunice was not engaged to

be married ; and the aunt made a hobby of

collecting dry seaweed, which she pressed

and pasted in an album. One sometime

thinks that aunts live entirely for pleasure.

At the end of the round Ramsden staggered
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on to the terrace tripping over his feet, and

handed Wilberforce back in good condition.

Eunice, who had just reached the chapter

where the hero decides to give up all for love,

thanked him perfunctorily without looking

up from her book ; and so ended the first

spasm of Ramsden Waters's life romance.

THERE are few things more tragic than

the desire of the moth for the star; and

it is a curious fact that the spectacle of a

star almost invariably fills the most sensible

moth with thoughts above his station. No

doubt, if Ramsden Waters had stuck around

and waited long enough, there might have

come his way in the fullness of time some

nice, plain girl, with a squint and a good

disposition, who would have been about his

form. In his modest day-dreams he had

aspired to nothing higher. But the sight of

Eunice Bray seemed to have knocked all the

sense out of the man. He must have known

that he stood no chance of becoming any-

thing to her other than a handy means of

getting rid of little Wilberforce now and again.

Why, the very instant that Eunice appeared

in the place, every eligible bachelor for miles

around her tossed his head with a loud,

snorting sound, and galloped madly in her

direction. Dashing young devils they were,

handsome, well-knit fellows with the figures

of Greek gods and the faces of movie heroes.

Any one of them could have named his own

price from the advertisers of collars. They

were the sort of young men you see standing

.grandly beside the full-page picture of the

seven-seater Magnifico car in the magazines.

And it was against this field that Ramsden

Waters, the man with the unshuffled face,

dared to pit his feeble personality. One

weeps.

Something of the magnitude of the task

he had undertaken must have come home to

Ramsden at a very early point in the pro-

ceedings. At Eunice's home, at the hour

when women receive callers, he was, from the

start, a mere unconsidered unit in the mob

scene. While his rivals clustered thickly

about the girl, he was invariably somewhere

on the outskirts, listening limply to the aunt.

I imagine that seldom has any young man

had such golden opportunities of learning all

about dried seaweed.

His only consolation was that nobody else,

not even the fellows who worked their way

right through the jam and got seats in the

front row, where they could glare into her

eyes and hang on her lips and all that sort

of thing, seemed to be making any better

progress.

And so matters went on till one day Eunice

decided to take up golf. Her motive for

doing this was, I believe, simply because

Kitty Manders, who had won a small silver

cup at a monthly handicap, receiving thirty-

six, was always dragging the conversation

round to this trophy ; and, if there was one

firm article in Eunice Bray's simple creed, it

was that she would be hanged if she let

Kitty, who was by way of being a rival on a

small scale, do anything better than she

could. I do not defend Eunice, but women

are women, and I doubt if any of them really

take up golf in that holy, quest-of-the-grail

spirit which animates men. I have known

girls become golfers as an excuse for wearing

pink sweaters, and one at least who did it

because she had read in the beauty hints in

the evening paper that it made you lissom.

Girls will be girls.

Her first lessons Eunice received from the

professional, but after that she saved money

by distributing herself among her hordes of

admirers, who were only too willing to give

up good matches to devote themselves to her

tuition. By degrees she acquired a fair skill

and a confidence in her game which was not

altogether borne out by results. From

Ramsden Waters she did not demand a

lesson. For one thing, it never occurred to

her that so poor-spirited a man could be any

use at the game ; and for another Ramsden

was always busy tooling round with little

Wilberforce.

Yet it was with Ramsden that she was

paired in the first competition for which she

entered, the annual Mixed Foursomes. And

it was on the same evening that the list of

the draw went up on the notice-board that

Ramsden proposed.

The mind of a man in love works in

strange ways. To you and to me there

would seem to be no reason why the fact that

Eunice's name and his own had been drawn

out of a hat together should so impress

Ramsden ; but he looked on it as an act of

God. It seemed to him to draw them close

together, to set up a sort of spiritual affinity.

In a word, it acted on the poor fellow like a

tonic, and that very night he went round

to her house, and having, after a long and

extremely interesting conversation with her

aunt, contrived to get her alone, coughed

eleven times in a strangled sort of way, and

suggested that the wedding-bells should ring

out.

Eunice was more startled than angry.

" Of course, I'm tremendously compli-

mented, Mr. â�� She had to pause to

recall the name,, for she had never had the

advantage of one of those Correspondence

Memory Courses which you see advertised.

" Mr.â��

" Waters," said Ramsden, humbly.

" Of course, yes. Mr. Waters. As I say,

it's a great complimentâ��

" Not at all! "

" A great compliment-
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" No, no ! " murmured Ramsden, obse-

quiously.

" I wish you wouldn't interrupt," snapped

Eunice, with irritation. No girl likes to have

to keep going back over her speeches. " It's

a great compliment, but it is quite im-

possible."

" Just as you say, of" course," agreed

Ramsden.

" What," demanded Eunice, " have you

to offer me ? I don't mean money. I mean

something more spiritual. What is there in

you, Mr. Walters "

â�¢' Waters."

" Mr. Waters. What is there in you that

would repay a girl for giving up the priceless

boon of freedom ? "

" I know a lot about dried seaweed," sug-

gested Ramsden, hopefully.

Eunice shook her head.

" No," she said, " it is quite impossible.

You have paid me the greatest compliment

a man can pay a woman, Mr. Water-

son "

" Waters," said Ramsdon. " I'll write it

down for you."

" Ramsden turned, to perceive, standing close beside him, a small (at boy in a sailor

suit. There was a pause. ' Rotten !' said the boy."
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" Please don't trouble. I am afraid we

shall never meet again "

" But we are partners in the Mixed Four-

somes to-morrow."

" Oh, yes, so we are," said Eunice. " Well,

mind you play up. I want to win a cup

more than anything on earth."

" Ah ! " said Ramsden, " if only I could

win what I want to win more than anything

else on earth ! You, I mean," he added, to

make his meaning clear. " If I could win

you " His tongue tied itself in a bow-

knot round his uvula, and he could say no

more. He moved slowly to the door, paused

with his fingers on the handle for one last

look over his shoulder, and walked silently

into the cupboard where Eunice's aunt kept

her collection of dried seaweed.

His second start was favoured with greater

luck, and he found himself out in the hall,

and presently in the cool air of the night, with

the.stars shining down on him. Had those

silent stars ever shone down on a more

broken-hearted man ? Had the cool air of

the night ever fanned a more fevered brow ?

Ah, yes ! or rather, ah, no !

THERE was not a very large entry for the

Mixed Foursomes Competition. In my

experience, there seldom is. Men are as a

rule idealists, and wish to keep their illusions

regarding Woman intact ; and it is difficult

for the most broad-minded man to preserve

a chivalrous veneration for the sex after a

woman has repeatedly sliced into the rough

and left him a difficult recovery. Women,

tooâ��I am not speaking of the occasional

champions, but of the average woman, the

one with the handicap of forty-three who

plays in high-heeled shoesâ��are apt to giggle

when they foozle out of a perfect lie, and

this makes for misogyny.

Only eight couples assembled on the tenth

tee (where our foursome matches start) on

the morning after Ramsden Waters had

proposed to Eunice. Six of these were

negligible, consisting of males of average

skill and young women who played golf

because it kept them out in the fresh air.

Looking over the field, Ramsden felt that

the only serious rivalry was to be feared from

Marcella Bingley and her colleague, a

sixteen-handicap youth named George

Perkins, with whom they were paired for the

opening round. George was a pretty in-

different performer, but Marcella, a weather-

beaten female with bobbed hair and the

wrists of a welter-weight pugilist, had once

appeared in the Women's Open Champion-

ship and swung a nasty iron.

Ramsden watched her drive a nice, clean

shot down the middle of the fairway, and

spoke earnestly to Eunice.

" What we've got to do is to play steadily,"

he said. " Don't try any fancy shots. Go

for safety. Miss Bingley is a tough proposi-

tion, but George Perkins is sure to foozle a

few, and, if we play safe, we've got 'em. The

other's don't count."

You notice something odd about this

speech ? Something in it strikes you as

curious ? Precisely. It affected Eunice Bray

in the same fashion. In the first place, it

contains forty-four words, some of them of

two syllables, others of even greater length.

In the second place, it was spoken crisply,

almost commandingly, without any of that

hesitation and stammering which usually

characterized Ramsden Watcrs's utterances.

Eunice was puzzled. She was also faintly

resentful. True, there was not a word in

what he had said that was calculated to

bring the blush of shame to the cheek of

modesty ; nevertheless, she felt vaguely that

Ramsden Waters had exceeded the limits.

She eyed him coldly, but he had turned

to speak to little Wilberforce, who was to

accompany them on the round.

" And you, my lad," said Ramsden, curtly,

" you kindly remember that this is a com-

petition, and keep your merry flow of con-

versation as much as possible to yourself.

You've got a bad habit of breaking intc

small-talk when a man's addressing the

ball."

" If you think that my brother will be in

the way " began Eunice, coldly.

" Oh, I don't mind him coming round,"

said Ramsden, " if he keeps quiet."

Eunice gasped. She had not played enough

golf to understand how that noblest of games

changes a man's whole nature when on the

links. She could not know that the mere feel

of a driver made Ramsden Waters a different

being. She was thinking of something

crushing to say to him, when he advanced to

the tee to drive off.

He drove a perfect ball, hard and low,

with a lot of roll. Even Eunice was im-

pressed.

" Good shot, partner 1 " she said.

Ramsden was apparently unaware that

she had spoken. Eunice bit her lip. She

was piqued. She felt as if she had patted

the head of a pet lamb, and the lamb had

turned and bitten her in the finger.

" I said ' Good shot, partner I * " she re-

peated, coldly.

" Yes," said Ramsden, " but don't talk.

It prevents one concentrating." He turned

to Wilberforce. " And don't let me have to

tell you that again ! " he said.

" Wilberforce has been like a mouse I "

" That is what I complain of," said

Ramsden. " Mice make a beastly scratch-

ing sound, and that's what he was doing

when I drove that ball."
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" He was only playing with the sand in

the tee-box."

" Well, if he does it again I shall be reluc-

tantly compelled to take steps."

They walked in silence to where the ball

had stopped. It was nicely perched up on

the grass, and to have plunked it on to the

green with an iron should have been, for

any reasonable golfer, the work of a moment.

Eunice, however, only succeeded in slicing it

feebly into the rough.

Ramsden reached for his niblick and

plunged into the jungle. And presently, as

if it had been shot up by some convulsion of

Nature, the ball, accompanied on the early

stages of its journey by about a pound of

mixed mud, grass, and pebbles, soared

through the air and fell on the green. But

the mischief had been done. Miss Bingley,

putting forcefully, put the opposition ball

down for a three, and won the hole.

EUNICE now began to play better, and, as

Ramsden was on the top of his game, a

ding-dong race ensued for the remainder

of the first nine holes. The Bingley-Perkins

combination, owing to some inspired work by

the female of the species, managed to keep

their lead up to the tricky ravine hole, but

there George Perkins, as might have been

expected of him, deposited the ball right in

among the rocks, and Ramsden and Eunice

drew level. The next four holes were

halved, and they reached the club-house

with no advantage to either side. Here

there was a pause while Miss Bingley went

to the professional's shop to have a tack put

into the leather of her mashie, which had

worked loose. George Perkins and little

Wilberforce, who believed in keeping up

their strength, melted silently away in the

direction of the refreshment bar, and Rams-

den and Eunice were alone.

The pique which Eunice had felt at the

beginning of the game had vanished by now.

She was feeling extremely pleased with her

performance on the last few holes, and would

have been glad to go into the matter fully.

Also, she was conscious of a feeling, not per-

haps of respect so much as condescending

tolerance, towards Ramsden. He might be

a pretty minus quantity in a drawing-room

or at a dance, but in a bunker or out in the

open with a cleek, Eunice felt, you'd be sur-

prised. She was just about to address him in

a spirit of kindliness, when he spoke.

" Better Jieep your brassy in the bag on

the next nine," he said. " Stick to the iron.

The great thing is to keep 'em straight ! "

Eunice gasped. Indeed, had she been of

a less remarkable beauty, one would have

said that she snorted. The sky turned

black, and all her amiability was swept away

in a flood of fury. Ever since she had made

her first drive at golf she had prided herself

on her use of the wood. Her brother and her

brassy were the only things she loved. And

here was this man deliberately Eunice

choked.

" Mr. Waters ! "

Before they could have further speech

George Perkins and little Wilberforce ambled

in a bloated way out of the club-house.

" I've had three ginger-ales," observed the

boy. " Where do we go from here ? "

" Our honour," said Ramsden.

Eunice took out her driver without a word.

Her lithe figure was tense with emotion. She

swung vigorously, and pulled the ball far

out on to the fairway of the ninth hole.

" Even off the tee," said Ramsden, " you

had better use an iron. You must keep 'em

straight ! "

Their eyes met. Hers were glittering with

the fury of a woman scorned. His were cold

and hard. And suddenly, as she looked at

his awful, pale, set golf-face, something

seemed to snap in Eunice. A strange sensa-

tion of weakness and humility swept over

her. So might the cave-woman have felt

when, with her back against a cliff and un-

able to dodge, she watched her suitor take

his club in the inter-locking grip and, after a

preliminary waggle, start his back-swing.

The fact was that, all her life, Eunice had

been accustomed to the homage of men.

From the time she had put her hair up,

every man she had met had grovelled before

her ; and she had acquired a mental attitude

towards the other sex which was a blend

of indifference and contempt. For the

cringing specimens who curled up and died

all over the hearth-rug if she spoke a cold

word to them she had nothing but scorn.

She dreamed wistfully of those brusque

cavemen of whom she read in the novels

which she took out of the village circulating

library. The female novelist who was at

that time her favourite always supplied with

each chunk of wholesome and invigorating

fiction one beetle-browed hero with a grouch

and a scowl, who rode wild horses over the

countryside till they foamed at the mouth,

and treated women like dirt. That, Eunice

had thought yearningly, as she talked to

youths whose spines turned to gelatine at

one glance from her bright eyes, was the sort

of man she wanted to meet and never seemed

to come across.

Of all the men whose acquaintance she

had made recently, she had despised Ramsden

Waters most. Where others had grovelled,

he had tied himself into knots. Where

others had gazed at her like sheep, he had

goggled at her like a kicked spaniel. She

had only permitted him to hang around

because he seemed so fond of little Wilber-

force. And here he was, ordering her about
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and piercing her with gimlet eyes, for all the

world as if he were Claude Delamere, in the

thirty-second chapter of " The Man of

Chilled Steel "â��the one where Claude drags

Lady Matilda round the smoking-room by

her hair because she gave the rose from her

bouquet to the Italian Count.

She was half cowed, half resentful.

" Mr. Winldethorpe told me I was very good

with the wooden clubs," she said, defiantly.

" He's a great kidder," said Ramsden.

He went down the hill to where his ball

lay. Eunice proceeded direct for the green.

Much as she told herself that she hated this

man, she never questioned his ability to get

there with his next shot.

George Perkins, who had long since

forfeited any confidence which his partner

might have reposed in him, had topped his

drive, leaving Miss Bingley a difficult second

out of a sandy ditch. The hole was halved.

THE match went on. Ramsden won the

short hole, laying his ball dead with a

perfect iron shot ; but at the next, the

long dog-leg hole, Miss Bingley regained the

honour. They came to the last all square.

As the match had started on the tenth tee,

the last hole to be negotiated was, of course,

what in the ordinary run of human affairs

is the ninth, possibly the trickiest on the

course. As you know, it is necessary to

carry with one's initial wallop that com-

bination of stream and lake into which so

many well-meant drives have flopped. This

done, the player proceeds up the face of

a steep slope, to find himself ultimately on a

green which looks like the sea in the storm-

scene of a melodrama. It heaves and

undulates, and is altogether a nasty thing to

have happen to one at the end of a gruelling

match. But it is the first shot, the drive,

which is the real test, for the water and the

trees form a mental hazard of unquestionable

toughness.

George Perkins, as he addressed his ball

for the vital stroke, manifestly wobbled.

He was scared to the depths of his craven

soul. He tried to pray, but all he could

remember was the hymn for those in peril

on the deep, into which category he feared

his ball would shortly fall. Breathing a few

bars of this, he swung. There was a musical

click, and the ball, singing over the water

like a bird, breasted the Ð«11 like a homing

aeroplane, and fell into the centre of the

fairway within easy distance of the plateau

green.

" Nice work, partner," said Miss Bingley,

speaking for the first and last time in the

course of the proceedings. She was a grim,

silent player, suspected of Scotch blood.

George unravelled himself with a modest

simper. He felt like a gambler who has

placed his all on a number at roulette and

sees the white ball tumble into the correct

compartment.

Eunice moved to the tee. In the course of

the last eight holes the girl's haughty soul

has been rudely harrowed. She had foozled

two drives and three approach-shots and

had missed a short putt on the last green

but three. She had that consciousness of

sin which afflicts the golfer off his game, that

curious self-loathing which humbles the

proudest.

Even as her driver rose above her shoulder,

she was acutely aware that she was making

eighteen out of the twenty-three errors which

complicate the drive at golf. As the club

began to descend, she perceived that she had

underestimated the total of her errors.

And when the ball, badly topped, bounded

down the slope and entered the muddy

water like a timid diver on a cold morning,

she realized that she had a full hand. There

are twenty-three things which it is possible

to do wrong in the drive, and she had done

them all.

Silently, Ramsden Waters made a tee and

placed thereon a new ball. He was a golfer

who rarely despaired ; but he was playing

three, and his opponents' ball would un-

doubtedly be on the green, possibly even

dead, in two. Nevertheless, perhaps by a

supreme drive and one or two miracles later

on, the game might be saved. He concen-

trated his whole soul on the ball.

I need scarcely tell you that Ramsden

Waters pressed.

Swish came the driver. The ball, fanned

by the wind, rocked a little on the tee,

then settled down in its original position.

Ramsden Waters, usually the most careful

of players, had missed the globe.

For a moment there was a silenceâ��a

silence which Ramsden had to strive with an

effort almost physically painful not to break.

Rich oaths surged to his lips, and blistering

maledictions crashed against the back of his

clenched teeth.

The silence was broken by little Wilber-

force.

One can only gather that there lurks in the

supposedly innocuous amber of ginger-ale

an elevating something which the temper-

ance reformers have overlooked. Wilberforce

Bray had, if you remember, tucked away no

fewer than three in the spot where they would

do most good. One presumes that the child,

with all that stuff surging about inside him,

had become thoroughly above himself. He

uttered a merry laugh.

" Never hit it ! " said little Wilberforce.

He was kneeling beside the tee-box as he

spoke, and now, as one who has seen all that

there is to be seen, and turns, sated, to other

amusements, he moved round and began to
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' How dare you kick my brother ?' ' Madam,' he said, ' in similar circumstances I wculd

have kicked the Archangel Gabriel! ' "

play with the sand. The spectacle of his

alluring trouser-seat was one which a stronger

man would have found it hard to resist. To

Ramsden Waters it had the aspect of a for-

mal invitation. For one moment his number

eleven golf-shoe, as supplied to all the lead-

ing professionals, wavered in mid-air, then

crashed home.

Eunice screamed.

" How dare you kick my brother ! "

Ramsden faced her, stern and pale.

"Madam," he said, "in similar circum-

stances I would have kicked the Archangel

Gabriel 1 "

Then, stooping to his ball, he picked it up.

" The match is yours," he said to Miss

Bingley, who, having paid no attention at

all to the drama which had just concluded,

was practising short chip-shots with her

mashie-niblick.

He bowed coldly to Eunice, cast one look

of sombre satisfaction at little \Vilberforce.

who was painfully extricating himself from

a bed of nettles into which he had rolled,

and strode off. He crossed the bridge over

the water, and stalked up the hill.

Eunice watched him go, spell-bound. Her

momentary spurt of wrath at the kicking of

her brother had died away, and she wished

she had thought of doing it herself.
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How splendid he looked, she felt, as she

watched Ramsden striding up to the club-

houseâ��just like Carruthers Mordyke after

he had flung Ermyntrude Vanstone from him

in chapter forty-one of " Grey Eyes that

Gleam." Her whole soul went out to him.

This was the sort of man she wanted as a

partner in life. How grandly he would

teach her to play golf ! It had sickened her

when her former instructors, prefacing their

criticism with glutinous praise, had mildly

suggested that some people found it a good

thing to keep the head still when driving,

and that, though her methods were splendid,

it might be worth trying. They had spoken

of her keeping her eye on the ball as if she

were doing the ball a favour. What she

wanted was a great, strong, rough brute of a

fellow who would tell her not to move her

damned bead ; a rugged Viking of a chap

who, if she did not keep her eye on the ball,

would black it for her. And Ramsden

Waters was such a one. He might not look

like a Viking, but, after all, it is the soul that

counts, and, as this afternoon's experience

had taught her, Ramsden Waters had a soul

that seemed to combine in equal proportions

the outstanding characteristics of Xero, a

wild-cat, and the second mate of a tramp

steamer.

T

HAT night Ramsden Waters *sat in his

study, a prey to the g'oomiest emotions.

The golf had died out of him by now, and

he was reproaching himself bitterly for having

ruined for ever his chances of winning the

only girl he had ever loved. He groaned,

and tried to forget his sorrows by forcing

himself to read. But it was no good. He

could find solace neither in Braid "On the

Pivot," nor in Duncan " On the Divot." He

was just about to give it up and go to bed,

though it was only nine o'clock, when the

telephone-bell rang.

'â�¢ Hallo ! "

" Is that you, Mr. Waters ? This is

Eunice Bray." The receiver shook in Rams-

den's hand. " I've just rememberedâ��

weren't we talking about something last

nightâ��didn't you ask me to marry you or

something ? I know it was something."

Ramsden gulped three times.

" I did," he replied, hollowly.

" We didn't settle anything, did we ? "

" Eh ? "

" I say, we sort of left it kind of openv"

'â�¢ Yuk! "

" Well, would it bore you awfully," said

Eunice's soft voice, " to come round now

and go on talking it over ? "

Ramsden tottered.

" We shall be quite alone," said Eunice.

' Little Wilberforce has gone to bed with a

headache."

Ramsden paused a moment to disentangle

his tongue from the back of his neck.

" I'll come straight over !" he said,

huskily.
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M. OWSTON-BOOTH.

IF there is any one branch of motion-

picture art more underestimated than

another by a public which, however

appreciative, has long ceased to marvel

at the effects

presented, it is

ma king-up.

To the artiste

of the legitimate

stage making-up

is an established

art, with a his-

tory and conse-

quent traditions.

There are classic

examples of the

genius that has

worked amazing

transformations

with grease-paint

and pencil and

crepe hair. There

is a certain defi-

nite technique,

governed by the Mr. Lucien Liltlefield applying the " ground-tone" of

more or less

s t e re ot yped

lighting of the stage and the

distance that intervenes be-

tween artiste and audience.

But the motion - picture

artiste works through a new

medium and is still a pioneer.

Effects are obtained by ex-

perimentation rather than by

rule, for make-up has to keep

pace with the evolution of

lighting and photography.

Tills, in addition to the fact

that the all-seeing eye of the

camera makes difficulties where

there are none for ftie stage-

player and necessitates much

more subtle workmanship.

It not infrequently happens

that a screen artiste must

spend several hours creating

and perfecting a make-up.

grease-paint.

Touching-up the eyelids.

This means that he or she must reach the

studio just so long before the rest of the

companyâ��and nine o'clock is the usual

hour at which regular work begins !

No dire results

would accrue to

the slight varia-

tion from night to

night in the stage

a r t i s t e's paint

and powder, but

in motion-picture

work a make-up

must be donned

with exactitude

for so long as it

is required in the

story. The scenes

of a picture are

produced, not in

the sequence in

which they ap-

pear on the

screen, but in the

order most con-

venient to the

producer, and it

might happen that a certain

scene made on Monday would,

in the completed film, be in

juxtaposition to one made on

the following Friday, and you

can imagine the calamitous

effect of Monday's sunken

cheeks merging, in a single

second, into Thursday's

rounded ones.

The difficulties in this direc-

tion are magnified a thousand

times when a dual fcle is

essayed. For " Uncle Tom's

Cabin " Marguerite Clark had

to exchange the black skin

and tousled locks of Topsy for

the fair complexion and golden

curls of Little Eva, and vice-

versa, on an average of four-

teen times a day during the
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Making wrinkles. Putting on the putty nose. Applying a high-light.

entire production. In making " Dr. Jekylland

Mr. Hyde " John Barrymore spent more time

in his dressing-room building up the respec-

tive characters upon his countenance than he

spent before the camera.

Generally speaking, however, it is not the

stars of the screen who have most to do with

make-up. At least, that is how it has been

in the past. Popular players have held the

conviction that character-work was not

wanted of them by the public, which paysâ��

they contendedâ��to see them as they are and

would be disappointed if their personalities

were merged into fictitious onesâ��though

nowadays many of them are adopting a

different attitude. Hence the character-

work became more or less the monopoly of

the lesser lights, generally members of a

stock company who could be depended upon

for conscientious and consistent portrayal

of any part offered. But the public is tiring

of the matinee idol hero and the be-ringleted

ingÃ©nue, and it is becoming pretty generally

recognized that the stars who would retain

their eminence must do more imaginative,

more creative, work before the camera.

Concurrently these lesser lights who have

laboured unsparingly in " supporting " rÃ´les,

assuring the success of many a poor story

by their extraordinarily fine characteriza-

tions, are reaping their over-due reward.

Such a man is Lucien Littlefield, whose

character portrayals in recent Paramount

and Artcraft pictures have made him one

of Screenland's finest character actors. By

the very genuineness of his characterizations

Mr. Littlefield often fails to receive full

Â»dit from the public. Of this here is an

illustrative incident. The actor recently

attended a theatre where a picture in which

he played the part of a ruffian was being

shown. The following remark, from one

woman to another, reached his ears :â��

" Gracious ! Where did they get that

wretch ? If I were a leading woman I

would refuse to work with a man like that."

Mr. Littlefield believes that to succeed

in the art of making-up, a person must

be naturally gifted, just as a painter must be

naturally gifted in order to do worth-while

things with paint and canvas. It is not

everyone who can be a successful make-up

artist. That is why there are still many

players on the screen who serve as continual

reminders to the audience that it is observing

just a picture and picture people. The whole

illusion built up by author, director, camera-

men, and the rest of the acting company is

broken by the obtrusion of artifice in a single

character.

There are certain fundamentals, however,

which once learnt should enable every

conscientious player to achieve, at any rate,

a passable result, whether or not there is

capacity for anything more artistic. It is

carelessness or ignorant conceit that con-

trives such blatant evidences of make-up

as pencilled eye-shadows, beads of black

upon the lashes, and a greasy smear of rouge

upon the lipsâ��a combination familiar to all

picture-goers.

The first factor in screen as in stage

make-up is the grease-paint. For an ordi-

nary make-up the " ground-work " is usually

obtained by the use of a yellowish paint

(technically known as No. 5), which, when



M. Owston-Booth

353

Trimming the crÃ©pe-hair beard. Building the eyebrows.

powdered, produces a cream-coloured effect,

not far removed from the natural colour of

the skin.

The " straight " make-up is completed

over this " ground-tone " by a careful lining

of the eyes and lips and a darkening and

stiffening of the eyelashes with a black

paint which is applied warm and moist

and allowed to dry on. But this ap-

parently simple process is varied

and individualized by almost

every screen artiste, accord-

ing to their photographic

qualities. A tliin face

will be made to look more

rounded by applying the

grease-paint at the back of

the face, laying it heavily

about the jaw-line and ex-

tending it back on the

neck. Thinning effects

are obtained by the

reverse process ; that

is, applying the paint

to the front of the

cheeks and working

it back, thinly, to the

ears and jaw-line. A

too prominent chin

can be reduced by

heavy shadowing

above. Arched eye-

brows, considered so

beautiful in real life,

yet photographing

with an absurdly

strained and startled

Making-up the hat.

appearance, are per-

suaded to a lower

altitude by grease-

paint and pencil.

Ð�Ð£Ð¬ÐµÐ¿ wearing light

clothes an actress will

generally apply rouge

The finished character.

under the chin to prevent " halation," a

blurred effect caused by the reflection on

the face from white shoulders and arms.

It is as a provision against halation, by the

way, that white articles are rigidly excluded

from a screenic setting. Table-cloths, curtains,

even shirt-fronts, handkerchiefs, and

" white " wigs are tinted pink or

IjEt yellow in the studio.

Sydney Fairbrother, the

Ð Ñ�- well-known actress, who has

Ð¬^Ñ� achieved many triumphs of

make-up, tells an amusing

story of her complete amaze-

ment when the director of the

first film in which she ap-

peared sent her back to

her dressing-room to dip

her apron in tea !

The schooling of a make-up

artist is never completed. With

each new rÂ£le there is something

new discovered or con tri ved. "My

face is part of my stock-in-trade,"

says Miss Fairbrother. " Just as the

mechanic knows every wheel and

spring of the machinery of which he has

charge, so must I be familiar with every

line and corner of my face, by

which I express my thoughts

and emotions, and by which,

remember, I earn my living.

Every time I have occasion

to use my mirror I study

my features carefully, so

that I know all my

defects as well as my

good points, and am

able to make the most

of themfor the purpose

of my art. Frankly, I

have still a lot to learn

in the film world. Dif-

ferent producers have
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Darkening the eyelashes.
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The character completed.

An alteration in the coiffure

and clothes.

The resultâ��an entirely

different type.

change is more that of health and mental

state than of age or type.

Artificial hair is used as little as possible

in -motion-picture work. Producers will

never permit the wearing of a wig if the

player's own hair can possibly be adapted

to the needs of the character, since in a

"close-up" a person is magnified many times,

and the substitution of a wig for real hair

is almost sure to be detected.

For similar reasons the ideal screen beard

is a real beard. In a forthcoming picture

entitled " The Teaser," twelve bearded faces

were required, and the director insisted upon

the players growing this item of their make-

up. To give their beards the unkempt

appearance desired each actor clipped small

tufts off his growth every few days.

A faked beard demands a stupendous

amount of toil if it is to be artistic. The

crÃªpe hair of stage association is going out

of fashion in favour of human hair, which

is applied over a coating of spirit gum, two

or three strands being attached at a time

until the entire beard is built up. The

same system is used, of course, for mous-

taches and whiskers. During the first day

of wearing the gum dries hard, and the

beard can be removed intact and applied

on succeeding occasions with little trouble.

As Mr. Littlefield points out, there are

hundreds of different kinds of beards and

moustaches, and to get the proper effect

for a particular character an actor must

make a tireless study of types.

It is not known to many that facial

expressions can be obtained by attaching

strings to certain muscles with putty.

These strings are drawn taut and tied

behind the head. Chinese eyes often origi-

nate thus ! Other radical changes of feature

can be brought about by the use of specially

made false teeth, of which every make-up

artist has a large collection. One of the

players in " The Teaser " creates a wonderful

illusion of a blind eye by pasting a strip of

tailors' mending tissue over the feature and

blending his make-up around the edges of it

in such a way that the eye seems quite dead

and covered with a natural film. Another

useful make-up " property " is the specially-

prepared putty, of which noses, chins, high

cheek-bones, and prominent brows are built

up beneath the grease-paint. These artificial

features are so carefully moulded that, even

in a close-up, they defy detection, being

provided with perfectly natural-looking pores

made with some finely-pointed instrument.

Broadly speaking, character-work involves

the make-up of not only the face and neck

but the hands and even the wardrobe. As

Mr. Hyde in " Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde,"

John Barrymore appears with hideous bony

claws, emaciated and long-fanged, and his

clothes wear a wonderful make-up wrought

with soap, dirt, and a sharp file.

The make-up of clothes is almost an art in

itself, demanding a knowledge of psychology

and a keen insight into the way in which

garments reflect, not only in style and shape,

but in actual wear and tear, the personalities

of their owners.
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THE match which the Hon. Martin

Dale had struck to light his cigar

burned unheeded until it fell from

the scorched finger. In company with

twenty thousand other mesmerized spectators,

Dale had followed the spell-binding dribble

<>( the home centre-forward with so much

interest that he had become oblivious of

everything else.

The weariness of spirit and body which

had pressed so heavily upon him during the

last few days vanished in that moment. A

footballer himself, he shared as only a real

enthusiast could share the intense longing

the crowd had that their team should win.

In the universal excitement that prevailed

his identity seemed not only forgotten, but

ignored. If he had been less interested

himself, he would probably have been

thankful for that fact.

The Hon. Martin Dale had been in Port-

bury a week. It had not been a pleasant

week. The agent of the political party

under whose colours the son of the Earl of

Wronsborough had been persuaded to woo

the free and enlightened voters of that busy

and somewhat sordid Midland town had

confessed at the start that the job was likely

to be difficult. Difficult ! During the past

week Dale had smiled ironically when the

word had come to his mind ; so far from

^appreciating the distinguished presence of

the Hon. Martin Dale amongst them, the

free and enlightened Portbury voters had

given every indication that they resented it.

Dale had treated the business as a joke at

first. He possessed no great personal faith

in the " material " which Hornsby, the Blue

agent, had served up to him by the yardâ��

he had too independent a mind for party

politicsâ��and but for the fact that his father,

the Earl, had been so keen upon his being

adopted as the party candidate, he would

never have troubled himself. He would pro-

bably have been playing football with the

Strollers, and having a good time generally.

So, while he felt certain that presently he

would be held up as a laughing-stock not

only to the political but to the larger

world, he had continued to woo the voters of

Portbury. It was hopeless, he knew, but

he was not to be frightened out of it. He

was going to write his imprint on that grim

and sordid town.

For the immediate present, as I have said,

he had achieved forgetfulness through the

magic thrill of football. All good football

carries the real enthusiast away, but in the

present case there was far more at stake than

the usual League points. Although he had only

been in the town a week, Dale had learned

that the sporting soul of Portbury was sick.

Disaster had overtaken the football team

which was the pride and delight of that grim

workshop of the manufacturing Midlands.

For many years Portbury had held a proud

place beside the football aristocrats of the

First Division of the English League, but a

heavy-handed Fate had dealt the team many

bitter blows this season. In this match

with the Wanderers they were fighting tooth

and nail ; and if that Slough of Despond,

the Second Division, was not to swallow

them up, they would have to continue to

fight tooth and nail.

Primarily, Dale was a sporting enthusiast,

and the sympathy of the sportsman is ever

with the bottom dog. Moreover, so far as

the town was concerned, he was very much

of a bottom dog himself. Forgetting the

personal indignities to which he had been

subjected during the past week by many of

the men around him, he joined his heartening

cries to the rest of the crowd in the hope that

the home team would gain a much-needed

win.

But the courage of the players and the

frenzied cheers of the crowd were alike of no

avail. Once having secured the lead, the

Wanderers kept it. Their goal might have

been a rock upon which all the restless surging

of the home forwards beat in vain. Five

minutes from time the score was still 2â��i

against Portbury.

An exclamation from a man near him in

the enclosure made the Hon. Martin Dale

turn his head sideways and upwards In

that moment the flushed face of a girl

bent down to him from the grand stand.
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Instinctively, he raised his hatâ��to receive, in

return, the coldest of acknowledgments.

" That's Sir Philip Grayson's daughter,

that is," said a voice ; " a reg'lar, proper

sport, she is, an' no bloomin" error ! " Beam-

ing expansively, the bearer of intelligence

glanced from the girl in the grand stand to

the man he intended to enlighten.

The next moment the informant's jaw

had dropped. In the man to whom he was

speaking he had recognized the candidate

for Parliamentary honours whom he had

baited with so much whole-hearted enthusi-

asm at the meeting on the previous evening.

Muttering incoherently to himself, he wriggled

away.

A flicker of a smile twitched Dale's lips.

He knew who the girl wasâ��knew her to be

not only the daughter of his chief opponent,

but to be also his personal enemy. According

to Hornsby, there were many forces at work

against him in Portbury, but the most potent

of all was Miss Phyllis Grayson.

SINCE, tol scientist and magazine-reader'

alike, woman is the most bafflingly-

interesting problem on earth, a little

space may be allowed to set forth why

Phyllis Grayson, who was a sportswoman,

highly intelligent, and withal beautiful, .

should be at such variance with an ex-

tremely person-

able young man

like the Hon.

Martin Dale.

Naturally, she

The flushed face of a giil bent down to him

from the grand stand."

would sup-

port her

father,

who was this

personable

young man's

opponent in

the political arena, but

The invitation to stand as a Blue candidate

for the Parliamentary seat of Portbury came

to the Hon. Martin Dale whilst he was on a

flying visit to Paris. His travelling com-

panion was Dudley Mainwaring. The latter

was inclined to be satirical.

" Filthy hole ! " he said, in characteristi-

cally breezy fashion ; "I'll bet you won't

stick it a week, Dale. Portbury is the sort

of show that you have to get accustomed to

by degrees. But I have a perfectly topping

schemeâ��my people have a place nine or ten

miles out; come and stay with us and have

a look round. You needn't mention that you

are going to put up for M.P.! Have a bit of

fun before they serve the overripe eggs to

you, anyway ! What do you say ? "

The programme appealed to the prospec-

tive candidateâ��especially that portion of it

which suggested that he should maintain his

incognito whilst at Overdean.

He did not know it at the time, but

trouble, dire trouble, was to come of this

innocent camouflage. He had frankly de-

lighted in the company of Miss Phyllis

Grayson ; the fact that she was the daughter

of his prospective chief opponent for the

seat of Portbury had not detracted from

his pleasure in the companionship. Of

course, he might have told herâ��but why

introduce such a perfectly appalling sub-

ject as politics into pleasant conversa-

?S tions ?

He had never bothered to look at the

tiling from the girl's point of view. That

was why the letter when it came gave

him the shock of his life :â��

" / did not think that you were a

cowardâ��a man afraid to come out into

the open " (she wrote).

When the Hon. Martin Dale met Miss

Phyllis Grayson in the street, the same

day as he had received that bombshell

of a letter, he determined to ask her

what she. meant by spoiling a perfectly
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good friendship in this fashion. He was deter-

mined, I sayâ��but, apparently, so was the

girl : she swept by him without a vestige of

recognition. And from that day onwards,

the only sign she gave was a heightened

colour in each cheek as she passed him by.

The Hon. Martin Dale was as puzzled as you

or I might have been. Puzzled at first, and

then more determined than ever.

AS the babel of sound beat about his ears,

the Hon. Martin Dale permitted himself

an ironical smile. The most pregnant

phrase in a piquant letter he had recently

received came back to him. Well, he had

certainly " come out into the open " this

time !

His amazing appearance at outside left

for the Portbury Football Club, however,

was apparently as unfortunate as his appear-

ances as a Blue candidate for Parliamentary

honours had been. A deaf man could have

caught the remarks of the seething crowd.

The mood of the spectators was distinctly

hostile. They had come to see a famous

professional " star " operating on the left

wing. This man, recently transferred to the

club at a high figure, had been expected

to remove the weakness which had been

apparent all through the season. That

the newcomer should break down seriously

in health before he could kick a ball for his

new club was the heaviest blow that the

remorseless Fate which had been pursuing the

team all that weary year had dealt Portbury.

The latter's supporters groaned in public and

cursed in private at the news.

But two wrongs won't make a right. In

the opinion of the crowd, playing this gilded

amateur at outside left was an even more

fatal mistake than buying a professional who

was obviously unsound. Oh, yes, they all

knew that the Hon. Martin Dale had played

for Oxford University before the war, and

had been pronounced one of the most

brilliant amateur forwards of the seasonâ��

but this game with the Swifts was no Take-

It-Easy Friendly ; it was a desperate football

duel, upon the result of which hung the

most momentous crisis in the history of the

club.

Adversity hardens and tempers the right

sort of man. Life in Portbury had added

to the steel which five years' service with

the Guards had given the Hon. Martin Dale.

Again he smiled a trifle ironically. What

did it matter ? What did anything matter ?

He was sure of a jolly good game of foot-

ball, anyway ! But, deep down, he knew that

his wearing the black-and-white striped

jersey of Portbury that day had a deeper

significance than his inherent love for the

national game of England.

He had no further time for musing. The

sharp, insistent blast of the referee's whistle

calling the teams to battle hushed all noise.

Rigid as statues, and as silent, the excitement-

gripped crowd waited for the ball to be set in

motion.

The sound thrilled the amateur outside

left of Portbury. It was a call to action,

and action was the thing he most ardently

desired.

But action was slow in coming. Like the

crowd, the Portbury team evidently mis-

trusted the new winger that had been thrust

upon them. Dale was starved for the first

fifteen minutes of the match.

This inactivity got on his nerves. He

felt himself fretting. He was strung up to

a dangerous pitch, and eacli minute increased

his agitation. He paced the touch-line rest-

lessly, acutely conscious of the indifference

which was being shown him.

At last there was a shout. It held a

derisive note. Turning, he saw the brown

ball coming towards him out of the air. He

waited, intending to trap it with his foot ;

but while he was waiting an opponent,

jumping high into the air, jerked his head â��

and once again the visiting attack was set

in motion.

A rumble went round the ground. Dale

knew that it was directed at him. In his

first chance he had failed ; he had stood

calmly by and allowed himself to be robbed

of the ball. That was what it amounted to.

" Amateurs ! I haven't any use for

amateurs ! They're afraid to take a risk ! "

High above the mutterings of that section

of the crowd near the winger rose the hoarse

and contemptuous voice.

A laugh, acrid in its bitterness, followed.

It caught the ears of the Swifts' right half-

backâ��the man who had jumped agilely in

the air to take that dropping ballâ��and with

a frankly sneering stare at the outside left,

he grinned. A ven- self-confident young

man was that right half-back ; yet, like

many a better man, he was destined to learn

his lesson.

Perhaps he himself knew least how it was

done. But when the amateur next touched

the ball, the outside left seemed to vanish

into thin air. Certainly he was not in the

place where the half-back had thought he

would be. When, sprawling ludicrously in

the mud, the Swifts' player heard a second

laugh go up, he realized that this time it was

directed against himself.

His astonishment as he rose was almost

laughable. Yet it was shared by every

spectator standing in that part of the

ground. There had been footcraft in the

masterly way the winger had got that awk-

ward ball under instant control, and--

impossible as it might seemâ��that dazz'ing

swerve past the plunging half-back had
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looked very much like wing work of the very

highest class. Strange

While the men whose eyes had been

deceived by the quickness of the manoeuvre

were trying to puzzle out the riddle, a nerve-

tingling cheer boomed out from the other

side of the ground.

The scoffers looked again. They saw

their despised outside left slip the Swifts'

back as he had fooled his half.

" Oh-h ! " The cry was almost a wail.

It seemed odds on the ball crossing the

line and going out of play, but while it yet

rested on that broad strip of whitewash, the

winger hurled himself forward in a firm!

spurt. A leg described an arc ; there was

the pleasant whang as boot met ballâ��and

then the beautifully-timed centre floated

right over the goal-mouth.

A miracle ! And there was another to

follow !

Mad at having been beaten, the right

back of the Swifts kicked out recklessly as

that danger-laden ball descended. Like a

mischievous imp, it mocked him, curling off

his foot to go over the line, a bare foot

outside the upright.

Tense, but sure of himself now, Dale

placed the ball in the tiny space by the

corner-flag. That corner might have been

kicked by a machine instead of by a man.

There were power, direction, and judgmentâ��

especially judgmentâ��behind the ball. The

wind helped it instead of beating it : amid

the hopes and prayers of the crowd it

descended plomp into the goal-mouth.

Madness ensued. But it was a joyful

madness. Presently the ruck of players

cleared

" Goal ! "

The delirious cry was founded on fact.

Someone wearing a black-and-white striped

jersey had forced the ball past the Swifts'

goalkeeper.

In that moment men could be seen

muttering to themselves, crazed with joy.

A triumphant, volleying yell rang round

the ground, to be heard miles away. If

Portbury won that match there was every

chance of their defeating Fate and staying

in the First Divisionâ��and they were one up !

GAMBOLLING like schoolboys, the Port-

bury players returned to the centre of

the field. The inside right was being

mobbed by his comrades. Alone in liis citadel,

the goal-keeper gave expression to his delight

by turning convulsive somersaults.

Amid the tumult one member of the

Portbury team walked alone. The outside

left strolled leisurely back to take up his

position on the centre-line. The winger gave

the impression that he was quite self-con-

tained, whereas he was actually twitching

Vol.ki.-24

with the zest of the fray. Such a moment

was almost worth the coming to Portbury

as a Parliamentary candidate !

Suddenly, the congratulating players separ-

ated themselves. The home left back, the

captain of the team, was seen to walk across

the field. Where was he going ?

A diffident smile on his face, he approached

the amateur. His right hand was out-

stretched.

" Your goal, sir ! " he said ; " the boys

want to thank you ! "

The wordsâ��and the handshake which

ensuedâ��were not lost on those who heard

them. Their knowledge of the game told

them that if it had not actually been Dale's

foot which had pushed the ball into the net,

yet the left winger was morally responsible

for the success.

" That's right, Charley ! " they called to.

the left back. "Your "goalâ��Mr. Dale!"

They stumbled a little over the title, but

there was sincerity in their voices.

IT was in this way that the crowd awakened

to the worth of a man they had hitherto

considered worthless. Their lead was

followed by the visiting team. Two players

amongst the Swifts vowed that this sort

of thing should not occur again.

From now, the opposing right half-back

dogged Dale's every footstep. Sault was a

good half-back ; he had his reputation as a

likely International to maintain. He was

resolved to do this even if he had to resort

to various little devices which, if they

escape the notice of the referee, are likely

to be very effective.

Yet, all the shadiness of his jailer could

not keep Dale in leash. The amateur had

a hundred tricks, and he never played the

same one twice. His elusiveness increased

as the game wore on. For a man who was

making his entry into serious First Division

football his command over himself and the

ball was astonishing.

Neither Sault, the half, nor Bentley, the

full-back, liked being perpetually foiled by

this footballing will-o'-th'-wisp. During the

short breathing-space of "half-time they

conferred together.

The precious minutes were fleeing. Only

just over fifteen now remained for play.

On the heavy ground the relentless duel

had resolved itself into which set of players

were the better trained, more than anything

else.

The home goal was hard pressed. Whin-

nery, the famous centre-forward of the

Swifts, had seen three of his lightning drives

flash by upright or over the crossbar. Now,

the home crowd held its separate and col-

lective breath as he seized on to a dropping

centre.
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Too late, Russell, the Portbury left back,

rushed forward to tackle. Swerving past

him, Whinnery shot whilst still on the run.

Unsighted, Gray, the home goalkeeper, was

a yard away when the ball skidded past the

far post into the net.

" Dale ! Dale ! "

From every part of the packed ground

the cry came as, from the kick-off, the ball

was swept out to the left. Derision had

changed into confidence, and confidence, in

turn, to appeal. With a quick intake of

his breath, Dale realized that the hopes of

the crowd were bound up principally in him.

He jumped into his stride, his nerves on

fire. He felt that only his excitement had

allowed him to keep going so long, for,

through lack of training, he was not in

anything like the condition of the other men

on the side.

The hoarse shouts of the men who were

cheering him went to his head like wine ;

through a kind of mist he saw a man in a

blue jersey leap at him. He remembered

falling, feeling that all the life had been

crushed out of him ; and then everything

went black.

Cold water, trickling from a sponge held

over his face, brought him back to con-

sciousness. He found himself lying flat on

a bench just inside the railings that enclosed

the playing-pitch.

" You're all right ! Thank God for that !

I thought you might he

dead ! "

The fevered tones of the

man he recognized as act-

ing as trainer to the Port-

bun- club made him smile.

" Xo, I'm nothing like dead ! But what

happened ? A mountain must have hit me !

It felt like it, anyway ! "

" That half and the right back sandwiched

you ! They've been ' layin' ' for you all

this half ! " replied the trainer. " The

devils 'ave shoved us down into the Second

Division by knoctÃ³n' you out ! \Ve haven't

a chance nowâ��not unless a miracle hap-

pens ! "

" How much longer is there ? " Dale

snapped, sitting up.

" Five minutes ! Whatâ��goin' on again !

There ain't nothing wrong with your pluck,

kidâ��I mean, sir ! " added faithful old Josh

Bickle, confusedly.

Dale slipped on to the field of play unob-

trusively enough, but the crowd would not

have it that way. They roared a welcome
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" That corner might have been kicked by

a machine instead of by a manâ��the ball

descended plomp into the goal-mouth."

1 Five minutes ! "

as watches were

with throats of brass !

they muttered, tensely,

consulted ; â�¢' if only "

Tranter was dribbling the baH as the shout

went up. Instinctively the centre-half

guessed what had happened. Well, the

lellow should have his chance

Dale snapped up that perfectly-passed

ball as a dog pounces on a bone. Before

Sault, the opposing half-back, could decide

what to do, this fleet-footed apparition that

had noiselessly resumed his position on the

field was past himâ��running like the wind !

The one prayer Dale made was that he
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should not lose control of the ball. His legs

felt strangely weak, and he feared that he

would stumble before he could get a fair

chance to accomplish the task he had set

himself.

He sped onâ��straight for goal. If it could

be managed he was going to do this thing

himselfâ��on his own. He swerved suddenly

as a burly

foe â�� whom

by his heavy-

breathing he

knew to be

Bentley, the

Swifts' right

back â��

charged him

viciou sly.

Although he

missed the

full force of

the impact,

he reeled,

almost lost

his balance,

and then,

with the

thunderous

cheers throb-

bing in his

ears, righted

himselfâ��and

went on.

Before him

he could see

the white

goal - posts.

He could also

see the left

back cutting

across the

churned and

slippery mud

to bar his

further pro-

gress. H e

knew that in

this critical moment all would be lost if his

nerve failed him for a second.

As straight as an arrow he raced forward,

swaying his body as he ran. Fearless of

the other's fierce tackle, he shot with all

liis power.

The next moment he was dragged up by

main force from the pool of water into which

he had slipped. The world had gone mad ;

men were pressing round him, eager to

shake his hand, or, failing in that, to pat

his shoulder. Frantic cheering, containing

a savage exultancy, ran round the ground

like a vibrant, living thing.

" Did I score ? " Dale found himself asking.

" Score ! " good-humouredly scoffed a

voice ; " vou broke the net ! "

The ridiculous too often follows the

sublime. A comparatively short space of

time after the Hon. Martin Dale had scored

the winning goal which had saved Portbury

from descent into the Second Division he

found himself being remorselessly baited by

residents of the town.

Sam Parkin, the third candidate in the

Some of you,' said the girl,

' have accused Mr. Dale of playing football

from my father that that accusation

Portbury field, who was trying to win the seat

for Bolshevism on a ticket of " Nationalize

everything ! " had heard with the frankest

alarm of the Blue candidate being carried

off the football field that afternoon. He

knew what a hold football had upon the

average male voter. Decidedly, something

must be doneâ��and done quicklyâ��to coun-

teract this new " influence."

There were willing helpers. When Dale

started to speak that evening he found that

whilst many men cheered, the greater number

jeered. Parkin's satellites had packed the

meeting.

The chief objection to the candidate from

the point of view of the interrupters seemed

to be that he was the son of a peer. Nothing
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could wipe out the stain of that unpardonable

sin.

That fact gave the critics a starting-point

as it were. But they did not confine them-

selves to the question of birth; at a rough

estimate the candidate was charged with

half the crimes the upper classes were sup-

posed to have been responsible for during the

VOTi

just for the sake of trying to capture votes,

is a lie and a foul lie at that 1 ''

last twenty years. At length Dale's patience

gave out.

" Why don't you try to be sportsmen ? "

he asked.

A roar of rage answered him. A number

of men darted forward with the obvious

intention of rushing the platform. The

position before had been merely stupid,

farcical; now it looked dangerous. There

was a threat of violence in the air.

" I s'pose you calls yersel' a sportsman,

eh ? " shouted a rasping voice; " tryin' to

catch votes by playin' football ! "

The insinuation was so base, the suggestion

so vile, that Dale would probably have

flung himself at the man if his attention

had not been arrested by a singular sight.

He could scarcely believe his eyes at first;

but, looking again, he found it was true

enough, that first amazed impression of his :

Standing up in her seat was a girlâ��and the

girl was Phyllis Grayson !

His surprise was so great that he con-

tinued to stareâ��with an intensity that

would have been unpardonable in any

other circum-

stances. What

was this girl,

an avowed op-

ponent, doing

there ? Had she

come to gloat

over his humi-

liation ;over the

obvious fact

thathewas being

made a fool of ?

" Oh ! "

The warning

â��uttered in a

girl's voiceâ��

slaved Dale from

having his legs

swept from un-

der him by the

groping hands.

On his guard

now, he waited

until the first

intruder clam-

bered on to the

platform â�� and

then sent him

reeling back-

wards with a

right-handed

punch that

swung freely

from the hip.

" Listen,

please! I want to

tell you allsome-

thing about Mr.

Dale ! "

Again it was a girl's voice that rose

above the din. Before the free fight which

threatened could get under way men found

themselves looking wonderingly in the direc-

tion of the speaker.

The Hon. Martin Dale looked with the

rest. Surely the girl was not going to incite

these brutes to further violence ?

" Men, I will keep you but a few moments,"

the clear voice rang out. " but, as I said just

now, I want to tell you something about the

man you have just been abusingâ��Mr. Dale.

Some of you have complained that he is not

a sportsmanâ��when everyone who has the

interests of local sport at heart feel that they

will never be able to repay him for what he

has done for Portburv to-dav !

I* am authorized to tell you
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" Some of you have accused him of

playing football just for the sake of trying

to capture votes. I am authorized to tell

you from my father that that accusation

is a lieâ��and a foul lie at that ! If you will

listen to me for just a few more seconds, I

will tell you exactly what happened. Mr.

Omerod, whom you all know as the chairman

of directors of the Port bury Football Club,

has just told me the facts.

" Every football follower in this room

knows that, by what has seemed to us a

miracle, the team we all support has been

saved from relegation. The weakness of the

left wing position has long been apparent;

the want of a really first-class oultside left

has been a serious handicap all the season."

The girl paused for a moment, and then lifted

her face fearlessly, almost proudly. " To-day

Portbury played the finest outside left that

has ever worn the colours of the club ! And

that is the man you accuse of not being a

sportsman !

" Wait ! 1 have yet to tell you why the

man who saved the club played to-day.

You have accused him of playing in order

to catch votes by means of a cheap popu-

larity. That is an abominably false charge.

Because he lias always played football the

Hon. Martin Dale has taken the keenest

possible interest in the Portbury club ever

since he arrived in the district. He did this

out of a sheer love for the game ; not because

he had any reason to be grateful to the town

for the way it had treated him. Knowing

what success he had achieved as a player,

the directors took him into their confidence ;

and when Lennie broke down in training

they turned to him in sheer desperation and

begged him to play himself in the game

to-dayâ��that all-important game which was

to decide the future of the side !

" Xow, listen : It was as a sportsman that

they appealed to himâ��and it was as a sports-

man that he responded ! Sportsmenâ��real

sportsmenâ��are always ready to take up a

lost cause, and assuredly Portbury was a

lost cause before the start of to-day's match !

" I "â��the speaker's voice shook a littleâ��

" we all ought to be thankful to this gentle-

man for so splendidly ' playing the game '

to-day ! If you are men "â��here the fine,

sparkling eyes flashed round the roomâ��

" you will not only withdraw that disgraceful

accusation, but "

The girl was not able to complete her

sentence, for a buzz of cheering burst out like

a tumult that could no longer be repressed.

Yet this was drowned by a clamant chorus

which suddenly shook the building. From

the windows a crowd of several thousand

people could be seen marching. And as they

marched they chanted with one voice :â��

" Dale ! Dale ! We want Dak ! Dale I The

man who gave 'em / "

What remained of the malcontents drifted

out of the school-room, cowed before that

mighty chorus of crude but genuine affection.

A few strides brought the Hon. Martin

Dale to the girl's side. Questions seemed

superfluous, and yet he had to ask one.

" What made you do this splendid thing?"

he said, in a voice that was unsteady. The

lure of her made him clench his hands.

" I had treated you horriblyâ��I had the

wrong impressionâ��besides, I had no right

to criticize in any caseâ��I wanted to be fair

â��to show you ! "

The staccato words, low and hushed as a

nun's confession, were like harpstrings played

by moonlight. Only Phyllis Grayson could

have told you why she blushed as she said

them.

The answer of the man standing by her

side deepened the glowing bloom upon the

rose-leaf cheeks.

" You are more than fair," said the Hon.

Martin Dale, musingly ; " you are very

beautiful ! "

Outside the cheers broke out afresh.

THE Hon. Martin Dale was returnt-d

for Portbury with au overwhelming

majority. But it was as an Inde-

pendent that he achieved this triumph.

When the Blue officials, acting on the

prompting of the irate Earl of Wrons-

boroughâ��who placed professional football

as a sport midway between pitch-and-toss

and manslaughterâ��called for the Hon.

Martin Dale's resignation, Sir Philip Gray-

son suddenly decided that he was too old

for further politics, and " paired " with hi->

prospective son-in-law.

" Dammee," he said, explosively, ' you

aren't the only sportsman in Portbury ! If

your side turns you down, I'll turn myself

down ! " And sitting down forthwith he

tendered his resignation to his party.

On the occasion of the Hon. Martin Dale

making his maiden speech, a man in the

Press Gallery with a flair for an attractive

headline dubbed him ' The Hon. Member

for Outside Left ! "

The name stuck.



I HAVE never called

Carter a liar. If a man

chooses to tell impos-

sible stories of his ad-

ventures, let him, say I.

Give the man a sporting run

and the meed of polite atten-

tion. I know Carter to be a

good chap at heart, and his

little idiosyncrasy never worries

me. Lie and let lie is my motto.

But Pritchard is one of those

dour, downright fellows, with a hard,

Caledonian, literal habit of mind, and,

one had fancied, no great sense of humour;

and though the provocation was great, I think

his method with Carter was not fair. It was

almost like hitting below the belt, and I for

one was delighted when at the end How-

ever, I had better relate what happened.

I had brought the two men together, and

I wanted them to like each other, for they

were both old friends of mine, and the

world is not so full of good old friends you

can afford to have them quarrelling among

themselves. But from the first things went

badly. Carter got going with one of his

stories (we were drinking port, and that

always makes him worse), and Pritchard

took to leaning his forehead on his hand

and regarding him searchingly, and inter-

jecting " Oh ?" in a sceptical, sarcastic

tone, and " Strange ! " and " And you say

this happened to you ? "

Carter revels in this sort of treatment.

It just spurs him on. His tale got wilder

and wilder, and after a quarter of an hour

Pritchard's manner suddenly changed. He

seemed to have made up his mind about

Carter. He sat up and ordered drinks.

" I'll call these," he said, " but I think the

next will be on you."

" When I came to the surface," Carter was
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saying, ." I found myself ab-

solutely alone in that waste

of waters. Not a man save

myself, and, it seemed, not a

vestige remained of the whaler

Ladv Kate."

" I don't remember the loss

of the Lady Kate," said Prit-

chard. " But then," he added,

affably, "of course I don't keep

track of all the shipping dis-

asters."

" It was five years ago," said Carter.

" But my first impression that not a

vestige remained was wrong. I had just

time to take one great breath, when over the

top of a wave came floating this harpoon-

chest I've mentioned that had been lying on

the deck. It came so close that I was able

to put my hand on it. You must remember

that it was the only thing that had come up,

except myself. Now, the remarkable thing is-

I can't swim a yard. If I had come up any-

where else on that sea, or it had been any-

where else, I should most certainly have been

helpless. It was a marvellous bit of luck."

" I don't think it at all remarkable," said

Pritchard. " The thing had to be some-

where, and it might just as well have been

where you were as anywhere else. Indeed,

the natural forces that brought you there

must have brought the chest to the same

spot too. The thing was inevitable."

" Well, anyhow," said Carter, a little

resentfully, " I was jolly thankful, and

very surprised too."

" I expect you hadn't had time then to

think it out," said Pritchard.

" Well, I climbed on to the top of the

chest," said Carter, hurriedly. " Fortunately,

it was floating right way up, and the water

could not get in round the edges of the lid

and sink it. It was a good stout oak chest.
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about six feet long and five broad, and, I

found out later, did not let any water in at

the joints. But the situation seemed pretty

desperate. This great tidal wave I've told

you about had carried the whaler hundreds

of miles away from all known shipping

tracks, and there I was in the middle of one

of the most desolate parts of the South

Pacific, without food, or water, or any-

thing ! "

" But I should tbink you are used to that

kind of thing," said Pritchard.

" It's the kind of thing you don't get

used to Well, while I was thinking it

over, there came a great commotion in the

water, and to my horror I saw leering up at

me an enormous sharkâ��a really enormous

one, by far the largest I've ever seen ; and

I've seen some pretty big ones. It leered

at me, and seemed to smileâ��of course, that

could only have been my imaginationâ��and

slowly turned till it was stern forward to me

and the chest. In a flash I realized its plan.

It meant to sweep me off the top of the chest

with its tail into the sea, where it would be

able to devour me at its leisure."

1KNOW," Pritchard interjected, sym-

pathetically. " I've read about one

in New Zealand that goes out to meet

all the ships, and can recognize old friends.

It's quite a well-knowmnhark."

" I'm telling you about this shark," said

Carter, irritably. " I watched him narrowly,

and as I saw his tail flash out of the water,

I leapt vertically into the air. His tail

swept over the top of the chest, missed me,

of course, and down I came back on the lid.

The shark seemed surprised, but repeated

the manÅ�uvre. I am good at skippingâ��

when I'm at home I skip ten minutes every

morning before breakfast ; it's the best form

of exerciseâ��and I was prepared to keep this

up as long as the shark liked. So for some

time we went on like that, the shark lashing

away with his tail, and me jumping just as

lus tail passed over the chest. Keeping

your eye on the tail, and correct timingâ��

that was all it needed. After a bit the

shark got tired, and lay off a while, thinking.

Then he charged at me head first. His new

plan was to knock me off with his snout. I

knew that however high I jumped he would

be able to snap some part of me as I came

down, so just as he hit the chest I leapt

backward into the sea. His momentum

carried his nose up on to the lid, and brought

the edge with an awful jar against my ribs.

He seemed a bit puzzled at not finding me,

till he saw me in the sea, hanging on to the

other side of the chest. At once he turned

and began to swim round. Being so large,

he was a bit unwieldy,.and by the time he

had turned and got round, Ã�, watching my

moment, had nipped up on to the chest

and into the sea on the other side again.

He started round once more, but when he

got there I was again in the sea on the other

side, Ð´:Ðº! there was still the chest between

the two of us.

" And so it went on. I was afraid he

might dive under. I think I should still

have been a bit too quick for him, but

anyhow, he never thought of that. It was

quite bad enough. I had had a pretty

exhausting day, what with one thing and

another, and after a bit this continual

popping uc on to the chest and in and out

of the water began to tell on me. The lid

of the chest was an ordinary hinged one,

fastening with a hasp and staple. Choosing

my chance while he was on the hinge side

and I was on the hasp side, I lifted the lid,

nipped inside the box, and had the lid

slammed down before he got round. He

was thoroughly infuriated by this time, and

began to bang violently on the box. There

was some cross-strapping on the inside of

the lid, where they had kept the grease-pot,

so I was able to hold the lid down firmly.

But there I was, hing on the harpoons and

rope, and feeling the jar right through my

body every time the enraged shark battered

on the outside of the box. I have rarely

been in a more extraordinary situation."

" Not at all," said Pritchard. " If the

shark had worked the edge of his fin in under

the lid and tried to prise it up to get at you

I should have thought there was something

strange in that. But just bang about on

the outside of the boxâ��that's naturally

what any ordinary shark would do."

" Well, you may think it ordinary," said

Carter, bitterly. " I did not, and I felt very

anxious indeed. I wondered how long the

chest could stand the strain. At first the

shark merely battered in a brutal, stupid

sort of way, but presently he took to retiring

a short distance, then turning and coming

back with a rush, by which means lie acquired

an appalling momentum. I could tell this

by the swish as he turned and made off, the

short interval of peace and quiet, and then

the dreadful crash as he struck the chest

once more. I realized that the chest could

not stand much of this, so after the fourth

or fifth crash I seized one of the harpoons,

chose the time when I judged he would be.

at his maximum distance before charging,

popped out of the chest on top of the lid,

and "

" Yes, yes, I know. You harpooned

him," interrupted Pritchard. " Go on. I'm

interested in your story, but do cut out the

dull bits:"

" I never saw a shark surprised so much

in all my life before," Carter continued.

" It went off at a great pace, but, luckily,
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before it had got too far I managed to make

the rope on the harpoon fast to the staple on

the lid. Because, of course, while I did not

want the shark too close, I could not afford

to part with him altogether. He tried to

dive, but the buoyancy of the chest soon

pulled him to the surface again, and along

we went, tearing through the water at a

terrible pace. The trouble was I had no

proper control over the shark. The harpoon

was embedded in

his shoulder just

to the right of the

backbone, and I

noticed that

whenever I jerked

at the rope the

shark curled his

tail spasmodi-

cally over to the

right, though

whether this was

some automatic

or reflex mus-

cular reaction, or

just an effort to

remove the irri-

tation, as you

will see horses

switch at flies

with their tails,

I could not make

out.

" Anyhow, the effect of the tail being

curled round was, of course, to steer the

shark to the right. But that merely kept

us going round in circles, and I realized that

my only chance was to drive ahead in a

straight line on the off-chance of finding

land somewhere. So I selected a second

harpoon and awaited my opportunity. In

order to produce the required effect and

enable me to steer the shark right or left

as I chose, I had to find the exact corre-

sponding spot in the muscles to the left of

his backbone. It was a very difficult cast.

The chance was a hundred to one against,

but I had to take it. Breathing a brief

prayer I hurled the harpoon with all my

force, and to my delight saw it plunge

exactly in the right spot. It was a miraculous

biftof luck."

. " Nonsense ! " said Pritchard. " Of

course, you had to do it. Why, man,

your very life

depended on

it! "

" That's what

I said," Carter

snapped. He

paused and

looked Pritchard

up and down,

seemed to choke

for a moment,

and doggedly

resumed his nar-

rative. " I was

now able to keep

the shark going

in a straight line

by jerking one or

the other of the

ropes and causing

his tail to twist

whenever he tried

to deviate. The

rage to which he had been worked up by

this time, and the irritation caused by the

two harpoons, sent him along at a tre-

mendous rate. It was like being in a fast

motor-boat, except that the chest was not

so comfortable.

" I steered by the sun, and when that

went down by the stars, keeping straight

on because I knew that offered the best

chance of finding land. And, sure enough,

towards noon the next day 1 sighted a

'I'm telling you about ibis shark,' said Carter, irritably. 'As I saw his tail flash out

of the water, I leapt into the air.' "
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hilltop on the horizon, and an hour later had

run the shark ashore on one of the most

beautiful islands the eye of man ever beheld.

The remarkable combination of circum-

stancesâ��the chest, the shark, my lucky

shots with the harpoonsâ��make it, to my

mind, one of the most singular escapes on

record." â�¢

" Oh, do you think so ? " said Pritchard.

" Why, you say it was the season of calms,

so you couldn't expect a wind. You were

right off the shipping

track, so a vessel to

pick you up was in

the highest degree im-

probable. Hang it,

something of that sort

was simply bound to

happen, or you

wouldn't be here

now."

"From observations

I worked out later,"

muttered Carter, grit-

ting his teeth, "I found

that the shark had

carried me a distance

of just on a thousand

miles in rather less

than twenty-four

hours."

" Jolly lucky you

were, too ! " said Pritchard. " In a great

waste ocean like the South Pacific I

shouldn't have been a bit surprised if

you'd had to go two thousand before you

found an island."

" Waiter! " said Carter, desperately,

" Three ports, please." He gulped his

wine and seemed to pluck up a bit. " The

people of the island worshipped me as a god,"

he announced with defiance.

" Naturally ! Here we have a simple,

unsophisticated people see a man come

tearing over the sea at fifty miles an hour,

driving a shark like a hansom-cab horse

between reins. Naturally, they worship

him as a god. It's inevitable, in the circum-

stances."

" Their customs were almost incredibly

weird and strange."

" I suppose so. A people cut off from ail

the rest of mankind in the middle of a vast

oceanâ��it would be something remarkable if

their customs were not weird and strange."

" Well, I won't tell you about their

customs, then," said Carter. " They were

cannibals of the most ferocious kind."

" Of course."

' 1 was now able to keep the shark going in a straight line by jerking one or the other of
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" Why ' Of course ' ? "

" Oh," said Pritchard, fluently, " it's a

well-known fact that the climate of the

South Pacific produces a peculiar craving

for meat, and the larger mammalia being

absent, the people have to fall back on

human flesh."

" On this island," said Carter, viciously,

" there were lions, tigers, buffaloes, sheep,

pigs, panthers, goats, elephants, girafles,

and a great many other mammals all of the

largest kinds."

" Oh ! " Pritchard gasped for a moment.

" Ah ! " He sipped his wine thoughtfully.

Then, " I see," he said ; " it was one of the

other sort of island. Not the kind that are

being built out of the sea by the coral, but

the other kind that are slowly subsiding

into the sea. In such circumstances, with

the fauna from a largeâ��possibly a conti-

nentalâ��area concentrated into one small

island, of course you would have a lot of

large animals all jammed up pretty close

together. It's only natural."

" Waiter," said Carter, in a dreary voice.

" bring three more ports." He closed his

eyes and lay back. Then suddenly he sat

up and glared at Pritchard. " Anyhow."

he said, briskly, " it was this cannibalism

that made me unpopular with the people.

Of course, I tried to put it down, being a

humane man, and that brought me the

enmity of the priests. They arranged that

one day as I sat down a spear should by an

apparent accident scratch my arm. Blood

began to pour from the wound. ' Ah ! '

they all screamed. ' Not a god ! Not a

god. but good to eat ! ' I realized at once

that I was in deadly peril, and fled. I

dashed out of my State Temple with a short

lead, and made for the hills, the whole mob

yolling and howling after me. Madly I

toiled up the steep slope, the furious

savages gaining on me all the time. My

lungs began to crack, my heart seemed

to burst under the strain. The limit

of human endurance was reached â��

was passed. I fell down dead." He

stopped.

Pritchard's jaw dropped. " Eh ? " he

said, blankly. " You meanâ��you mean,

in a dead faint ? "

" No. Dead," Carter repeated, firmly.

" I fell down dead. I was boiled and eaten

two days later."

Pritchard was silent for some moments.

Then he called to the waiter. " Bring a

bottle of port," he said.

He turned to me, and for the first time

that evening a smile dawned in his eyes

and spread slowly all over his large face.

" I like vour friend Carter," he said.

the ropes, and the irritation caused bv the two harpoons sent him along at a tremendous rate."
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PERPLEXITIES. By Ð½ÐµÐ¿Ð³Ñ� E. Du<

eney.

nineteen risers for his last bound ! " How many risers

are there in the Curley Street tube stairway 'i Tlie

platform does not count as a riser, and the top landing

does.

Solutions to Last Month's Puzzles.

540.â��A CUBE PARADOX.

IT is a curious fact that a cube can be passed through

another cube of smaller dimensions. Suppose a ciibt-

to be raised so that its diagonal Ð� Ð� is perpendicular

to the plane on which it rests, as in Figure i. Then

the resulting projection

will be a regular hexagon,

as shown. In Figure 2 the

square hole is cut for the

passage of a cube of the

same dimensions. But it

will be seen that there

is room for cutting a hole that would pass a cube

of even larger dimensions. Therefore the one through

which I cut a hole was not, as the reader may ha\-e

hastily supposed, the larger one. but the smaller !

('< nsequently, the larger cube would obviously remain

the heavier. This could not happen if the smaller

were passed through the larger.

541â��FACTORY HANDS.

THE factors of 570 (2 x 285) are 2, 3, 5, and 19. All

possible divisors not exceeding 19 are given in the first

column below, where the numbers in the other columns

are obtained in this way. Take the first two cases.

570 divided by 19 is 30 A half of (30-19 + 1) is 6,

and 6 -I 19 - i is 24. Again, 570 divided by 15 is 38.

A half of (38 - 15 - i) is 12, and 12 + 15-1 is 26.

19 men aged (> to 24
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545-â��COUNTER SOLITAIRE.

THIS simplification of the board of the old game of

Solitaire lends itself to many entertaining little pas-

times of patience. Copy the simple diagram on a

sheet of paper or cardboard and use sixteen counters,

numbered and placed as shown. The puzzle is to

remove all but one counter by a succession of leaps. A

counter can leap over another adjoining it to the next

square beyond, if

a v Ð° Ñ� a n t, and in

^\ /"s^~\ 7^ ^^ s^s-^ making the leap

one jumped over.

But no leap can be

made in a diagonal

direction. The following is a solution in eight moves :

5â��13, (6â��14 6â��5), 16â��15, (3â��IL 3â��6). 2-Ñ�,

(8â��7, 8â��16, 8â��3), (1â��9, 1â��2, 1â��8), (4â��12, 4â��i).

This means that 5 leaps over 13 and 13 is removed. 6

then leaps over 14 and 14 is removed, and so on.

The leaps within a bracket count as one move,

because the lea|js are made with the same counter in

succession. It will be seen that No. 4 makes the last

leap. Now try to find a solution, also in eight moves,

in which No. i makes the last leap.

546.â��THE " ARK " RECONSTRUCTED.

I HAVE received from Mr. A. Parkin the following

ingenious new version of the Enigma (our No. 524)

respecting Noah's Ark :â��

In Noah's time, when from the Ark

Came animals in pairs,

Who was it then would suffer most

From trampling on the stairs ?

The answer to this version is quite different, and. I

consider, superior.

547.â��WORD ENDINGS.

How many different ways are there of spelling the

final syllable sounded like " tion " in " position," in

English words ? We cannot include the forms

' musician," " ocean," " Galatian." or " Russian," as

these end in " shan " or " she-an." and not in " shun."

There are more ways than you may suspect.

548.â��PLAYING FOR MARBLES.

Ð¢Ð¾Ð¼ and Fred started playing marbles when each

held the same number. Tom won twenty in the first

game, but in the second game he lost two-thirds of

what he held. This left Fred with four times as many

marbles as Tom. How many had each boy at the

start of play ?

540.-THE TUBE STAIRS.

I RAN up against Percy Longman, a young athlete,

the other day when leaving Curley Street tube station.

He stopped at the lift, saying. " I always go up by the

stairs. A bit of exercise, you know. But this is the

I' ngest stairway on the line, nearly a thousand steps.

I will tell you a queer thing about it that only applies

to one other smaller stairway on the line. If I go up

two steps at a time, there is one stop left for the last

bound : if I go up three at a time, there are two steps

left ; if I go four at a time, there are three left ; five

n t a time, four are left ; six at a time, five are left ;

and if I went up seven at a time, there would be six

risers left over for the last bound. Now. why is that ? "

As he went flying up the stairs, three ste|>s at a time,

I laughed and said to myself, " He little suspects that

if he went up twenty steps at a time there would be

The first three lines alone fulfil the condition as to the

ratio of the three ages, so the answer is 19, 15, and 10.

542.â��THE GARDEN BED.

BISECT the three sides in A, B, and E. If you join

Ð� Ð� and drop the perpendiculars A D and Ð� Ð¡, then

Ð� Ð� Ð¡ D will be the largest

possible rectangle and exactly-

half the area of the triangle.

The two other soluticns,

F E A G and K E B H. would

also serve (all these rectangles

being of the same area) except

for the fact that they would

enclose the tree. This applies

* Ð� Ð½ to any triangle with acute

angles, but in the case of a right-angled triangle there

are only two equal ways of proceeding.

543.â��AN UNSOLVED ENIGMA.

THIS for the present remains unsolved.

544.â��REVERSING THE DIGITS.

IF we multiply 989010989 by 123456789

we get 122100120987654321, with the List

nine digits in reverse order.
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Milk breads of cream richness

Have you ever tried making bread with cream ?

Probably not, for lliat â�� to any housewife â��

would seem the height of extravagance. And yet

it is true that rich cream has the same mellowing

effect upon bread that it has on cake or pudding.

It gives a delicate flavour and a fine texture that

nothing else can give.

Why not use for your breads a milk that is rich

like cream? Vou can get a milk as rich as this â��

and it comes at a price which makes iis use, even

for bread making, seem quite economical.

Libby's Evapniaied Milk is this cream-rich milk.

It is pure milk from the finest dairy districts of the

country, evaporated to twice its original richness.

Sweet French Rolls.

}cnp Libby's Milk i teaspoon s;ih

cilp water r egg

i yeast cake dissolved in 4 tnble*pOOnH butter (or

cup lukewarm waler

iinrgatim;)

Flour i leispoou cinnamon

4 taM^poons sugar

Scald Libby's Milk run! water; when lukewarm add dissolved

yeast ami ij cups of flour; mix well ttml let rise. Cut down.

aild sugar, salt, egg well beaten, cinnamon and butter; add

enough flour 10 knead. Let ris- again, roll in n lonjj strip,

one-four i h inch thiÂ«;k, spread with bullet ; roll as a jelly roll and

cut in one-inch pieces. Place in pan close together. Sprinkle

with su^iir and cinnamon. Let rise, bake in a hot oven.

Nut Bread.

4 cups flour i cup walnuts

6 teaspoons baking powder j cup Libby's Milk

i teaspoon salt 2 eggs

\ cup water I cup sugar

Mix dry ingredients and nuts. Add milk and well-beaten eggs.

Put in i wo greased pans and let stand twenty minutes. Bake

one-half hour.

Try the bread recipes on this page, and you

will be satisfied that even bread can be improved

by this pure, rich milk.

With a nice loaf of fancy bread in the bouse you

will ask friends to stay for tea. The sandwiches

are soon readyâ��your brown and white bread,

spread with cheese and laid in alternate layeis,

make an attractive and popular dish. If you

prefer to serve coffee, the little cinnamon rolls

can be buttered and served just as they are.

Libby's Milk will make all your bread crisp,

brown and tender.

Baked Brown Bread.

J nip treacle

i tablespoon melted butter

(or margarin*)

i teaspoon salt

:> cups wholemeal

flour

^ cup raisins i cup white flour

i teaspoons baking powder Â« cup Libby's Milk

teaspoon cai bonate soda ^ ^up water

Mix and sift dry ingredients, add raisins, milk, treacle and

the melted hit tier. Put in a greased pan, let stand twenty

minutes. Bake forty-live minutes in a slow ove:i.

Ribbon Sandwiches.

i loaf while bre.id Butler or maigurme

i loaf brown bread Libby's Milk

Slice bread very thin. Make three layer sandwiches; two

slices of brown and one slice of white lir^ad, or two slices

of while 1 tread and one slier brown bread. Spread with

butter which his he-en softened wilh l.iltby's Milk. SlicÂ«

through layer sandwiches cross-wise, in one-h;ilf-inrh slices.

Let your Grocer be your Milkman.

Wtiie for <â�¢â�¢!'* fret rookitt, " Fine'- Ffavour fd Milk Dishes.'" It is fall of recipes

for dtliciovs cream and butter-savin.? dishes that will f>lta<' thi whole 'amity.

Libby, McNeill & Libby, Ltd.

(Dept. 1), 8, GREAT TOWER STREET, LONDON, E.C.3.
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"THE BIG 'PLANE FLASHED DOWN AND DOWN IN A TEKKIHC RUSH THERE

WAS A ZIP-ZIP-2IP IN THE AIR, THE SHARP, THICK NOISE OF BULLETS SLAPPING

(SEE PAGE 378.)
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W.DOUGLAS

NEWTON

GEMMA always went

down to the aero-

drome at that par-

ticular time of that

particular day of the week.

That was- her wisdom. It

was the.earliest working hour

of Monday, which is the languid day of the

Anglo-Saxon week-end. She did not want

to be noticed.

In the mess-lounge she found a very

perfectly-creased pair of slacks emerging from

a noble arm-chair and the obliterating ex-

panse of a morning paper. Surprising, that,

for the aerodrome was mainly deserted at

this time. She studied the perfect creases,

and the very neat and decorative shoes and

the glowing socks appertaining to the

creases. She coughed.

The daily paper came down swiftly and

the fittingly perfect upper-half of a genial

young man with an indolent air was revealed.

He studied her with pleasant blue eyes, the

intelligence of which was masked in a sunny,

social smile. Then he said, with a little too

much enthusiasm to be entirely casual and

conversational :â��â�¢

" Hallo, Gemma, old thing, how nicely

you do turn up in the last places on earth.

\Vhy here and why now at this most raw

hour ? "

"Detecting," she said, teasingly. "Out-

side I saw an unmistakable footprint.

' Bond Street,' said I, ' that peculiar light

treadâ��Raphael â�¢ Phare, the sleuth, lurks

within.' So, I run you to earth."

He grinned, his eyes resting on her.

â�¢" I don't like the word ' run ' in your

story. Here am I sitting behind my barricade

Vol. IxLâ��25.

d by

DUDLEY TENNANT

of all the sensations, and I hear a casual

footfall striding along the passage asâ��as

care free as that of a quite nice little lady of

attractive age who is thinking of nothing in

particular. Those footfalls turn in at this

door. They stopâ��suddenly. I know that

stopâ��the writer chaps put it down as ' she

paused in astonishment.' Those footfalls

were taken by surprise at the sight of an

unexpected pair of "

" Oh, you're far too sharp," laughed

Gemma. " Well, I was surprised, forâ��forâ��

what are you doing here ? "

He was standing now, tall, slim, but with

shoulders neat and of definite powerâ��if one

wasn't misled by the gorgeous cut of his

suiting. His eyes were upon her with their

casual carefulness.

â�¢ " Meâ��oh, same as you. I'm here onâ��

business." His eyes seemed to point directly

to the very workmanlike aspect of her

clothes, the considered warmth and strength

of their texture. " Oh, yes. Gemma,

â�¢business," he finished. " But I didn't

know

Rapid steps were heard outside the room ;

a young, thrusting man in leather flying kit

hurried in. â�¢

" No go, Mr. Phare," he cried. " I've

been 'phoning until I'm dizzy, but I can't get

anyone. Not a soul."

" You said you were certain of a rr.rr,"
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said Raphael Phare, and under his smile was

a certain steeliness.

" And I would have had him, but the

ass has concussion. Went joy-riding yester-

day in a car unfit for human transportation,

and that's that. I say, must you have

another man ? You've got that policeman

fellow."

" He's not a pilot," said Raphael Phare.

" I'll want him for land work if we get to

that. And I must land safely."

" You think these fellows might pip me ? "

asked the flying man, but without any great

show of anxiety.

" It's a possibility. They're pretty des-

perate fellows, both, of them : they shot up

the old jeweller and his assistant, and they

know what's due to them when they're

caught. And as they are both flying menâ��

Roy Otton, you know, has a pretty good

reputationâ��they'll know who they have to

get to put us out of action."

" That's true: they'll go for me," said the

pilot, quite calmly. " All the same, Mr.

Phare, we really can't get another pilot "

" Roy Otton! " said Gemma. " That's the

aeroplane thief, isn't it, Raphael ? The man

the morning papers are full of ? Are you

after him ? "

" I'm doomed to get these hustling sort of

jobs, old thing, it seems," smiled Raphael.

" Only now it isn't a question of a car and a

little lady with plenty of grit driving me.

It's -"

" Willie Fielding," said Gemma to the

pilot, " just tell this ignorant fellow what I

â�¢ â�¢an do. I'm getting into my kit now. I'll

meet you by the hangars."

" Oh, you can fly a.s well as drive a car ?

said Raphael Phare, in mock despair. " I

might have known " But as Gemma

was already out of the room he stopped and

glanced at the flying man.

" It's a fact," said the latter. " Miss

Bermingham got her certificate over a year

ago. She flies here fairly regularly, on

Mondays. She's a topping pilot, safe and

yet daring, you know. But, I say, on a Job

like this, a woman, a girl can'tâ��wellâ��run

risks."

" And mere men can't prevent a woman, a

girl, like Gemma Bermingham running 'em

if she means to. You can try if you like. I

shall not join you in the endeavour. I con-

sider the expenditure of fruitless effort a.

sign of inefficiency, and so on."

" Butâ��but this business will require some

nerve ? "

" That's what Gemma has, some nerve,"

smiled Raphael.

" I wish to heavens we could find another

man."

" I'm with you," said Raphael, " but we

can't. And I want that extra pilot. I really

do hate making slips in my cases." His smile

was genial and easy ; the airman found it

most difficult to feel that this quite in-

consequent and charming man wasâ��well,

was a sort of policeman. Raphael ended :

" After all, you may not be killed, Willie ;

it's not an absolute necessity, you know."

" By Jove, no," cried Willie Fielding.

" Of course it may not happen, and so it

will be all right after all."

" Even if it does," said Raphael, " I think

it will be all right after all. You see, I know

Gemma."

II.

GEMMA, her delicate and rather fragile

little face vital with the glow of ex-

citement, was standing in her leather

overalls near the hangars when the two

young men went out. Mechanics were

about the machine performing the final

mysteries of tuning-up. A most obvious

policeman, despite his garb of leather, was

standing by. His calm was muscular and

did not permit the slightest show of emotion.

Gemma turned to Raphael, her eyes bright.

" Tell me all about it, Raphael. I've

only glanced at the papers. This Roy Otton

broke into a jeweller's, didn't he, and stoleâ��

how many thousands of pounds of gems ? "

" About twenty-five thousand," said

Raphael.

" And he shot at the jeweller and his

assistant, who live on the premises ? "

" The assistant was killed," said Raphael,

" and the jeweller will probably die. But

make it plural, Gemma. Otton is the leader

only, he had one companion at least. There

may be moreâ��somewhere."

" There were only two on that "plane you

want me to chase," put in Willie Fielding.

" At least, that's what has been reported

through to here." Raphael's pleasant eye

turned on the boy ; there was that under its

geniality that made him continue. " We

were warned against a landing, you see. It

seems two men, as bold as you like, strolled

into the Inningham 'drome yesterday after-

noonâ��the burglary was in the morning,

Miss Gemma, you seeâ��just after lunch.

They took a two-seater in a quite lordly

way, and Otton, who was fairly well known

to the ground staff, took the controls and

flew her off. They headed north, this way.

When it got about that Otton had a hand in

this jewellery stunt the general warning

went out to all the flying groundsâ��in case

they came down."

" How in the name of wonder did they

manage to walk off with that 'plane ? "

asked Gemma.

" Dead easy. The beggars had an orderâ��

yes, an order. All O.K., too, down to old

Dommit's signature. And Otton was known,

you see. And Dommit was away somewhere
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snug, considering his lunch. They knew how

to bluff all right, all right."

" They evidently know how to plan,"

added Gemma, as she turned and looked at

Raphael.

" Oh, they do," he smiled. He looked at

the policeman, he looked at Gemma. " Hence

the â�� er â�� spare parts, the extra help. We

don't quite know what is ahead, what we

may have to handle. The whole thing has

been a most careful piece of work and we

can't take risks, because we don't think

Otton is taking any."

" Tell me exactly what happened,

Raphael ? "

, they got into the locked shop

in a very neat way â�� in fact they

were only surprised just as they

were packing up. They shot, and then

they managed to get into the street again,

into the crowd which had collected at

the noise of the firing. He's a real clever

fellow, Otton. He and his companion

actually went into the premises with the

first two policemen who came up. When

they found the injured men it was Otton,

volunteering to ring up a doctor, who dis-

covered that the telephone had been done in.

So he and his pal went off in a taxi for the

doctor. The police actually called one for

them."

" Why â�� why did they do so daring a

thing ? " asked Gemma.

" Oh, clever fellows like Otton sometimes

over-do cleverness. There were reasons for

boldness, too. First reason was that the

police arrived a little too quickly, found them

dodging round the stables at the back of the

premises â�� that's the way they got out, and

in. To explain their presence Otton said

they'd heard shots, and had run round to see

if help was needed. After that, of course,

they had to join up with the police."

" And the other reason ? "

" One of them, Otton perhaps, had left

his automatic behind in the hurry of snatch-

ing up jewels and stuffing them into pockets

and so on. That automatic was undoubtedly

direct evidence for condemning the murderer.

Otton, or the other, could be traced by the

gun-maker's number. They thought only of

that and not of anything else. Well, the

police were wise up to a point. They found

that automatic at once, but beyond that

point Otton beat them. He managed to

raise such a fuss about the finding of the

injured men that the policeman who had

picked up the weapon put it down again to

lend a hand at first aid. The automatic wasn't

missed until they had gone off in that taxi."

" I suppose yon come in here, Raphael ? "

" Well, I do rather. I happened to be on

duty, and the police found a 'phone that did

work, so I arrived. It wasn't so difficult to

connect up that missing automatic with the

kindly strangers. And after that we started

tracing that taxi, in fact quite a lot of taxis,

for Otton and his friend believe greatly in

mobility. 'Fraid we should have been hung

up a good deal hadn't Dommit returned from

lunch to find one of his pet 'planes gone on

an order he'd never signed. That's where

we connected up again. The aerodrome

description of Otton and his companion

fitted the police description of the two

Samaritans. But it does show planning, as

you say. Otton had that order ready, had

Dommit's extensive lunch-hour well timed.

And then in a 'plane there would be a clean

get-away, no sort of ground trail at all, you

understand, with taxi-drivers, railwaymen,

and so on to give clues."

" All the same, it does not appear to have

been a clean get-away," smiled Gemma.

" You're not going up in an aeroplane

yourself for nothing, Raphael."

" You wouldn't be so bad in the detecting

trade yourself, Gemma," said Raphael.

" Well, we are going somewhere into the big

belt of moors. Where, exactly, is not

revealed, but a pursuing 'plane has advan-

tages, too. One can look down and see

things, and a two-seater or a hangar is not

easily hidden on a moor."

" If the two-seater remains on the moor,"

said Gemma. " Has it ?"

" It hasn't come out of that beltâ��as far

as information goes. It was seen heading

for the moor from the south. There are no

reports of any 'plane coming out on the other

sideâ��on any side. It took us time to put

together the jig-saw of facts and reports, to

make certain that it was Otton who had

flown into the moor-belt. Dark came before

we had all we wanted, or we should have

gone after him last night. But people have

been alert all round the belt, and nothing has

come out and there was no night flying."

" Couldn't Otton have abandoned that

'plane to get out on foot or by car ? "

" That's a possibility, but apparently he

hasn't done it. There's a cordon round the

moor-belt. All roads, tracks, railway

stations, and so on have had earnest atten-

tion."

Willie Fielding was attacked by a bright

idea. " Couldn't the cordon move in ? I

mean, don't you see, converge on the beggars

from exterior lines ? "

" It converges, Willie," said Raphael.

" Even now it converges nobly. If Otton

remains on the ground we should get him.

With an aeroplane in hand he probably

won't. Also a fact of some significance has

come to light. A mysterious motor-lorry

bought up an extravagant supply of petrol

locally a few days ago. The man on the
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lorry would not say what it was for, and he

drove into the heart of the moors, and, as

the stories go, he and that petrol were never

seen again. That may or may not point to

further flying on Otton's part. I think it

does. For that reason I have commandeered

your bus, Willie, to chase him if he gets into

the air, as well as to get a bird's-eye view of

the moor."

" But, even if he flies, where the deuce

will he go, with the whole of the country

alert for him ? " demanded Willie Fielding.

" Who can say, \Villie ? As the aphorism

has it, ' Not even Mahomet but only Allah

knows what is in the mind of Otton.' My

own consuming desire is to head him off from

the sea, should that be his fancy. To have

to hunt him on the Continent would not only

be tedious, but the fact that he got there

would lessen the natural love the authorities

have for me."

" Phew," cried Willie. " Of course, that

would be his line ; fill tanks to capacity and

then head out to sea."

" Could he reach the Continent ? " asked

Gemma.

" Oh, rather, the day and wind and what-

not are entirely in his favour."

" Then why are we standing about here

giving him a good start ? " cried Gemma,

femininely. " Your "plane was ready

minutes ago, Willie."

III.

RAPHAEL PHARE suddenly saw, rather

than felt, Gemma's small, purposeful

hand on his sleeve. Then he became

conscious of its pressure. It lifted and

waved. It was a gesture that cried, " Look !

Look ! "

From a study of the moors beneath he

directed his glance ahead.

Low, skimming against the trees like some

giant dragon-fly and a great distance away,

he saw an aeroplane. At the same moment

he noticed that Willie's left hand was playing

on the controls, and that the engine re-

sponded with a more terrific roaring. He

knew why. That distant 'plane before them

was rising. It had started up like a scared

rabbit from some fold in the moor. It had

seen them and was running for its life.

It was the first thrill of their flight. They

had stepped, bumping softly, off the earth

an hour ago under the pull of the roaring

engine. They had lilted gently, gently ;

circled and swayed, the needles in both the

altimeter and speed indicator moving along

to apparently dizzy heights and dizzying

speeds. But Raphael had noticed nothing

dizzying at all. And when suddenly all

motion appeared to cease, and they halted

apparently in an air cave of most terrific

tumult, he could almost have declared those

needles liars, for there was no more sense of

travelling at eighty miles an hour than there

was of being up fifteen hundred feet.

Then he looked over the side of the 'plane

and saw the earth beneath him, toy-like and

slightly contemptible as though it were a

map drawn and coloured by a not too clever

cartographer. He saw that this indifferent

map was moving away under them. Slowly

and evenly it slipped under him, as though

someone was rolling it from one roller to

another. That was all he saw ; unexcitingly,

the toy railway tracks and the little toy towns

and the pocket-handkerchief fields slid

beneath him in the cold chastity of ear!y

sunlight that evenly filled the world. The

big 'plane had dipped and recovered once in a

rather swooping way, but that seemed to be

the sum-total of sensation in flying. Almost

too soon they were over the wild, rather

furry-looking country that was the moor.

Willie banked and straightened, banked

and straightened again, swinging his machine

in sweeping curves. He was quartering the

moor delicately, sifting it finely, so that

nothing on its surface could escape. They

all stared down, probing every patch of bush,

every fold of land beneath. And then

Gemma had touched Raphael's arm, and he

had looked, and there was the distant, rising

'plane streaking off like a scared rabbit.

Willie was climbing at once, and edging

east steadilyâ��east lay the sea. The flying

'plane before them had been growing,

growing, growing, like a plant of swift,

magical expansion. Suddenly it ceased to

spiral. Its tail flicked towards them,

amazingly it began to dwindle. Willie,

with a lord-of-the-air phlegm, simply did

things on the amazing controls before him,

the noise of the engine and the air became

even less bearable, and the finger on the

speed indicator kicked abruptly to a point

-or two beyond the hundred mark.

The flying two-seater ceased to dwindle.

It lost its grey tint. Became blacker, more

definite. Raphael darted a fleeting look to

the ground, and away on the left he caught

sight of a little grouping : something that

looked like a shed, another thing was a

lorry. There were tiny red squaresâ��motor-

spirit tins, a small car, and things with

jerky legsâ��men, two of them. He looked

up again, saw a vast faded flat surface that

glinted and flashed sleekly. They were

edging towards that. It took him some

time to realize it was the sea. Ahead there

was the two-seater, hanging there in front

of them, as though on the end of a thread

hitched up to a cloud. Motionlessâ��but so

black, so very much larger. He saw a loose,

black blob move, a head. Good Lord !

They had got as close as that !

It was obvious what the two-seater was at.
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'You think these fellows might pip me?" asked the flying man. 'It's a possibility.

They're pretty desperate fellows, both of them.' "
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It was edging east, fighting, fighting to get

to the sea. Would it ? He looked at the

imperturbably carven face of the ridicu'lously

young Willie. Willie's face remained im-

perturbably carven, eyes fixed ahead. Then,

as he looked, the gravity collapsed into the

smile of a schoolboy, and the lips framed an

entirely unheard, " Ah, you begin to under-

stand, hey ? " Willie shifted in his seat

as feet and hands accomplished intuitive

things. The 'plane became breathless with

quick, sliding movements.

Raphael Phare looked ahead.

The two-seater had unexpectedly and

astonishingly spun round, on its very tail,

Phare thought; it swooped and darted,

flashed due west away from the sea. It

seemed that their own 'plane came round

with laborious slowness, for when they were

heading west, the two-seater swooped and

turned again, span back on its tracks, and

rushed towards the sea. Raphael noted

that Willie's boyish mouth was smiling and

the lips seemed to form the words, " Some

bird, Otton." The big 'plane was already

banking. Raphael saw Gemma's <ace,

delicate and alive with excitement, and she

was smiling, pleased.

Raphael began to recognize that Willie

was also " Some bird." His manoeuvring

seemed more leisurely than the flashing

daring of the two-seater, and its very

leisureliness was the thing that defeated

Otton. Always Willie's slower turn enabled

him to cut right across Otton's path just as

that hair-brain pilot had decided to whip

back on his tracks in a second turn. Willie

seemed to have an intuitive sense that

enabled him to forestall Otton's movements.

Up there in the sky it was rather as though he

were a celestial sheep-dog always heading-off

the rushes of a rebellious sheep. Always,

too, he was cutting down that eastward

slide, was forcing Otton more and more

over to the west, away from the sea.

They sparred, as it were, for an opening in

the sky, then Otton abruptly changed tactics.

He turned and went west, he turned and

rushed east again. Then, instead of coming

round under the threat of their 'plane, he

abruptly dipped and dived. He swooped

earthward in a terrific volplane, diving as it

were straight to destruction.

Willie went after him.

The big "plane flashed down and down in

a steep and terrific switchback rush. The

ea"rth came leaping up towards them with an

almost awful mobility. Down they went,

downâ��and they flattened. Otton had

flattened before them. They were skimming

the earth at a few hundred feet. Bushes and

rock and the green of the grass went by in a

blur. There was a flash of whiteness, and

of painted things. Then the thing happened.

There was a zip-zip-zip all about them in

the air. Something " spanged " on metal,

there was the sharp, thick noise of bullets

slapping through wing fabric. Willie's face

suddenly twisted awry, a red weal leaped

out over his cheek-bone and temple. The

big 'plane was rockingâ��rocking

IV.

RAPHAEL PHARE was already firing

back.

That flash of white had given him

an instant warning; his pistol being already

in his hand, almost instinctively his arm was

over the 'plane, he was swivelling back, was

firing at the tent and the lorry and the small

car and the two men who stood by these

things and fired up. He had realized in that

moment of a moment what had happened.

Otton had lured them to within pistol range

of his camp. Baffled in his attempt to force

a way out to sea, he had dived and brought

his pursuers low down over his two con-

federates.

They had opened fire. Raphael Phare

fired back. He didn't expect to hit, but

what he expected happened. One of the two

rogues scrambled for shelter under the lorry.

The other ducked. And they were by.

The 'plane was rockingâ��rocking. Raphael

knew nothing about flying, so to him this

rocking seemed even more dangerous than

it was. He glanced at Willie's face. The

wry twist had left it, but the weal had become

a ribbon of bright blood. The pale lips,

however, were clenched tight, and Willie was

imperturbably graven once more. He was

looking ahead. The earth swept from under

them, and the world became all skyâ��a

shining blue sky with a few ridiculous clouds

dappling it. They pushed up to this sky,

steeply, almost violently, until Raphael

Phare felt that if he did not cling to the sides

of the machine he must fall, waggling lus

legs idiotically, through miles and miles of

space.

He tried to look down, but his neck seemed

unable to act. He simply lolled back looking

at sky. He wondered if Willie were dead,

or gone mad. Gemma didn't think so. Her

exquisite little face was quite calm, the vivid

lips a little open, a half-smile glowing in her

eyes. She seemed to recognize that what

was being accomplished was according to

the book. Raphael Phare lolled back and

surrendered himself to unlimited sky. It

was a blank sky. Not even birds appeared

to be in it. The two-seater was gone. It

had apparently vanished for ever.

With another dizzying transition they

were flying level again, hurling on an even

keel through the illimitable blueness of the

world. Raphael looked ahead and around

â��nothingâ��not a sign of that two-seater.
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It was nowhere. It had given them the

slip while they wrestled with that critical

incident. Gemma's hand, that neat, pretty,

and vet determined little hand, was on his

arm again, he saw her smiling with her

teasing smile into his face. Her free hand

pointed forward and down.

Downâ��right away down below them, so

far down that it appeared on the ground,

he saw the two-seater. It was not like a

dragon-fly now, for he saw the whole of its

spread from above. It was like some big

bird skimming the earth. There it was,

darting like a swallow towards the sea.

And it was painfully near the sea. - It was

far away, an immense distance away. It

had leapt forward terrifically. What had

held them backâ��the climb, the moments

lost in the flurry of that incident ? He

did not know, but the gap between them

dismayed him. That two-seater would get

away, Otton would get away.

Gemma was giving him that teasing smile

of . hers. The rueful look that, for the

moment, had crept into his habitually-

indolent geniality amused her. Her lips

were framing, " No ! No ! Don't be down-

hearted." Then she pulled a pad, that was

hanging on a cord, on to her knees, and with

the pencil that hung by the pad she was

writing. In a moment Raphael was reading

a scrawledâ��

"It's all right. Watch Willie. Willie

can deliver the goods."

He looked at Willie, and thought that his.

pallor had increased. He wrote in turn :â��

" Willie is great, but can he hold out ? "

Gemma patted the controls before her,

after she had read. She smiled. Her lips

framed, " Standing by."

Then Raphael's heart came up into his

mouth.

They were swooping.

As a sensation it was ghastly. They

seemed to be charging straight to the very

ground. They shot down and down and

down on a terrible dropping line. Raphael

felt he knew exactly what a falling rocket-

stick must feel like if it resented its job of

returning to earth. Not merely his breath

but every organ in his body seemed to be

pressed back against his spine with the

appalling pressure of that flashing descent.

He shut his eyes and hung on like grim

deathâ��not because that mattered, but

because it gave just one grain of comfort

in] a most uncomfortable and abominable

moment.

But he had to open his eyes, just to see

how he was going to be killed. Earth and

sea and bushes and trees seemed to be

coining up at him in a roar. The two-seater

â�¢was shooting nearer to them at a sickening

pace. Curious how that two-seater leapt

towards them, though of course it was

actually streaking oft as hard as it could

go. Its spread of wing rushed up, growing

enormous. In a second they would crash.

He heard a faint " spat-spat " by his head,

in the flicker of an instant saw a thin veil

of cordite vapour that was immediately

snatched away. He realized that this

tremendous instant had been the stoic

policeman's moment. Through the enor-

mity of the thrill the policeman hail

remained true to pattern. He was in-

dubitably stoic, and he shot. Sedately, as

though on a range, he was potting at the

two-seater.

Then the two-seater s(emed to stagger a

little, but it immediately flattened to steadi-

ness, and a moment later it was banking

away inland. It was their triumph. Willie

had delivered the goods. In that wild

hurdler's leap across the sky he had caught

Otton in a single bound. He was up with

the flying-thief once more, and, with his

superior speed, was master of him.

They flattened, too, and banked steadily,

coldly, even as Otton banked. They

swayed dizzily ; as they flicked straight both

maclÃºnes in a breathless moment were

roaring level. Raphael was firing, as the

stoic policeman was firing. From the

fuselage of the two-seater he saw the stab

of pistol discharges. He emptied his

magazine ; Gemma thrust the handle of

another pistol into his grasp. Half-way

through the clip of that, Otton swung into

another turn.

Raphael almost shouted at the slowness of

their own turn. He jerked about to signal

swiftness to Willie.

Willie had sagged sideways. He was

hanging limp, helplessâ��lifeless, perhapsâ��â�¢

from his straps.

V.

RAPHAEL started up, horrified at the

limpness of Willie. Two thoughts

seemed in a most confusing way to

be shouting in his head. The first was

that Willie out of action meant Otton

would escape. The second that Willie out

of action meant a crash and a violent

death. He did not know which thought

was the most awful. Then, as he stood, he

found himself heeling over in his own straps,

heeling gently.

He sat abruptly in his wicker seat. He

instinctively understood what was happen-

ing. The great 'plane was banking smoothly

and lyrically.

Gemma was in control.

He saw her, the half-smile gone-from her

vivid little face, a look extraordinarily akin

to the sculptured imperturbability of Willie

sitting suavely upon her vital youth. And

she was master. The 'plane came round
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with the lithe swiftness of a coursing grey-

hound. It was hanging on grimly, tena-

ciously, to the fleeing two-seater.

" Reliable old thing, Gemma ! " shouted

Raphael. He gave his attention to Otton's

'plane. They were just behind it and well

ab:>ve it. He could see the pilot sitting

with a curiously aloof immobility, uncon-

cerned with anything outside handling his

busâ��that was Otton. A pair of thick

shoulders under a blobby head bunched and

twisted round to them. Something flashed

and flashed. There was a quick, sharp

scream by Raphael's head. Something

thrummed in the structure of the 'plane as

a bullet touched. Raphael sighted fine

and fired. He fired onceâ��twice.

The thick shoulders abruptly opened ;

two arms were flung out in a curiously stagy

gesture of abandon. A small, glittering

thing went falling, falling, through the

bright airâ��that was the pistol. Then the

stocky shoulders drew together, collapsed ;

they seemed to fall down into the two-

seater, out of sight.

The pilot's head jerked round and back.

Suddenly the two-seater vanished from sight.

What had happened Raphael did not know.

He seemed himself to be caught up in a

chaos of dippings, slidingsâ��long, slithering,

organ-disturbing drops. The world, when he

caught glimpses of it, was spinning dizzily.

But throughout this chaos he had a sense of

security, he had the feeling that Gemma was

in complete and assured control of these

ridiculous and dangerous twirlings. He

could see her, calm, vivid, radiant, as the

sun touched the eloquent delicacy of her

features. It was as though she were some

goddess, some elemental of the air reigning

supreme in her own element.

In the abrupt way of these air manoeuvres

he saw the two-seater again. He saw it

dark-marked and dramatic against a great
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square of a meadow. It was plunging for

t liÃ¢t meadow and so were they. Otton was

pancaking to make a swift landing. So

Â«ere they. The field enlarged monstrously

under their eyes. It rushed at them peril-

ously. Otton suddenly went ahead with a

smooth and flowing. And then Otton was

bumping gently, gently, on the ground.

Raphael was already snapping free the

buckles of the straps that bound him. He

realized by his movements that the stoic

policeman was doing the same. Both slipped

a fresh clip into their automatics. They

were bumping gently on the broad green

expanse of the meadow, a kiss of a landingâ��

most reliable old thing, Gemma.

Otton, he could see, was jerking in lus

seat, freeing himself. They were slowing.

" Otton tried to shoot. A pair of surprisingly sinewy arms were about his knees, and he hit

the grass with an appalling bump. Then a body that seemed made of steel was on him."

sleek, swift movement, and, as though

actuated by the same lever, their own

movement ceased to be perilous, became

The stoic policeman was already poised to

drop from the 'plane. They slowed. The

policeman sprang outward, hit the
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staggered, fell, and was up and running to

the two-seater. Otton was already out of

it. He ran and turned and fired three

vicious shots at the running policeman,

realized that that would not disturb the

stoic fellow unless a bullet got home, and

turned and ran again.

Raphael was already out of the 'plane on

the other side, running. His method was

the method of Willie. He had already

taken a photographic impression of their

landing-ground. It was a field well away

from the moors. By it ran a broad road.

On the road were several motor-cars. He

understood what was Otton's plan. He

meant to get to that road, hold up one of

those cars, and go off in it. A desperate

plan, but Otton was in a desperate position.

More desperate than he imagined, indeed,

for Raphael Phare had seen more of those

motor-cars than the thief and murderer hadâ��

he knew why they were there. For this

reason, he went after Otton in a cunning

curve ; he expected to get his man on the

rebound.

He was right. Otton reached the fence,

scrambled on to it ; his hand went out,

firing at the nearest motor-car. That

motor-car was already coming to a stand-

still. To Otton's astonishment and dismay,

instead of surrendering it snapped back at

him with the fire of several pistols. Even

as the men in it fired they leapt on to the

road. Otton saw their uniforms, turned, and

ran for an angle of the field where a mass

of bushes promised cover.

Raphael met him as planned. Even as

he whipped round and doubled to the left,

Raphael was cutting his path. Otton

stopped, yelled, and fired, and Raphael dived

at him.

The casual young man with the perfectly-

cut suitings was lunging-in like a footballer.

Otton tried to shorten his arm to shoot and

kill. A pair of surprisingly sinewy arms were

about lus knees. He was going up, up ;

he shot across the neat expanse of Raphael's

perfectly-garbed back, and he hit the grass

with an appalling bump. Then as he

twisted to rise, a body that seemed made of

steel was on him, a leg was across his chest

in some strange and commanding hold. A

pair of firm, strong hands were gripping

his pistol arm ; he wrestled, and shot once,

and screamed, a pang of exquisite agony

darting through his forearm as Raphael's

twisting hold did its work. Otton dropped

his pistol, writhedâ��and then was jerked

to his feet by wr,at seemed a multitude of

rough hands. He was standing in the

centre of a group of policemen, and a smiling,

indolent, socially-exquisite young man was

saying :â��

" That's the man wanted for the jewel

affair, inspector. Look after him solidly ;

he's a fellow of the real live-wire brand."

VI.

GEMMA, out of her flying kit, but delight-

ful in her neat and workmanlike clothes,

was waiting in the mess-lounge of the

aerodrome for Raphael Phare. He came in

as indolently and as pleasantly as ever.

Willie's all right, Gemma," he said.

" That was a nasty slap he got on the temple.

He should have taken the countâ��as he calls

itâ��then. But he was so mad with the

Otton outfit for tricking him into flying

over that encampment that he meant to

get even. He held himself in hand until he

was even, or nearly so, and then he fainted.

Now he's sitting up, feeling that life is all

very good and humorous."

" And Otton, and his companion ? "

" Otton is where he ought to be. Yes,

he's the man who pulled off that jewel affair

all right. The other oneâ��well, I'm afraid

my chance shot from the 'plane got him.

He's finished."

" And the encampment ? "

" It was converged upon, as Willie

suggested it ought to be. I've had that

over the 'phone. Both men and their cars

and their tent are in our hands. â�¢. Seems

Otton had planned everything long and well.

He stole that 'plane according to schedule,

and flew off into the wilds of the moor to

his petrol dump. He hoped to throw us

off his real plan, as well as fill up his tanks

this way. He meant to sneak off early and

fly across to the Continentâ��and then, of

course, it would have been the deuce of a

job to locate him again, if we ever did. But

thanks to the foresight of quite the pluckiest

little girl turning up at the psychological

moment we were able to spoil his game."

" Oh, well, it was Willie, really, who

delivered the goods."

" Willie is not the only sport who can

deliver the goods," smiled Raphael. " I

say. Gemma, old thing, you can drive a car

and an aeroplane. Is there any other small

thing you can do ? "

" Rather, Raphael ! " she smiled. " I

can do with lunch. Come along, I'll drive

you to that, too."
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LONDON AND PATTI.

AND now came the event to which

I had been looking forward from

the days when I was a tiny girl

gladdening my mother's heart as

I sang the operas while sweeping the stairs

in my Florentine home. London called !

When I arrived at Covent Garden for the

first time the company was assembled for a

rehearsalof " Traviata " and all was ready

for nie to join them. I was shown into a

very "pleasing dressing-reran!, and then the

other members of the company were in-

troduced to me. I could tell from their

greeting that the name of Tetrazzini was not

very well known to them. However, the

rehearsal began, and I soon realized that I

had been surrounded by a very fine com-

pany. ' As we sang I noticed the entrance

of a'very tall gentleman, who seemed at

first to be taking very little interest in the

proceedings. When my arias came along,

howe'ver, I noticed that he gave a quick

movement of his head. It may have been

surprise or appreciation : or both. During

the interval he hurried to my side, and I

then discovered that he was Mr. Higgins,

Covent Garden's well-known managing

director, who had engaged me. Englishmen

do not develop such enthusiasm as the

Italians or the French, as I well knew.

But I could see that the manager was

literally enraptured with my effort ; he

shook my hand and congratulated me

whole-heartedly. " Your singing is nothing

short of marvellous, Signora Tetrazzini," he

exclaimed. The others in the chief rÃ¢les

were similarly enthusiastic, and I would

like to put on record how much I appre-

ciated the disinterested approbation of all

my colleagues at a time which was the most

critical of my life of song. As for the
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orchestra, every member seemed to have lost

his head. Prime donne are not usually

heroines to their own instrumentalists ; yet

the Covent Garden orchestra made a heroine

of me during that first rehearsal. How

shall I describe the scene ? At the con-

clusion of the first act they dropped their

instruments and clapped and cheered me

: for several minutes. I had a fleeting sus-

picion that prior to my arrival my brother-

in-law, Signor Campanini, the conductor,

had organized this outburst to hearten me

for the coming dÃ©but, but that was soon

dissipated by the hearty nature of the

applause and the obvious delight of all

.the musicians. And so it came about

that my first response to a Covent Garden

ovation was when I bowed my acknow-

ledgments to those good-natured instru-

mentalists.

I went back to my hotel in a happy

mood. " I have astonished the manager,

the other singers, and the orchestra," I told

myself. " Xow you must astonish the

London public."

As the hour fixed for my London debut

drew near I sat alone in my hotel apart-

ments musing over the wonderful things

that had happened to me in the past through

my gift of song, and building little castles in

the air for my future. I was feeling more

nervous than Ã� had ever felt, and I fervently

wished that the nerve-trying ordeal was over.

THE SEERESS OF MILAN.

A> we sat at tea that afternoon, one of

our party, seeking to encourage me,

declared that to-morrow all London

would be talking of me. " Perhaps," I

replied. " but what will they be saying ?

Will they accept me, or will they say that

by A. J. Russell
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the old Italian school and its modern colo-

ratura interpreter is not wanted here ? "

â�¢" Oh, don't be pessimistic, signora," was

the reply. " Remember the words of the

Seeress of Milan."

The Seeress of Milan, whose name was

thus brought into the conversation, was

certainly an extraordinary woman, if only

a tenth of the stories told of her predictions

were true. Palmists are in great favour in

many enlightened countries. In England,

where the practice of their arts is contrary

to the law of the country, they are, never-

theless, consulted by all grades of society.

Many English women of my acquaintance

make a practice of visiting a palmist, a

crystal gazer, or a woman of this type at

least once a month. That these women

find it profitable to dispense flattery is well

known ; those who paint the rosiest futures

for their clients, it is said, have the largest

clientele.

I have only once consulted one of these

visionaries, and am unable to say whether

her statements to me were similar to those

she had made to any other person. But I

do know that they were different from what

were made to those friends of mine who had

consulted her. It was not long before my

London debut that I saw this remarkable

person in her " witch's den " in Milan.

No one knew of my projected visit, and

I took every precaution to disguise my

identity. From the wardrobe of one of my

domestics I borrowed some clothing, which,

when I had donned it, gave me the appear-

ance of a very poor woman of the lower

classes.

I put a tattered shawl over my hair and I

wore a pair of blue cracked spectacles to

help to hide my features. Before leaving

my home I walked into the garden to see the

. effect of my make-up on the gardener. He

demanded to know what I was doing there,

informed me in no uncertain language that

I was trespassing on private ground, and

ordered me off my own premises. Obeying

his orders I walked out of my garden gate

and made my way in the direction of the

den of the Milan Seeress, feeling well assured

that if my own gardener did not recognize

me there was little danger of my identity

being discovered by the woman on whom

I was about to call.

The house in which the prophetess resided

was in a low quarter of the town. From

the exterior it looked dark and weird and

forbidding ; when inside, I found myself

comparing it with the assassin's den in

" Rigoletto." It seemed to me then that it

was a good tiling for my personal safety

that I had not come to this quarter well

dressed. At first my hostess, a feeble old

woman with white hair and a voice which

suggested the croak of a jackdaw, was

inclined to the view that I was a business

woman, disguised. .She could tell by jny

white hands that I was not used to long

hours of rough manual work, although I do

a good deal of my own housework. She

produced a well-worn pack of greasy cards,

made various mysterious signs over them,

commanding me to shuffle and cut a number

of times, ai\d then disclosed my future.

From beginning to end she spoke of me and

my doings in the superlative. If, she said,

I were a business woman, I should be the

most successful business woman living ; if

I were a poetess, I should become the most

famous writer of poems of my time ; if a

writer, the leading writer ; if an actress or

a singer, the principal actress or singer in the

world. Her insistence in speaking of me in

the superlative amused me, and I laughed

incredulously as she spoke. But the

" Seeress " insisted that she spoke only

truth, as time, she said, would show. Then

she foreshadowed some long journeys for

me across the Atlantic. I was to go to

New York, where I should create a great

sensation, and should go from there all drver

the American continent, and continue to

be acclaimed by all who heard me. But

before then I was to receive an offer to visit

London. When that offer came, said she, I

must accept it, irrespective of my first im-

pressions and the attractiveness of the

proposal. When I had accepted it, she said.

I should have another offer, which I must

refuse, for great things awaited me in

England's capital. My name would be on

every lip, crowds would throng to where I

was. " But where shall I be ?" I broke in.

" If, as you say, I am a business woman,

why should crowds come to see a business

woman ? " " You have very good business

ability," was the ready answer, '.' but you

are not a business woman. You are in a

profession, and I believe you are a singer.

If so, you must continue to sing, for you are

destined to be one of the great singers of the

century."

THEN she took an egg and broke it: the

yolk she took for herself ; the white she

put into a glass. In the albumen she

professed to discover myself and my rivals

and, pointing to me, declared: " You will

triumph over them all. Enemies you have

had, and you will have more, but no one will

be able to hurt you."

I did not tell the Seeress who I was, but

when I left I presented her with fifty francs.

As she took the .money, her face lighted up

and she exclaimed : " I was right. I knew

you were not a poor woman, although you

come to me in poor raiment. Will you

please write to me and tell me all about your
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Will you please write to me and tell me all about your triumphs when what I have

forecasted for you comes true, as it will ? "

criumphs when what I have forecasted for

you comes true, as it will ? "

On the whole the experience was both

interesting and amusing, although I did not

attach much importance to it. And I only

mention it here because the forecast of this

woman was, in a measure, correct.

MY LONDON DÃ�BUT.

SATURDAY evening, November 2nd, 1907,

came, and I, still in a state of nervous

excitement, arrived at Covent Garden

to make my bow to London.

" It is Saturday night. The house should

be full. Is it ?" I inquired of one of the

company. '' Oh, yes, signora," said he.

" They are turning people away." As he

spoke he laughed, and his laugh was echoed

by others in the company. I went to the

curtain, and, drawing it slightly aside,

surveyed the great, gloomy-looking audi-

torium. It seemed empty. " Where are

the people ?" I asked, this time speaking to

one of the directors who stood by. " Don't

be agitated, signora," he answered. " The

house is full. You cannot see the people

because of the fog."

It was quite true that London was in the

grip of the fog-fiend. My cab had to crawl

through the swirling yellow stuff as we

travelled to the theatre, and some of the fog

had flowed into the auditorium from the

street, making it almost impossible to see

across the great building. Nevertheless, I
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knew that the authorities were only attempt-

ing to minimize the disappointment which I

should feel when I realized that I was singing

to a poor house.

The theatre was not full. Far from it.

Although it was Saturday, the best day of

the week for theatres, there were only a few

people in the stalls ; about two boxes were

occupied ; the cheaper parts were about

half-full. And this was the best audience

that all London could produce to hear a new

singer. I heard subsequently that the

takings were not sufficient to pay my salary

for the nightâ��Â¿120. Evidently London

did not like old Italian opera, particularly

Verdi's " Traviata." Fog and a poor house

on the best night of the week ! Truly,

grand opera was in a bad way in London.

We started. Signor Panizza was the

conductor, and my colleagues in the principal

roles were the great Sammarco as the principal

baritone, and Signor Carpi as the tenor.

Hesitant and nervous though I was at the

start, I sang and acted to the maximum of

my powers. Even in this handful of people

I thought there must be some who could

appreciate my efforts. All the skill, all the

arts I possessed, I brought into full play.

Soon that handful of people began to respond.

As I felt them stirring, I found my task

easier ; my voice seemed to get the notes

with less effort. I was acting with greater

freedom and more naturally. In fact, I was

losing that foolish supersensitiveness and was

conscious only of the part. When, as I knew

by experience, I could feel thus, I knew that

all was well. And so it was. At the end of

the first act I knew that I had conquered

London.

In all parts of the house there was intense

excitement during the second and third acts.

It grew until the performance ended with a

tornado of applause so loud and sustained

that it might have been produced by a

crowded house on a gala night. More con-

gratulations from everyone behind the

scenes followed, and then I was in my cab

crawling back through the fog to my hotel.

FIRST FRUITS OF FAME.

OH, the excitement of those next few

days ! When I alighted from the

Continental train a week before, none

in England seemed to know of my existence;

none called, and few thought it worth while

to book seats to hear me sing. Now, what

a change ! I was no longer a stranger in a

strange and chilly land. My quarters at the

hotel were no longer oppressively, almost

ominously, dull and silent. Indeed, I found

that I had been transferred to the other

extreme.

Persons of whom I had never heard, re-

presenting concerns of which I knew little

or nothing, crowded in on me at all times <

the day and night. The newspapers sei

their representatives, who came along to ir

hotel in dozens.

One of the journalists was very anxioi

for me to describe how it felt to becon

famous in a night. I showed him a phot

graph of myself at a great bull-fight

Mexico City, receiving from the toread

the honours of the kill. I also showed h:

a picture of some of the frenzied crowds w

had acclaimed my voice in South Amerii

and some press cuttings describing my del

before the Italian Royal Family at Ro

many years ago.

" It is so long since I was made famous

a night that I almost forget what it f<

like," I said to him. But he was not to

put off in that way.

" Ah, sign ora, you do not quite uni

stand," he persisted. " Newspapers h

to give the public what they want to re

otherwise they won't read them. Now,

British public love to read about someh

who was a nobody suddenly becomin

great personage. If you can give me s<

thing which will contrast your past lil

obscurity with your present popularity

will make very interesting reading.

instance, cannot you tell me a story of

you once tried to obtain a post in the cl

of Co vent Garden, and how the authoi

there would not offer you a position, wit:

result that you went away sick at hea

return later a great pruna donna, wit

London at your feet ? "

Â«I WANT A KIND OF CINDEREL

STORY."

1AM very sorry that 1 cannot <

you," I replied, " but I was nei

a chorus. You see, I began to s

a prima donna." But the journalist

have none of my successes. " It is

failures that 1 want to hear about, si

not your successes. I want to write

thing which shall be the opposite o!

great success of last night. I want Â¡

of Cinderella story about you : one i

beggar maid and the next night the V

the ball betrothed to the Prince."

" Unfortunately I have had no fai

I answered, speaking somewhat sorro

for by now I was so amused at his

request that I felt no resentment at hi

to liken me to a beggar girl. I searc'

memory to see if I could find some

tÃºnate circumstance in my life whicl

help him. "You see," Ã� went on,

getically, " I did not happen to be tx

family which was starving. I hav

yet been forced to go hungry. I h

" Have you never been what
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' broke ' ? " he interpolated. " Have you

ever had to sing in the streets ? "

" Yes, I have done that."

At this my inquisitor's eyes lighted up.

" That is what I have been wanting to

find out. I knew you would be able to

tell me a good story if I questioned you

sufficiently."

With that he hastilv took out his note-

being curious to know what he would tell

his readers about me. I will not mention

the name of that newspaperâ��it has a large

circulationâ��but I must state that in my

opinion the writer of the article concerning

myself displayed a much too vivid imagina-

tion. The journalist was obviously more

alarmed at the possible wrath of his editor

than at the prospect of hurting my feelings.

HI IÂ» Mf life Ub>

Tetrazzini singing to nearly a quarter of a million people in the open air at San Francisco.

book and prepared to write all that 1 had to

say about my singing in the street. " Where

did it happen ? How old were you ? Did

you take up your own collection ? " were

some of the questions that this young

enthusiast fired at me.

" It happened in a number of places," I

answered. " Once in San Francisco. That

was last year. The townsfolk took up the

collection for a local charity. We had nearly

a quarter of a million persons present and a

very large sum of money was collectedâ��

many thousands of poundsâ��andâ��â��"

But the journalist had stopped writing.

" No, no, signora," he protested. " Not

that. Not a great concert at which thou-

sands were present. But an ordinary street

entertainment, one which you had to give

to get a few shillings to pay for your night's

lodging. As you sang, someone who heard

your voice came up to you and said that one

day you would become a great singerâ��and

gave you twopence ! Now the day has

arrived. Something in that vein ! "

I shall never forget the doleful expression

on the face of that young journalist as he

went out without the article for which he

came. He said that his editor had told him

before he came that he was to get that

particular kind of interview with meâ��and

no other ! I sent out the next day for a

copy of the journal for which he wrote.

Vol. lxL-26.

For he pictured me, prior to my arrival m

London, as almost one of the submerged

tenth.

1 RECEIVED many invitations at this time

to be a guest or to sing at West-end

parties, some of which I accepted, and

soon I began to know the West-end of

London and many of its titled and dis-

tinguished residents. I remember one after-

noon being driven past Covent Garden when

I saw a long line of people waiting in a

queue. Some were seated on folding chairs

which they had brought with them from

their homes.

" Look, signora ! All these people are

waiting to hear you sing to-night ! Some

have been here since dawn this morning."

It was my friend who spoke. The sight

astonished me, for it was then no later than

two-thirty. I felt very sorry for the poor people

who had to wait all that time to hear me sing.

But I also felt very happy that I had been

able to arouse such enthusiasm in phleg-

matic London.

" This is what used to happen in the days

of Jenny Lind and when Patti first began to"

sing at Covent Garden," my companion, a

veteran opera-goer, explained.

" It makes me feel so happy," I replied,

" that I feel I should like to sing to this

queue from the cab window."
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With that I made a motion to pull down

the window and stop the cab. At this my

friend laid a restraining hand on my arm.

" Surely, Tetrazzini, you know better than

that ! " she exclaimed. " If you were to do

that here in the London streets you would

be mobbed. Remember what happened to

don't demonstrate in the streets, I am told/

was my reply. Then my friend told me tb

story of how on one occasion Patti had beei

mobbed by her admirers in the streets Ð¾

London and had to seek refuge in a strÃ¤ng

house. The shock of the incident had prÂ«

vented her from singing for several day:

" It was not until a few minutes before the curtain rose that someone hurried to my drei

you in Rio de Janeiro and Buenos Aires.

These people would enjoy one song, but they

would surround the cab and want souvenirs

and demand to shake hands. By the time

you could free yourself, you would feel unfit

for singing again to-night. You must also

remember that you have only appeared once ;

it would never do for you to make a bad

impression inside the house on your second

appearance."

" But these are English people : they

Though I would have enjoyed giving

doners an impromptu concert in the

air, I took my friend's advice and held rr

in reserve for the evening's performance

On my return to my hotel I learned

all the seats for this my second perforn

had been sold out early on the pre

Monday morning, and that wealthy f

were offering fancy prices to the fort

ticket-holders to part with their seats.

enterprising concert agency had attei
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to purchase outright from Covent Garden all

the seating accommodation for my remaining

eight performances. The evening newspaper

which was brought up to me at tea-time

contained a long description of the scenes at

the opera-house. Such scenes, it said, had

not been witnessed at an ordinary perfor-

room exclaiming : ' Signora Patti's here 1''

mance at Covent Garden for a generation.

Though I had achieved success on the first

night, this description of what was happening

in and around the opera-house slightly un-

nerved me for my second appearance. But

eomething was to happen at Covent Garden

that night which, had I read of it beforehand,

would have unnerved me still more and

probably have prevented me from appearing

at all.

One of the myriads of newspaper readers

who saw me described as '' the New Patti "

was the great Patti herself.

SINGING TO PATTI.

SHE was too great to harbour any petty

jealousy when she read, at her break-

fast-table in the Welsh mountains, the

glowing descriptions of my London dtbut. She

immediately decided to hasten to London to

hear for herself if what the critics said was

true. Of course, I had no knowledge that

she intended to be present at Covent Garden

on that particular evening. It was not

until a few minutes before the curtain rose

that someone hurried to my dressing-room

exclaiming : " Signora Patti's here ! " In

my excitement I sprang to my feet, with the

result that my hair, which my maid was in

the act of adjusting, was badly disarranged.

" Are you sure ? " I asked, incredulously.

" Yes, signora, quite sure. We all know

Patti at Covent Garden. She is in the second

row of the stalls."

My informant pointed out the exact

position so that I should have no difficulty

in discovering Patti as I went on. To

describe my feelings at that moment is

almost impossible. My heart sank. For

the moment I seemed to lose control of my

body. " Oh, I cannot sing to Patti ! " I ex-

claimed. " It would be too presumptuous."

My sensations on entering that night were

such as I do not wish ever to repeat. It was

difficult on the previous Saturday when I

made my first bow to London in a theatre a

quarter full. It was far worse on this, the

second night. " Everybody has called me

' the New Patti,' and half London has tried to

gain admission to-night to see and hear for

themselves. Added to that, Patti herself i-.

in the stalls. And I have to prove to London

and to Patti that what has been said of me

is true. I cannot do it ! "

Such were my thoughts and utterances as

I was about to go on. The next day the

newspapers stated that I seemed to be over-

nervous during the first few minutes. Can

it be doubted ? Does anyone express sur-

prise that it was so ? Who would not have

felt nervous and even abashed in those

jumpy circumstances ? The house was

crowded in every part ; extra stalls had been

introduced to the front of the house, and at

the back of the amphitheatre and of all the

other sections was a dense crowd of persons

who seemed content to stand throughout

the whole performance. What a change

from the frigid scene which had met my eyes

when I first " walked on " only a few nights

before !

I was pleased to observe so many persons

representative of rank, fashion, and wealth.

But there was one person who to me was of

more interest than all the English nobility.
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She who had thrilled two generations from

the boards of Covent Garden was present to

hear me sing. During the storm of applause

which greeted my appearance I had only

â�¢eyes for her. Would she bow to me ?

Would she give me any encouragement, I

wondered ? I saw her immediately I entered.

Xo one who had seen a photograph of Patti

could mistake that slight charming figure

attired in an exquisite evening dress which

lx?came her admirably. Her eyes, dark,

beautiful, and kindly, met mine. I bowed,

and she replied with a pretty little bow

and the sweetest smile that I have ever

seen on the face of a professional singer. It

was a smile of welcome, of encouragement.

I read in that smile a message which said :

" Don't be afraid. I am here to give you

my benediction, not to criticize you.

Triumph again and I shall rejoice with you

in. your triumph." I could have taken that

sweet " little lady " to my arms and hugged

her to my heart for her encouragement at

that supreme moment.

Though the newspaper comments were

very flattering, there was one sequel to that

night's performance which was more flatter-

ing still. Early next morning there arrived

at my hotel a little billet-doux. It was in the

handwriting of Patti. In it she congratulated

me upon the success of the performance and

asked if I would be so good as to take lunch

with her that day at the Carlton Hotel.

Naturally I was jubilant at receiving this

invitation and accepted immediately. I

found that Patti was occupying a special

suite of rooms at the hotel. She received me

very graciously, and was exceedingly generous

in her remarks upon my singing. The

"little lady" was dressed in black silk, and

her hair, I observed, was streaked with grey.

She was very unaffected, and yet she bore

herself with a queenly dignity and a sweet

amiableness that impressed me deeply. At

that time I had not heard her sing, and I

felt a great desire to ask her to go to the

piano and sing for my benefit one of

her old favourites, " Comin" through the

Rye " or " Home, Sweet Home." Yet I

had not the courage to ask, and my great

little hostess did not offer to do so. At

this time, of course, Patti was well past

sixty. Yet I was subsequently to hear

her sing once before death snatched her

from the world in which she reigned so

long. Her voice, even at that late hour

of her life, was still of exceptional power,

sweetness, and purity.

"YOU ARE 'THE NEW PATTI."1

" Ã� T was so good of you to come last nigh

Ð� I remarked. Whereat she replied :

came to see if a successor to me 1

really been found. And I have asked 5

here to-day to tell you that I agree with wi

the newspapers are saying. You are '

New Patti,' signora. I congratulate you.

I think I was more impressed by

nobility of the character of the " little lad

who was so ready to admit without qua

cation that her mantle had fallen on me, tl

I was by the flattering declaration that

had made. I left the Carlton that i

feeling very happy. It was the greatest

of my life.

Patti was a frequent visitor at Co>

Garden during my seasons there. .

whenever I caught her gaze she alv

answered with her sweet and apprÃ©cia

smile. Sometimes she would go far

than this and would go back to her Ðª

and write me one of those impulsive

heartening letters which were character

of her. The following, written in Pa

own handwriting, I have treasured i

carefully :â�� Carlton Hotel, London.

May ist, IQC

My dear Madame Telrazzini,â��

Bravo ! Bravo ! and again Br

I cannot tell you how much pleasure it

me to hear you last night, and what a j

was to me to hear your beautiful II

phrasing and how immensely touched 1

by the wonderful feeling and pathos of

voice. You made me cry in the last at

should like also to add that in addition

phenomenal brilliancy and purity of

high notes, your beautiful method,

phrasing, the ease and flexibility of

voice, and your acting, all gave me thi

greatest pleasure, and I shall lake thi

opportunity of going to hear you agaiv

I heartily rejoice in your well-de

triumph. Bravo! Bravo! And again Ð�

Yours sincerely,

A DELI N A PA TTI-CEDERS Ð¢

What a wonderful letter ! At my s

homes in Italy I have countless souvei

my public appearances in all parts <

world. I cherish them all. Each linl

present with some delightful experiei

the past. I would not willingly pan

one of these souvenirs. And the one

I prize most of all is this letter fro

illustrious compatriot, Patti.

(Ð�Ð¾ be concluded.)



MR. HOMOR'S

LEGACY

MR. JOSEPH P. CRAY, Wandering

around the world in his pleasant

quest of adventures, harmless or

otherwise, found himself one March

morning on the terrace of the Golf Hotel at

Hyeres. By his side stood the young man

in irreproachable flannels whom he had just

intercepted on his way to the tennis courts.

It was a somewhat ama/ing meeting.

" Is it Major Hartopp this time ? " Mr.

Cray inquired.

The young man signified assent.

" It is only bunglers who keep changing

their pseudonyms," he said. " I am not a

bungler."

Mr. Cray, for once in his Ufe, was a little

taken aback.

" You are taking this pretty coolly, young

fellow, aren't you ? " he observed. " I

suppose you know that for several months

the police have been looking for the man who

tried to cash a cheque for a thousand pounds

Â« >n my account, and for the scarlet Mephis-

topheles who scooped up about ten thousand

pounds' worth of jewels at the Albert Hall ? "

The young man shook his head gently.

" You exaggerate the position, my dear

Mr. Cray," he expostulated. " In the first

place, the cheque for one thousand pounds

you signed, in the second place, it could never

be proved that it was presented, and with

regard to the jewels, not one of them has ever

been traced, and there is not a shred of

evidence to connect the scarlet Mephis-
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tophcles with these robberies, or, if it comes

to that, me with the scar let Mephistopheles."

" There is the matter of your past record

in America," Mr. Cray murmured.

"There I grant you a trick," the young

man interrupted. " If you care to commu-

nicate witli the police, I will admit that I

might find my position untenable. Some-

how 1 do not think that you will do so."

" And why not ? " Mr. Cray inquired.

" Come this way and I will show you."

The pseudo-Major Hartopp led his com-

panion along the front of the terrace to where

a little recess formed a shelter secure from

the lightly-moving wind, and where the sun

came pouring in, soft and warm and genial.

An invalid chair was drawn up against the

wall, and lying in it at full length was a

woman. Mr. Cray felt a little thrill of pit v

as the pale, wasted face was turned towards

his, and the dark, hollow eyes lit up for a

moment with mingled fear and recognition.

" This is the reason why we are here."

Hartopp explained. " The doctors told us

that nothing but the sun could keep my wife

alive. That is why I accepted the risk."

Mr. Cray leaned over the chair.

" I am very sorry to see you so ill," he said.

She smiled at himâ��a very mirthless effort.

" It was Christine Seboa," she faltered.

" She seems to have torn my heart to pieces.

Now she has gone and I am myself again.

She went too late."

" You must never say that," Mr. Cray

Phillips Oppenheim.
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enjoined, cheerfully. " This place has cured

more invalids than any spot in the South of

France."

She looked at him mournfully.

" Are we allowed to stay here ? " she said.

" So far as I am concerned, yes," Mr. Cray

replied. " I've no call to remember any-

thing I don't choose, and I won't. But

before we close up the subject, will you tell

me how you got me to .sign those cheques ? "

" I didn't do it," she assured him. " It

was Christine Seboa, and she has gone."

" No chance of her turning up again, I

suppose ? " Mr. Cray inquired.

The figure in the chair shook her head

wistfully.

" My body is not strong enough to hold

her," she answered.

MR. CRAY settled down to live the

everyday life of the little com-

munity. He played golf in the

morning, dozed with a cigar in the sun-

shine in the afternoon, and played bridge

in the evening. All the time he kept his eye

upon the Hartopps, and by degrees a con-

viction sprang up in his mind. Although, to

all appearance, Hartopp, who was a fine

athlete, was engrossed by the care of his

invalid wife and the sports of the place, he

was in reality at Hydres for some other

purpose. He had a habit of absenting him-

self sometimes for the whole day, of taking

long walks into the country and returning

with mood}-, downcast expression. He was

persona grata amongst the younger guests,

but he took little pains to ingratiate himself

with anyone. And just as Mr. Cray watched

him, so he seemed at times to be watching

Mr. Cray. But for that wan figure, which

only the sunlight seemed to keep alive, there

were times when Mr. Cray regretted that he

had not obeyed his first instinct and sent a

wire to Scotland Yard.

" Say, what's your husband got on his

mind ? " he inquired one morning of Mrs.

Hartopp.

She turned her great sunken eyes towards

him.

" He is worried about financial matters,"

she told him, solemnly.

" H'm ! I should have thought he'd been

set up for a bit," Mr. Cray observed.

She shook her head slowly.

" He has some securities," she explained,

naively, " but it is too early to realize upon

them yet. You wouldn't care, I suppose, to

make an advance upon them ? "

" God bless my soul, no ! " Mr. Cray de-

clared, a little pettishly. " I'm trafficking

with my conscience some, ma'am, if I keep

my mouth shut, but you mustn't try to rope

me in as a partner."

" You look at these things so unreason-

ably," she murmured. " You have never

lost anything worth speaking of by us."

" Personally, perhaps not, ma'am," Mr.

Cray acknowledged, " but I have a con-

science."

Then she suddenly saw a bent figure

approaching.

" You are a dear thing," she said,

" although sometimes you can be very hard.

Please go now. Here comes Mr. Homor.

. He wants to speak to me about his wife."

" His late wife," Mr. Cray observed,

raising his hat.

" That is a foolish term," she answered,

reprovingly.

Mr. Cray glanced at the gaunt, bent figure

approaching, noticed the eager gleam which

shone for a moment in the lustreless eyes,

and turned away.

" H'm ! " he muttered. " I suppose Mr.

Homor can look after himself."

On the golf links he found Hartopp

practising iron shots, and challenged him to

a few holes.

" See here, Hartopp," he said, as soon as

they got started, " I kind of take an interest

in you and your wife, although the Lord

knows why. I guess it's because she seems

sick. What's the game with Mr. Homor ? "

Hartopp was a little irritable.

" My dear friend," he replied, " there is no

game at all. Mr. Homor is interested in

Spiritualism and has just lost his wife. Mina

is able to console him."

" Anything doing in the way of seances ? "

Major Hartopp sighed.

" I believe that something of the sort has

been arranged for this evening," he admitted.

" There are two or three women in the hotel,

and one other man, who belong to the cult."

" Are you going ? "

" I am not," was the firm reply. " I am

very much opposed to the whole business.

Besides, I don't think Mina is strong enough."

" Why don't you stop it, then ? "

Major Hartopp glanced at his companion

almost contemptuously.

" If you know as little of Mina as that,"

he said, " vou've been wasting your time."

" I sometimes wonder," Mr. Cray rejoined.

" whether I know as much about either of

you as any person with an ounce of common

sense ought to."

Major Hartopp played a wonderful ap-

proach and watched his ball run to the hole.

Then he turned towards his companion, the

nicker of a smile upon his lips.

" These flashes of super-intelligence, Cray,"

he declared, " convince me that you are

really a great man. Do you realize that I

am three up on bogey ? "

That afternoon there was only one topic
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" Mr. Cray challenged his friend, Major Hartopp, lo a game of billiards."

of conversation in the lounge and on the

terrace of the Golf Hotel. It had been

privately announced that a small sÃ©ance

would take place after dinner in Mrs.

Hartopp's suite, to which various people who

had professed themselves interested had been

invited. Mrs. Hartopp herself was invisible,

resting for the exertions of the evening.

Major Hartopp, when spoken to upon the

subject, was abrupt and almost rude. It

was at this period of his stay at the Golf

Hotel that Mr. Cray first came into contact

with Mr. George Pomfrey, a middle-aged,

quiet-looking man of studious habits and a

marked propensity for solitude. He paused

before the former's chair on the terrace.

" Are you helping your friends this evening,

sir ?" he inquired.

Mr. Cray was in rather a bad temper and

the question annoyed him.

" How in thunder should I be helping

them ? " he retorted. " I don't take any

stock in Spiritualism, and the Hartopps are

only hotel acquaintances of mine."

" Is that all ?" the other asked, quietly.

Mr. Cray felt the keen grey eyes upon

liis face and found himself at a dis-

advantage.

" I met them once in town," he acknow-

ledged.

" Ah ! "

Mr. Pomfrey passed on, stooping a little,

as was his wont, leaning upon his stick, and

with a general air of introspection which

had been recognized as one of his chief

characteristics. Mr. Cray smoked on for

some time and then strolled round the front

to the side of the hotel. The suite allotted

to the Hartopps was on the ground floor for

the convenience of Mrs. Hartopp. Mr. Cray

studied it thoughtfully. There were windows

opening to the ground, in each of the bed-

rooms and the sitting-room, and on the other

side of the bathroom was a small door,

through which Mrs. Hartopp's invalid chair

generally issued. There were one or two

suggestions which occurred to him as he

stood there in a ruminative frame of mind.

" Maybe," he decided, finally, " I'll see

something of that sÃ©ance."

Mr. Cray challenged his friend, Major



394

Mr. Cray's Adventures

Hartopp, to a game of billiards that evening

after dinner. The latter, after one game, in

which he gave his opponent a hundred and

twenty-five out of two hundred and fifty and

beat him by sixty, put up his cue-and declined

to play any more.

" I am going to bed," he said, shortly.

Mr. Cray glanced at the clock.

" Won't you find the sÃ©ance a little dis-

turbing ?" he asked. " Besides, the only-

pleasant thing about these shows is that they

are silent. Spooks don't seem to care about

a noise."

The two men parted. Mr. Cray also went

to his room, but he emerged a few minutes

later by the back entrance and found his way

into the grounds. The night was dark and

a slight mistral was blowing from the hills.

He made his way silently round until he

reached the walk in front of the Hartopps'

suite. Here he made a careful examination

of his surroundings. So far as it was possible

to tell, he was the only person who was

seeking this illicit means of obtaining in-

formation as to the sÃ©ance. From the chinks

in the gaily-lit windows of the main building

of the hotel came the sound of the orchestra

playing dance music in the lounge. Every

now and then he could even distinguish

fragments of conversation from the numerous

bridge parties. Inside the room, through

the inch or two of gaping blind which was

his only means of observation, everything

at first seemed shielded by a wall of deep

black. Presently, however, one by one the

white faces of those who sat round the table,

blurred and unrecognizable in detail, still

became faintly recognizable. Every now and

then there was a low murmuring, which he

had learnt to tabulate in his mind as the

spirit voice of the medium. Everyone

seemed deeply stirred, tragically interested.

He heard Homor's raucous, trembling voice.

" If I am to have comfort, I must see her.

Let me see her for one moment. ' '

Again there came Mrs. Hartopp's voice,

faint and weary, yet always with its sugges-

tive, unearthly note.

" I will try. Ixx)k away from me, every

one, while I try."

It was at this point that Mr. Cray became

vastly interested. From the direction of

the voice, he gathered that Mrs. Hartopp

had been lying upon a couch drawn up close

to a screen. Without being able to trace

any movement, the white blur of her face

seemed to disappear. An intense silence

followed. The window of the bedroom on

the other side of the door was softly pushed

open. Almost immediately the door itself

opened several inches. Mr. Cray in those

moments forgot his wariness. Through the

window stepped an undistinguishable form

bearing a bundle on its arm Through the

door came a shadowy figure. And just then,

on the top of his head, Mr. Cray received a

soft, resonant crack. It was considerably

later when he found himself lying on the

gravel terrace looking up at the stars.

Very slowly he scrambled to his feet. His

head was still aching and was remarkably

sore. From the sitting-room window, a few

yards away, lightswere now burning, although

most of'the lights in the hotel had been ex-

tinguished. He struck a match and looked

at his watch. It was eleven o'clock, which

meant that he had been lying there for nearly

an hour. He staggered to his feet, shook the

dust from his clothes, re-entered the hotel.

and made his way to his room.

IT was a very grim Mr. Cray, however, who

strolled out on the terrace the following

morning and made his way with a cer-

tain ominous deliberation to the little sunny

comer where Mrs. Hartopp usually held her

court. The corner was more crowded than

usual, but the lady in question herself \vas

absent. Mr. Homor.was sitting there, how-

ever, surrounded by a little bevy of women.

Mr. Homor, without a doubt, was a vert

changed man. On the outskirts of the little

gathering the new-comer paused to regard him

with wonder. The hopeless, almost pathetic,

misery of his face was gone. That wistful

fear of impending death, which was always

with him, had also passed. He was like a

man who on the threshold of the grave had

found new hope. He sat there in the sun,-

shine with a serene smile upon his lips.

" WÐªeÐ³e's the lady this morning ? " Mr.

Cray asked.

" She is utterly exhausted with the efforts

of last night," one of the women told him.

" It is very doubtful whether she will be up

to-day at all."

" What sort of a show did you have ? "

Mr. Cray proceeded, curiously.

" It was wonderful ! " the woman mur-

mured.

" Marvellous ! " another echoed.

" It was without doubt one of the moa

amazing demonstrations I have ever seen,

a man declared.

Mr. Cray opened his lips to speak, and

that moment Mr. Homor leaned a \it1

forward in his chair. He looked straig

across at Mr. Cray.

" It was more than anything wliicli ]

been said." he declared. " It was jus!

miracle. Mr. Cray, I saw my wife my d

wife whom I lost many months ago."

Mr. Cray held his peace for a. momÂ»

Then he ventured a single question.

" Are you quite sure of that, Ð�1Ð³. Homo'

he asked.

" I am absolutely and entirely sure oÃ

was the confident answer. " She ca.rr
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'A hurried glimpse was quite enough. The box was half-filled with a miscellaneous

assortment of jewellery."
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me out of the shadows ot that room, dressed

as I remember her best, her hair, her little

articles of jewellery, the light in her kind

eyesâ��they were all there. It was unmis-

takable, and, though it sounded a long way

off, I heard her voice."

" Do you carry any picture of her with

you ? " Mr. Cray inquired.

" There is a picture of her in my room,"

Mr. Homor replied, " but no one has ever

seen it. You are perhaps one of those," he

went on, " who find it hard to believe.

Heaven knows I found it hard enough until

last night ! For months I have been carrying

with me always the loneliness which is almost

worse than death, and the fear of things to

come which grows with those who have only

a short time to live. And nowâ��look at me.

I am a new man. I am content to live or to

die. There is no fear left in me."

Mr. Cray stood for a moment gazing at

that thin streak of the Mediterranean shining

below. All thoughts of exposing the trick

which he felt sure he had seen passed away.

He said nothing of his own accident, nor did

he hint at his own convictions. He nodded

his head reverently.

" Say, Mr. Homor, I congratulate you," he

said, as he moved on. " Yours was a won-

derful experience. It should be helpful to

many others."

" I mean to make it so,-" was the enthusi-

astic reply.

ON his mechanical way down to the

golf links, Mr. Cray was accosted by

Mr. Pomfrey, his acquaintance of the

previous afternoon.

" Been hearing about the manifestation

last night ? " the latter inquired.

Mr. Cray nodded, but kept his own counsel.

He would have passed on but the other

detained him.

" I have been wondering, Mr. Cray," he

continued, " whether you could spare me a

moment to discuss a matter of some little

importance ? "

" Sure ! " Mr. Cray assented. " I'm doing

nothing. Get right on with it."

Mr. Pomfrey drew him towards the hotel.

" If you would be so kind." he begged.

" please take me to your room. We can

speak there without any possibility of being

overheard."

Mr. Cray was surprised but acquiescent.

Together the two men ascended in the lift

and entered the spacious and very pleasant

room which had been allotted to Mr. Cray.

His guest looked around it appreciatively.

" Very nice quarters," he observed. " Very

nice indeed. Now, Mr. Cray, have you any

idea what I want with you ? "

" Not the slightest in the world," was the

truthful reply.

Mr. Pomfrey unbuttoned his coat and

showed a small medallion on the inside of

his waistcoat.

" In case that does not make things clear

to you," he said, " will you allow me ? "

He handed over a card, which Mr. Cray

read in amazement:â��

SUPERINTENDENT GEORGE POMFREY,

SCOTLAND YARD.

" Well, you surprise me," Mr. Cray acknow-

ledged. " That's your job, however. What

can I do for you ? "

" I am here," the detective explained, " in

search of certain jewellery stolen from the

Albert Hall on the night of the ball in

November last."

Mr. Cray nodded.

" I was there."

" You were there," the other continued,

" with your friends Major and Mrs. Hartopp."

" I don't know about being with them,"

Mr. Cray objected. " I met them there for

the first time."

Mr. Pomfrey's fingers caressed his chin

thoughtfully.

" For the first time," he repeated. " Mrs.

Hartopp spent a great part of the evening

in your box. and my information is that you

left the ball together."

" Sure ! " Mr. Cray admitted. " I gave

them a lift. If you make inquiries at your

headquarters, you will find a little further

information concerning the events of that

evening."

" My immediate business is to do with the

jewellery," was the cautious reply. " Acting

upon certain information, I may tell you that

in the first place I have searched the suite

and luggage of Major and Mrs. Hartopp."

" Any luck ? "

" Not up to the present. With your per-

mission," the man went on, his eyes travelling

curiously about the room, " I will now pro-

ceed farther with my duty."

A light began to dawn upon Mr. Cray.

He gazed at his visitor in amazement.

" Let me get this," he exclaimed. " Do I

understand that you are here to search my

apartments, that you think I am mixed up

in any way with the Hartopps ? "

Mr. Pomfrey smiled.

" We don't need to go into that," he said.

" You were with them on the night of the

robbery, and you are here staying at the

same hotel. I admit that I have no search

warrant, but if I might offer you my

advice '

" Search, by all means," Mr. Cray inter-

rupted, throwing himself into an easy chair.

" When you've finished, I'll tell you a yarn

about the Hartopps, which you'can verify

for yourself when you get back to town."
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The detective made no reply. He made a

prompt and methodical search of the whole

of Mr. Cray's baggage. When he had finished

he pointed to a cupboard.

" What is in there ? " he inquired.

" Some empty bags," was the prompt

reply. " The door isn't locked."

Mr. Pomfrey rummaged about for some

minutes. Finally he dragged out into the

room a kit-bag.

" Have you the key of this ? " he asked.

Mr. Cray stared at the bag with a puzzled

frown.

" That's not my bag," he declared.

Mr. Pomfrey's manner became a little

more constrained.

" There is the same label upon it as the

rest of your luggage," he pointed out, " and

written in the same handwriting. Also, as

you perceive, your initials."

Mr. Cray rose to his feet and examined it

in detail. Finally he handed his keys to the

detective.

" You can try," he said, simply, " but I

don't believe I have one which fits that bag."

The surmise was correct. After a few

minutes' manipulation, however, the detec-

tive managed to open it with a master-key

which he produced from his own pocket.

Inside was a black tin box at which Mr.

Cray stared in ever-increasing astonishment.

Mr. Pomfrey lifted the lid and closed it again

almost immediately. A hurried glimpse

was quite enough. The box was half-filled

with a miscellaneous assortment of jewellery,

in the midst of which flashed some very fine

diamonds.

" Well, I'm damned I " Mr. Cray ex-

claimed.

" Have you any explanation to offer ? "

the detective asked.

" None," was the bewildered reply. " The

bag i^n't mine, and I never saw the jewels

before."

The detective smiled faintly. It was ob-

vious, however, that he too was puzzled.

" Mr. Cray," he confessed, " I'll tell you

frankly that I came into this room in the

execution of my duty but without the

slightest suspicion that I should find here

what I was in search of. I must send in my

report to headquarters and reconstruct the

case in my mind. In the meantime, I don't

wish to do anything which might seem dis-

agreeable. You have a very comfortable

room here, with a pleasant balcony where

.you can take the air. If you will give me

vour parole not to leave it for twenty-four

hours, you shall remain undisturbed."

" On consideration that you let me send

a telegram of my own to Inspector Johns,

of Scotland Yard." Mr. Cray replied, " I

agree."

" I will send off personally any message

with which you may entrust me," the de-

tective promised.

He left the room, carrying the kit-bag with

him. Mr. Cray sat down at his writing-

table and wrote a telegram. After luncheon

he wrote more telegrams. Somehow or

other, the day dragged away. On the

following morning he rose at the usual time,

breakfasted, and afterwards walked restlessly

up and down the room, smoking a cigar.

There had come for him no word or message

from Mr. Pomfrey. Five minutes after the

twenty-four hours had elapsed, he left liis

room and descended on to the terrace. He

went at once to the bureau and asked for

Mr. Pomfrey.

' Mr. Pomfrey left by the afternoon train

yesterday, sir," the man told him.

Mr. Cray was dumbfounded.

" Did he leave any note or message for

me ?" he inquired.

The clerk searched the pigeon-hole and

produced a note, which Mr. Cray carried out

into the sunshine. Its contents were brief

and to the point : â��

Dear MY. Cray,â��/ hasten to let you

know that according to instructions received

from headquarters, the matter referred to

between us yesterday will not be further

proceeded with.

Faithfully yours,

George Pomfrey.

MR. CRAY wandered mechanically on to

the corner where Mrs. Hartopp's invalid

carriage was usually to be found. There

were several people seated there, but no sign

of the person of whom he was in search. An

acquaintance welcomed him.

" Thought you'd left, too, Mr. Cray.

Didn't see anything of you yesterday."

" I had a slight headache and stayed in my

room," was the somewhat grim explanation.

" You haven't heard the news, then ? "

" Nary a thing ! "

" First of all, then, the Hartopps left

yesterday by the same train as Mr. Pomfrey."

" God bless my soul ! " Mr. Cray ex-

claimed.

" She looked terribly ill," his informant

went on. " They had almost to carry her

into the omnibus. Then you haven't heard

atout Mr. Homor, I suppose ? "

" Not a thing."

" His lawyer arrived from London last

night. They say that he is much worse.

The doctor announced this morning that he

could not live through the day."

" Say, that's bad ! " Mr. Cray murmured.

" Anything else ? "

" There's a great golf match on this

morningâ��the Costabel pro and a visitor

from Costabel, against Dell and Scott."
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" I'll stroll down and have a look," Mr

Cray decided, lighting a cigar and turning

away.

IT was very nearly two months later when

full elucidation of many perplexing happen-

ings came to Mr. Cray. Newly arrived in

Monte Carlo, he made his first

appearance at the Sporting Club

and mingled for some time with

the smartest crowd in Europe.

In the act of trying to approach

close to one of the roulette tables

he was suddenly aware of a tall

and elegant woman who had risen from her

place at the tables, with her hands full

of notes and plaques which she was care-

lessly stuffing into a gold bag. Something

about her expression puzzled him. Their

eyes met, and a charming smile of welcome

parted her lips.

" Why, Mr. Cray ! " she exclaimed. " How

delightful ! "

Mr. Cray shook hands dumbly with this

very beautiful apparition. She wore a

smart afternoon costume of black and wliite,

a wonderful hatâ��black with white ospreys.

In that very exclusive gathering, her slim

elegance, her air of gracious distinction,

singled her out for universal notice.

" This is quite delightful," she murmured.

" Guy ! " Major Hartopp extricated him-

self from a little crowd and shook hands

affably. Mr. Pomfrey followed suit.

" Haven't forgotten me, I hope, Mr.

Cray ? " he asked, smiling.

Mrs. Hartopp laid her hand lightly upon

Mr. Crav's coat-sleeve.
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" Let us all," she suggested, amiably,

" go and have a cocktail. If this is

your first visit, .Mr. Cray, you must be

introduced to Charles."

They found four seats in the little bar.

Mr. Cray found himself seated between

Major and Mrs. Hartopp. Mr. Pomfrey

strolled away and gave impressive orders

to the white-linen -clad celebrity behind

the counter.

" I always felt quite sure that we

should meet again," Mrs. Hartopp con-

tinued, smilingly.

'â�¢ I guess I was counting on it, too,"

' Why, Mr. Cray ! ' she exclaimed. ' How delightful ! ' Mr. Cray shook hands dumbly

with this very beautiful apparition."
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Mr. Cray, who was beginning to recover

himself, remarked. " What's that fellow

Pomfrey doing here with you ? "

" Guy, dear, you explain," Mrs. Hartopp

suggested, amiably. " Tell Mr. Cray every-

thing."

MAJOR HARTOPP scratched at his

stubbly little moustache.

" I expect Mr. Cray has puzzled

things out for himself long before this," he

observed.

" What about that jewellery ? "

" Perhaps we took rather a liberty with

you," Major Hartopp went on. " We got

those few trifles out to Hyeres quite safely,

but Mina and I weren't feeling quite comfort-

able, so we thought they would be safer in

your rooms, in a bag thatâ��erâ��might have

belonged to you."

Mr. Cray muttered something under his

breath and swallowed liard.

" But what about Pomfrey ? "

" Ah, yesâ��Pomfrey ! " Major Hartopp

repeated. " Good fellow, George Pomfrey."

" One of our oldest friends," Mrs. Hartopp

murmured.

" You see, when we made up our minds to

leave," Major Hartopp explained, " we

naturally wanted the jewels back again,

the coast being clear, and ah1 that sort

of thing. Pomfrey's done a few stunts

with us before, and he undertook to get

the jewels back and keep you out of the

way in case you were inquisitive at our

leaving."

Mr. Cray held himself back with great

difficulty.

" I gather, then," he said, " that Mr.

Pomfrey is not connected with the detective

force ? "

" Great Scot, no ! " was the 'emphatic

reply. " On the contrary ! "

" Just let me get this," Mr. Cray persisted.

" Now, that's a police commissionaire over

there, isn't it ? "

" Of course it is," Mrs. Hartopp as-

sented, with a sweet smile. " He's a

dear friend of ours. Should you like to

meet him ? "

" I may presently," Mr. Cray replied,

significantly. " Where are the jewels ? "

" Safely disposed of long ago," Mrs.

Hartopp assured him.

â�¢ " This isâ��erâ��one of the best markets in

the world," her husband observed, " forâ��

delicate transactions of that sort. Lump

sum down and no questions asked, you

know."

" I see," Mr. Cray murmured. " And you

are now engaged, I presume, in spending the

proceeds ? "

Mrs. Hartopp laughed delightfully.

" My dear man, we don't need to do that,"

she said. " Didn't you hear about Mr.

Homor ? "

" I've heard nothing," Mr. Cray assured

them. " I've been in Algiers."

" The dear man left me fifty thousand

pounds in order that I might pursue my

marvellous investigations. Wasn't it per-

fectly sweet of him ? "

Mr. Cray sat quite still. Mr. Pomfrey

strolled up, followed by a waiter bearing on

his silver tray four tall glasses, filled with

cloudy, amber-coloured liquid.

" There are only six men breathing," he

announced, impressively, " who could mix

this. It's the finest welcome we could give

you to Monte Carlo, sir."

Mr. Cray mechanically accepted his glass,

but made no response. His attitude re-

mained negative. Pomfrey leaned a little

towards him.

" Mr. Cray," he said, " may I speak a

plain word to you ? You are one of those

shrewd, amiable gentlemen of independent

means who have a natural taste for ad-

venture and who go muddling about the

world, sometimes interfering a good deal in

other people's business. You get lots of fun

out of it, and from what I know of you, you

generally come out on top. From what I

know of you further, I believe you to be a

latitudinarian. The law isn't always just.

The criminal is sometimes a good fellow.

Our friends here have been up against you a

bit, but you haven't come to much harm.

Anytliing you know that you don't care

about, forget. Be a sportsman, and don't

look at that glass as though you saw poison

inside."

Mina Hartopp leaned a little towards him.

Her eyes were dancing with amusement, her

smile was irresistible.

" You are really such a dear, Mr. Cray,"

she murmured. " You won't refuse to

drink with me ? "

Mr. Cray raised lu's glass. All four were

solemnly clinked together. The moment of

tension had passed. As he set his glass down

empty, a beatific smile parted Mr. Cray's

lips. He made telegrapliic signs to the

functionary behind the bar.

" You'll repeat that with me," he invited.

" It's pax, isn't it ? " Mina Hartopp

whispered in his ear.

" Sure ! " Mr. Cray promised.

(Another of Mr. Cray's Adventures next month.)
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THE FOUR JUST

Eaaar

Readers of Mr. Edgar

Wallace's famous novel.

The Four Just Men,"

will remember that its title

is the name of an organiza-

tion which set itself to right

acts of injustice which the

law left unpunished.

Iâ��THE MAN

WHO LIVED

AT CLAPHAM

TH E j ury cannot accept the

unsupported suggestion

â��unsupported even by

the prisoner's testimony

since he has not gone into the boxâ��that

Mr. Noah Stedland is a blackmailer and that

he obtained a large sum of money from the

prisoner by this practice. That is a defence

which is rather suggested by the cross-exam-

ination than by the production of evidence.

The defence does not even tell us the nature

of the threat which Stedland employed."

The man in the big oanen pen looked down at

from the well

The remainder of the summing-up was

creditable to the best traditions of the Bar,

and the jury, without retiring, returned a

verdict of " Guilty."

There was a rustle of movement in the

court and a thin babble of whispered talk as

the Judge fixed his pince-nez and began to

write.
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the pale, drawn (ace of a girl turned to him

of the court."

The man in the big oaken pen looked down

at the pale, drawn face of a girl turned to

him from the well of the court and smiled

encouragingly. For his part, he did not

blanch, and his grave eyes went back to the

figure on the Benchâ��the puce-gowned,

white-headed figure that was writing so

industriously. \Vhat did a judge write on

Vol. Ki -27

these occasions, he wondered ? Surely not

a precis of the crime. He was impatient

now to have done with it all ; this airy court,

these blurred rows of pink faces in the gloom

of the public gallery, the indifferent counsel,

and particularly with the two men who had

sat near the lawyers' pews watching him

intently.

He wondered who they were, what in-

terest they had in the proceedings. Per-

haps they were foreign authors, securing

first-hand impressions. They had the ap-

pearance of foreigners. One was very tall

(he had seen him rise to his feet once) ; the

other was slight, and gave an impression of

boyishness, though his hair was grey. They

were both clean-shaven, and both were

dressed in black and balanced on their knees

broad-brimmed hats of soft black felt.

A cough from the Judge brought his at-

tention back to the Bench.

'' Jeffrey Storr," said his lordship, " I

entirely agree with the verdict of the jury.

Your defence that Stedland robbed you of

your savings and that you broke into his

house for the purpose of taking the la\\

into your own hands and securing the

money and a document, the character ol

which you do not specify, but which you

allege proved his guilt, could not be con-

sidered seriously by any Court of Justice.

Your story sounds as though you had

read of that famous, or infamous, associa-

tion called The Four Just Men, which

existed some years ago, but which is now

happily dispersed. Those men set them-

selves to pifnish where the law failed. It

is a monstrous assumption that the law

ever fails ! You have committed a very

serious offence, and the fact that you were

at the moment of your arrest and capture

in possession of a loaded revolver serves

very gravely to aggravate your crime.

You will be kept in penal servitude for

seven years."

Jeffrey Storr bowed, and, without so

much as a glance at the girl in the court,

turned and descended the steps leading to

the cells.

The two foreign-looking men who had

excited the prisoner's interest and resent-

ment were the first to leave the court.

Once in the street the taller of the two

stopped.

" I think we will wait for the girl," he

said.

" Is she the wife ? " asked the slight man.

" Married the week he made his unfortu-

nate investment," replied the tall man ;

then, " It was a curious coincidence, that

reference of the Judge's to The Four Just

Men."

The other smiled.

" It was in that very court that you were
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sentenced to death, Manfred," he said, and

the man called Manfred nodded.

" I wondered whether the old usher would

remember me," he answered ; " he has a

reputation for never forgetting a face.

Apparently the loss of my beard has worked

a miracle, for I actually spoke to him. Here

she is."

Fortunately the girl was alone. A beau-

tiful face, thought Gonsalez, the younger of

the two men. She held her chin high and

there was no sign of tears. As she walked

quickly toward Newgate Street they fol-

lowed her. She crossed the road into Hatton

Garden, and then it was that Manfred spoke.

" Pardon me, Mrs. Storr, " he said, and she

turned and stared at the foreign-looking man

suspiciously.

" If you are a reporter " she began.

" I'm not," smiled Manfred, " nor am I a

friend of your husband's, though I thought

of lying to you in that respect in order to

find an excuse for talking to you."

His frankness procured her interest.

" I do not wish to talk about poor Jeffrey's

terrible trouble," she said. " I just want to

be alone."

Manfred nodded.

" I understand that," he said, sympa-

thetically, " but I wish to be a friend of your

husband's and perhaps I can help him. The

story he told in the box was trueâ��you

thought that, too, Leon ? "

Gonsalez nodded.

" Obviously true," he said. " I particu-

larly noticed his eyelids. When a man lies

he blinks at every repetition of the lie. Have

you observed, my dear George, that men

cannot tell lies when their hands are clenched,

and that when women lie they clasp their

hands together ? "

She looked at Gonsalez in bewilderment.

She was in no mood for a lecture on the

physiology of expression, and even had she

known that Leon Gonsalez was the author of

three large books which ranked with the best

that Lombroso or Mantegazza had given to

the world, she would have been no more

willing to listen.

" The truth is, Mrs. Storr," said Manfred,

interpreting her new distress, " we think

that we can free your husband and prove his

innocence. But we want as many facts

about the case as we can get."

She hesitated only a moment.

" I have some furnished lodgings in Gray's

Inn Road," she said ; " perhaps you will be

good enough to come with me."

" My lawyer does not think there is any

use in appealing against the sentence," she

went on as they fell in one on either side of

her.

Manfred shook his head.

" The Appeal Court would uphold the

sentence," he said, quietly; " with the evi-

dence you have there is no possibility of your

husband being released."

She looked round at him in dismay, and

now he saw that she was very near to tears.

" I thoughtâ��you said ?" she began

a little shakily.

Manfred nodded.

" We know Stedland," he said, " and "

" The curious thing about blackmailers is

that the occiput is hardly observable," in-

terrupted Gonsalez, thoughtfully. " I ex-

amined sixty-two heads in the SpanisÃ¯

prisons, and in every case the occipital pro

tuberance was little more than a boni

ridge. Now, in homicidal heads, the occipu

sticks out like a pigeon's egg."

" My friend is rather an authority upo

the structure of the head," smiled Manfrec

" Yes, we know Stedland. His operatior

have been reported to us from time to tiro

You remember the Wellingford case, Leon ?

Gonsalez nodded.

" Then you are detectives ? " asked tl

girl.

Manfred laughed softly.

" No, we are not detectivesâ��we are i

terested in crime. I think we have the tx

and most thorough record of the unconvict

criminal class of any in the world."

THEY walked on in silence for some tir

" Stedland is a bad man," node

Gonsalez, as though the conviction 1

suddenly dawned upon him. " Did you

serve his ears ? They are unusually long, i

the outer margins are pointedâ��the Darwir

tubercleâ��Manfred. And did you remark,

dear friend, that the root of the helix div

the concha into two distinct cavities, and â�¢

the lobule was adherent ? A truly crim

ear. That man has committed murder.

is impossible to possess such an ear and

to murder."

The flat to which she admitted them

small and wretchedly furnished. Glai

round the tiny dining-room, Manfred Ð³

the essential appointments which accom

a " furnished " flat.

The girl, who had disappeared inte

room to take off her coat, now returned

sat by the table at which, at her inviti

they had seated themselves.

" I realize that I am being indiscreet

said, with the faintest of smiles ; " but

that you really want to help me, and 1

the curious sense that you can ! The

have not been unkind or unfair to m

poor Jeff. On the contrary, they ha v

most helpful. I fancy that they sus

Mr. Stedland of being a blackmaile

they were hoping that he coulcl supply

evidence. When that evidence failed

was nothing for them to do but t<



Edgar Wallace

4Â°5

forward the charge. Now, what can I tell

you ? "

" The story which was not told in court,"

replied Manfred.

She \vas silent for a time.

" I will tell you," she said at last. " Only

my husband's lawyer knows, and I have an

idea that he was sceptical as to the truth of

what I am now telling you. And if he is

sceptical," she said in despair, " how can I

expect to convince you ? "

The eager eyes of Gonsalez were fixed on

hers, and it was he who answered.

" We are already convinced, Mrs. Storr,"

and Manfred nodded.

A IAIN there was a pause. She was evi-

dently reluctant to begin a narrative

which, Manfred guessed, might not be

creditable to her ; and this proved to be the

case.

"When I was a girl," she began simply,

" I was at school in Sussexâ��a big girls'

school ; I think there were over two hundred

pupils. I am not going to excuse anything

I did," she went on quickly. " I fell in love

with a boyâ��well, he was a butcher's boy !

That sounds dreadful, doesn't it ? But you

understand I was a child, a very impression-

able childâ��oh, it sounds horrible, I know :

but I used to meet him in the garden leading

out from the prep, room after prayers ; he

climbed over the wall to those meetings, and

we talked and talked, sometimes for an hour.

There was no more in it than a boy and girl

love affair, and I can't explain just why I

committed such a folly."

" Mantegazza explains the matter very

comfortably in his ' Study' of Attraction,' '

murmured Leon Gonsalez. " But forgive

me, I interrupted you."

" As I say, it was a boy and girl friendship,

a kind of hero worship on my part, for I

thought he was wonderful. He must have

been the nicest of butcher boys," she smiled

again, " because he never offended me by so

much as a word. The friendship burnt

itself out in a month or two, and there the

matter might have ended but for the fact

that I had been foolish enough to write

letters. They were very ordinary, stupid

love-letters, and perfectly innocentâ��or, at

least, they seemed so to me at the time. To-

day, when I read them in the light of a

greater knowledge, they take my breath

away."

" You have them, then ? " said Manfred.

She shook her head.

" When I said ' them ' I meant one, and I

only have a copy of that, supplied me by

Mr. Stedland. The one letter that was not

destroyed fell into the hands of the boy's

mother, who took it to the headmistress,

and there was an awful row. She threatened

to write to my parents, who were in India,

but on my solemn promise that the acquain-

tance should be dropped, the affair was

allowed to blow over. How the letter came

into Stedland's hands I do not know ; in

fact, I had never heard of the man until a

week before my marriage with Jeff. Jeff

had saved about two thousand pounds, and

we were looking forward to our marriage day

when this blow fell. A letter from a per-

fectly unknown man, asking me to see him

at his office, gave me my first introduction

to this villain. I had to take the letter with

me, and I went in some curiosity, wondering

why I had been sent for. I was not to

wonder very long. He had a little office oft

Regent Street, and after he had very care-

fully taken away the letter he had sent me,

he explained, fully and frankly, just what

his summons had meant."

Manfred nodded.

" He wanted to sell you the letter," he

said, " for how much ? "

" For two thousand pounds. That was

the diabolical wickedness of it," said the girl,

vehemently. " He knew almost to a penny

how much Jeff had saved."

" Did he show you the letter ? "

She shook her head.

" No, he showed me a photographic re-

production, and as I read it and realized what

construction might be put upon this perfectly

innocent note, my blood went cold. There

was nothing to do but to tell Jeff, because

the man had threatened to send facsimiles

to all our friends and to Jeffrey's uncle, who

had made Jeffrey his sole heir. I had already

told Jeffrey about what had happened at

school, thank Heaven, and so I had no need

to fear his suspicion. Jeffrey called on

Mr. Stedland, and I believe there was a

stormy scene ; but Stedland is a big, power-

ful man in spite of his age, and in the struggle

which ensued poor Jeffrey got a little the

worst of it. The upshot of the matter was,

Jeffrey agreed to buy the letter for two

thousand pounds, on condition that Stedland

signed a receipt, written on a blank page of

the letter itself. It meant the losing of his

life savings ; it meant the possible post-

ponement of our wedding ; but Jeffrey would

not take any other course. Mr. Stedland lives

in a big house near Clapham Common "

" 184, Park View West ? " interrupted

Manfred.

" You know ? " she said in surprise.

" Well, it was at this house Jeffrey had to

call to complete the bargain. Mr. Stedland

lives alone except for a man servant, and,

opening the door himself, he conducted

Jeffrey up to the first floor, where he had his

study. My husband, realizing the futility

of argument, paid over the money, as had

been directed by Stedland, in American bills."
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" Which are more difficult to trace, of

course," said Manfred.

" When he had paid him, Stedland pro-

duced the letter, wrote the receipt on the

blank page, blotted it, and placed it in an

envelope, which he gave to my husband.

When Jeffrey returned home and opened

the envelope, he found it contained nothing

more than a blank sheet of paper."

" He had rung the changes," said Manfred.

" That was the expression that Jeffrey

used," said the girl. " Then it was that

Jeffrey decided to commit this mad act.

You have heard of The Four Just Men ? "

" I have heard of them," replied Manfred,

gravely.

" My husband is a great believer in their

methods, and a great admirer of them, too,"

she said: " I think he read everything that

has ever been written about them. One

night, two days after we were marriedâ��I

had insisted upon marrying him at once

when I discovered the situationâ��he came to

me.

" ' Grace,' he said, ' I am going to apply

the methods of The Four to this devil,

Stedland.'

" He outlined his plans. He had ap-

parently been watching the house, and knew

that except for the servant the man slept in

the house alone, and he had formed a plan

for getting in. Poor dear, he was an in-

different burglar ; but you heard to-day

how he succeeded in reaching Stedland's

room. I think he hoped to frighten the man

with his revolver."

Manfred shook his head.

" Stedland graduated as a gun-fighter in

South Africa," he said, quietly. " He is

the quickest man on the draw I know, and a

deadly shot. Of course, he had your hus-

band covered before he could as much as

reach his pocket."

She nodded.

" That is the story," she said, quietly.

" If you can help Jeff, I shall pray for you

all my life."

Manfred rose slowly.

" It was a mad attempt," he said. " In

the first place Stedland would not keep a

compromising document like that in his

house, which he leaves for six hours a day.

It might even have been destroyed, though

that is unlikely. He would keep the letter

for future use. Blackmailers are keen

students of humanity, and he knows that

money may still be made from that letter of

yours. But if it is in existence "

" If it is in existence," she repeatedâ��and

now the reaction had come and her lips were

trembling

" I will place it in your hands within a

week," said Manfred, and with this promise

left her.

MR. NOAH STEDLAND had left thi

Courts of Justice that afternoon wit]

no particular sense of satisfaction sav

that he was leaving it by the public entrance

He was not a man who was easily scared, bi:

he was sensitive to impressions; and it seeme

to him that the Judge's carefully chosen won

had implied, less in their substance than i

their tone, a veiled rebuke to himself. Ð�

yond registering this fact his sensitivene

did not go. He was a man of comfortab

fortune, and that fortune had been got t

gether in scrapsâ��sometimes the scraps we

unusually largeâ��by the exercise of qualni

which were not handicapped by such 11

ponderable factors as conscience or remon

Life to this tall, broad-shouldered, gre

faced man was a game, and Jeffrey Sto

against whom he harboured no resentme:

was a loser.

He could think dispassionately of Storr

his convict clothes, wearing out the years

agony in a convict prison, and at the men

picture could experience no other emot

than that of the successful gambler who <

watch his rival's ruin with equanimity.

He let himself into his narrow-iron

house, closed and double-locked the d

behind him, and went up the shabbily i

peted stairs to his study. The ghosts of

lives he had wrecked should have crow

the room ; but Mr. Stedland did not beli

in ghosts. He rubbed his finger alÃ³n

mahogany table and noted that it was du

and the ghost of a well-paid charlady 1

shape from that moment.

As he sprawled back in his chair, a

cigar between his gold-spotted teeth,

tried to analyse the queer sensation he

experienced in court. It was not the Jud;

was not the attitude of the defending cou

it was not even the possibility that the v

might censure him, which was responsibl

his mental perturbation. It was certainl;

the prisoner and his possible fate, or the Ð»Ð»

faced wife. And yet there had been a s

thing or a somebody which had set

glancing uneasily over his shoulder.

He sat smoking for half an hour, and

a bell clanged and he went down the

and opened the front door. The mar

was waiting with an apologetic smile Ñ�

face, a jackal of his, was butler and toi:

general errand-boy to the hard-faced n

" Come in, Jope," he said, closing thi

behind the visitor. " Go down to the

and get me a bottle of whisky."

" How was my evidence, guv'nor ? "

the sycophant, smirking expectantly.

" Rotten ! " growled Stedland. " Wl

you mean by saying you heard me Ñ�

help ? "

" Well, guv'nor, I thought I'd m.a.1

little worse for him," said Jope, hum
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" ' Yes,' said Stedland, 'we've been together a long time now. In fact, you would almost have

finished your sentence if I had told the police what I knew about you seven years ago *

" Help ! " sneered Mr. Stedland. " Do

you think I'd call on a guy like you for help ?

A lot of use you would be in a rough house !

Get that whisky 1 "

When the man came up with a bottle and

a siphon, Mr. Stedland was gazing moodily

out of the window, which looked upon a

short, untidy garden terminating in a high

wall. Behind that was a space on which a

building had been in course of erection when

the armistice put an end to Government

work. It was designed as a small factory

for the making of fuses, and was an eyesore

to Mr. Stedland, since he owned the ground

on which it was built.

" Jope," he said, turning suddenly, " was

there anybody in court we know ? "

" No, Mr. Stedland," said the man,

pausing in surprise. " Not that I know,

except Inspector "

" Never mind about the inspector," an-

swered Mr. Stedland, impatiently. " 1 know

all the splits who were there. Was there

anybody elseâ��anybody who has a grudge

against us ? "

" No, Mr. Stedland. What does it
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matter if there was ? " asked the valorous

Jope. "I think we're a match for any of 'em."

" How long have we been in partnership ? "

asked Stedland unpleasantly, as he poured

himself out a tot of whisky.

The man's face twisted in an ingratiating

smile.

" Well, we've been together some time

now, Mr. Stedland," he said.

Stedland smacked his lips and looked out

of the window again.

" Yes," he said after a while, " we've been

together a long time now. In fact, you

would almost have finished your sentence

if I bad told the police what I knew about

you seven years ago "

The man winced, and changed the subject.

He might have realized, had he thought,

that the sentence of seven years had been

commuted by Stedland to a sentence of life

servitude, but Mr. Jope was no thinker.

" Anything for the bank to-day, sir ? "

he asked.

" Don't be a fool," said Stedland. " The

bank closed at three. Now, Jope," he

turned on the other, " in future you sleep in

the kitchen."

" In the kitchen, sir ? " said the astonished

servant, and Stedland nodded.

" I'm taking no more risks of a night

visitor," he said. " That fellow was on me

before I knew where I was, and if I hadn't

had a gun handy he would have beaten me.

The kitchen is the only way you can break

into this house from the outside, and I've

got a feeling at the back of my mind that

something might happen."

" But he's gone to jail."

" I'm not talking about him," snarled

Stedland. " Do you understand ?â��take your

bed to the kitchen."

" It's a bit draughty " began Jope.

" Take your bed to the kitchen ! " roared

Stedland, glaring at the man.

" Certainly, sir," said Jope, with alacrity.

When his servant had gone, Stedland took

off his coat and put on one of stained alpaca,

unlocked the safe, and took out a book. It

was a pass-book from his bank, and its study

was very gratifying. Mr. Stedland dreamed

dreams of a South American ranch and a life

of ease and quiet. Twelve years' strenuous

work in London had made him a compara-

tively rich man. He had worked cautiously

and patiently, and had pursued the business

of blackmail in a business-like manner. His

cash balance was with one of the best known

of the private bankers. Sir \YiUiam Molbury

and Co., Ltd. Molbury's Bank had a repu-

tation in the City for the privacy and even

mystery which enveloped the business of its

clientsâ��a circumstance which suited Mr.

Stedland admirably. It was, too, one of

those old-fashioned banks which maintain

a huge reserve of money in its vaults ; an

this was also a recommendation to Mi

Stedland, who might wish to gather in hi

fluid assets in the shortest possible space (

time.

THE evening and the night passed withoi

any untoward incident, except as w<

revealed when Mr. Jope brought h

master's tea in the morning, and told, som

what hoarsely, of a cold and unpleasant nigh

" Get more bedclothes," said Stedlam

curtly.

He went off to his City office after brea!

fast, and left Mr. Jope to superintend tl

operations of the charwoman and to impre

upon her a number of facts, including t]

lÃºgh rate at which she was paid, the glut

good charwomen on the market, and t]

consequences which would overtake her

she left Mr. Stedland's study undusted.

At eleven o'clock that morning came

respectable and somewhat elderly-lookii

gentleman in a silk hat, and him Mr. Jo

interviewed on the doormat.

" I've come from the Safe Deposit," sa

the visitor.

" What Safe Deposit ? " asked the sus]

cious Mr. Jope.

" The Fetter Lane Deposit," replied t

other. " We want to know if you left yc

keys behind the last time you came ? "

Jope shook his head.

" We haven't any Safe Deposit," he s;

with assurance, " and the governor's har<

likely to leave his keys behind."

" Then evidently I've come to the wrc

house," smiled the gentleman. " This

Mr; Smithson's ? "

" No, it ain't," said the ungracious Jo

and shut the door in the caller's face.

The visitor walked down the steps into

street and joined another man who i

standing at a corner.

" They know nothing of Safe Depos

Manfred," he said.

" I hardly thought it would be at a Â£

Deposit," said the taller of the two.

fact, I was pretty certain that he would k

all his papers at the bank. You saw

man Jope, I suppose ? "

" Yes," said Gonsalez, dreamily. "

interesting face. The chin ' weak, but

ears quite normal. The frontal bones s!

irregularly backward, and the head, so

as I can see, is distinctly oxycephalic."

" Poor Jope ! " said Manfred, withov

smile. " And now, Leon, you and I

devote our attention to the weather. T

is an anticyclone coming up from the Ba

Biscay, and its beneficent effects are alrt

felt in Eastbourne. If it extends north-v

to London in the next three days we .:

have good news for Mrs. Storr."
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" I suppose," said Gonsalez, as they were.

travelling back to their rooms-in Jermyii

Street, " I suppose there is no possibility of

rushing this fellow ? "

Manfred shook his head.

" I do not wish to die," he said, " and die

I certainly should, for Noah Stedland is

unpleasantly quick to shoot."

Manfred's prophecy was fulfilled two days

later, when the influence of the anticyclone

spread to London and a thin yellow mist

descended on the city. It lifted in the after-

noon, Manfred saw to his satisfaction, but

gave no evidence of dispersing before night-

fall.

Mr. Stedland's office in Regent Street was

small but comfortably furnished. On the

glass door beneath his name was inscribed

the magic word " Financier," and it is true

that Stedland was registered as a money-

lender and found it a profitable business ;

for what Stedland the moneylender dis-

covered, Stedland the blackmailer exploited,

and it was not an unusual circumstance for

Mr. Stedland to lend at heavy interest

money which was destined for his own

pocket. In this way he could obtain a

double grip upon his victim.

At half-past two that afternoon his clerk

announced a caller.

" Man or woman ? "

" A man, sir," said the clerk. " I think

he's from Molbury's Bank."

" Do you know him ? " asked Stedland.

" No, sir, but he came in while you were

out, and asked if you'd received the bank's

balance-sheet."

Mr. Stedland took a cigar from a box on

the table and lit it.

" Show him in," he said, anticipating

nothing more exciting than a dishonoured

cheque from one of his clients.

The man who came in was obviously in a

state of agitation. He closed the door be-

hind him and stood nervously fingering his

hat.

" Sit down," said Stedland. " Have a

cigar, Mr. "

" Curtis, sir," said the other, huskily.

" Thank you, sir, I don't smoke."

" Well, what do you want ? " asked

Stedland.

" I want a few minutes' conversation with

you, sir, of a private character." He glanced

apprehensively at the glass partition which

separated Mr. Stedland's office from the

little den in which his clerks worked.

" Don't worry," said Stedland, humorously.

" I can guarantee that screen is sound-proof.

What's your trouble ? "

He scented a temporary embarrassment,

and a bank clerk temporarily embarrassed

might make a very useful tool for future

use.

" I hardly know how to begin, Mr. Sted-

land," said the man, seating himself on the

edge of a chair, his face twitching nervously.

" It's a terrible story, a terrible story,"

STEDLAND had heard about these terrible

stories before, and sometimes they meant

no more than that the visitor was threat-

ened with bailiffs and was anxious to keep the

news from the ears of his employers, some-

times the confession was more seriousâ��

money lost in gambling, and a desperate

eleventh - hour attempt to make good a

financial deficiency.

"Goon," he said. "You won't shock me!"

The boast was a little premature, however.

" It's not about myself, but about my

brother, John Curtis, who's been cashier for

twenty years, sir," said the man, nervously.

" I hadn't the slightest idea that he was in

difficulties, but he was gambling on the

Stock Exchange, and only to-day he has

told me the news. I am in terrible distress

about him, sir. I fear suicide. He is a

nervous wreck."

" What has he done ? " asked Stedland,

impatiently.

" He has robbed the bank, sir," said the

man, in a hushed voice. " It wouldn't

matter if it had happened two years ago,

but. now, when things have been going so

badly and we've had to stretch a point to

make our balance-sheet plausible, I shudder

to think what the results will be."

" Of how much has he robbed the bank ? "

asked Stedland, quickly.

" A hundred and fifty thousand pounds,"

was the staggering reply; and Stedland

jumped to his feet.

" A hundred and fifty thousand pounds ? "

he said, incredulously.

" Yes, sir. I was wondering whether you

could speak for him ; you are one of the most

highly-respected clients of the bank ! "

" Speak for him ! " shouted Stedland, and

then of a sudden he became cool. His quick

brain went over the situation, reviewing

every possibility. He looked up at the

clock. It was a quarter to three.

" Does anybody in the bank know ? "

" Not yet, sir ; but I feel it is my duty to

the general manager to tell him the tragic

story. After the bank closes this afternoon

I am asking him to see me privately and "

" Are you going back to the bank now ? "

asked Stedland.

" Yes, sir," said the man, in surprise.

" Listen to me, my friend." Stedland's

grey face was set and tense. He took a case

from his pocket, opened it, and extracted two

notes. " Here are two notes for fifty," he

said. " Take those and go home."

" But I've got to go to the bank, sir.

They will wonder "
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" Never mind what they won-

der," said Stedland. " You'll

have a very good explanation

when the truth comes out.

Will you do this ? "

" Yes, sir," said the shaking Curtis.

Five minutes later Mr. Stedland passed

through the glass doors of Molbury's Bank

and walked straight to the counter. An air

of calm pervaded the establishment, and the

cashier, who knew Stedland, came forward

with a smile.

" Unconscious of their awful

doom.

The little victims play,"

quoted Stedland to himself. It

was a favourite quotation of his,

and he had used it on many appro-

priate occasions.

He passed a slip of paper across

the counter, and the cashier looked

at it and raised his eyebrows.

" \Vhy,this is almost your balance,

Mr. Stedland," he said.

Stedland nodded.

''Put up your hands,' said the fireman, 'and don't

The man took up the money reluctantly.

" I don't quite know what you â��

" Never mind what I want to do," snapped

Stedland. " That is to keep your mouth

shut and go home. Do you understand

plain English ? "

" Yes, I am going abroad in a hurry," he

said. " I shall not be back for two years,

but I am leaving just enough to keep the

account running."

It was a boast of Molbury's that they

never argued on such occasions as these.
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" Then you will want your box ? " said

the cashier, politely.

" If you please," said Mr. Noah Stedland.

If the bank passed into the hands of the

Receiver, he had no wish for prying strangers

to be unlocking and examining the contents

of the tin box he had deposited with the

bank, and to the contents of which he made

additions from time to time.

Ten minutes later, with close on a hundred

thousand pounds in his pockets, a tin box in

one hand, the other resting on his hip pocket

â��for he took no chancesâ��Mr. Stedland

went out again on the street and into the

waiting taxicab. The fog was cleared, and

the sun was shining at Clapham when he

arrived.

He went straight up to his study, fastened

the door, and unlocked the little safe. Into

this he pushed the small box and two thick

" Well, bring it up here. I am going to

sleep in my study to-night."

" Anything wrong, sir ? "

" Don't ask jackass questions. Do as

you're told ! "

To-morrow, he thought, he would seek out

a safer repository for his treasures. He

spent that evening in his study and lay down

to rest, but not to sleep, with a revolver on

a chair by the side of his camp bed. Mr.

Stedland was a cautious man. Despite his

intention to dispense with sleep for one

night, he was dozing when a sound in the

street outside roused him.

It was a familiar soundâ��the clang of fire

bellsâ��and apparently fire engines were in

the street, for he heard the whine of motors

and the sound of voices. He sniffed ; there

was a strong smell of burning, and looking

up he saw a flicker of light reflected on the

make trouble. I'd just as soon kill you as talk to you.' "

bundles of notes, locking the safe door

behind him. Then he rang for the faithful

Jope, unfastening the doer to admit him.

" Have we another camp bed in the house?"

be asked.

" Yes, sir," said Jope.

ceiling. He sprang out of bed to discover

the cause. It was immediately discernible,

for the fuse factory was burning merrily, and

he caught a glimpse of firemen at work and a

momentary vision of a hose in action. Mr.

Stedland permitted himself to smile. That
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fire would be worth money to him, and there

was no danger to himself.

And then he heard a sound in the hall

below ; a deep voice boomed an order, and

he caught the chatter of Jope, and unlocked

the door. The lights were burning in the

hall and on the stairway. Looking over the

banisters he saw the shivering Jope, with

an overcoat over his pyjamas, expostulating

with a helmeted fireman.

" I can't help it," the latter was saying.

" I've got to get a hose through one of these

houses, and it might as well be yours."

Mr. Stedland had no desire to have a hose

through his house, and thought he knew an

argument which might pass the inconvenience

on to his neighbour.

" Just come up here a moment," he said.

'â�¢' I want to speak to one of those firemen."

The fireman came clumping up the stairs

in his heavy boots, a fine figure of a man in

his glittering brass.

" Sorry," he said, " but I must get the

hose "

" Wait a moment, my friend," said Mr.

Stedland with a smile. " I think you will

understand me after a while. There are

plenty of houses in this road, and a tenner

goes a long way, eh ? Come in."

He walked back into his room and the

fireman followed and stood watching as he

unlocked the safe.

Then:

" I didn't think it would be so easy," he said.

Stedland swung round.

" Put up your hands," said the fireman,

" and don't make trouble, or you're going

out, Noah. I'd just as soon kill you as talk

to you."

Then Noah Stedland saw that beneath the

shade of the helmet the man's face was

covered with a black mask.

" Whoâ��who are you ? " he asked,

hoarsely.

" I'm one of The Four Just Menâ��greatly

reviled and prematurely mourned. Death

is my favourite panacea for all ills."

AT nine o'clock in the morning Mr. Xoah

Stedland still sat biting his nails, a

cold, uneaten breakfast spread on a

table before him.

To him came Mr. Jope wailing tidings of

disaster, interrupted by Chief Inspector

Holloway and a hefty subordinate who fol-

lowed the servant into the room.

â�¢ " Coming for a little walk with me,

Stedland ? " asked the cheery inspector, and

Stedland rose heavily.

" What's the charge ''. " he asked, heavily.

" Blackmail," replied the officer. " We've

got evidence enough to hang youâ��delivered

by special messenger. You fixed that case

against Storr, tooâ��naughty, naughty ! "

As Mr. Stedland put on his coat the in-

spector asked :â��

" Who gave you away ? "

Mr. Stedland made no reply. Manfred's

last words before he vanished into the foggy

street had been emphatic.

" If we wanted to kill you, the man

called Curtis would have killed you this

afternoon when we played on your cunning ;

we could have killed you as easily as

we set fire to the factory. And if you

talk to the police of The Four Just Men,

we will kill you, even though you be in

Pentonville with a regiment of soldiers

round you."

And somehow Mr. Stedland knew that his

enemy spoke the truth. So he said nothing.

neither there, nor in the dock at the Old

Bailey, and went to penal servitude without

speaking.

(Another Adventure of The Four Just Men will appear next month.)

RESULT Ð�Ð� THE "MISTAKES" COMPETITION.

NEARLY six thousand readers competed for the prizes offered in a recent issue

for the discovery of the greatest number of mistakes in Mr. Barry Pain's story,

"A New Comedy of Errors." The prizes have been awarded as follows:

First Prize of Â£25.

Horace Ransom Bigelow, Balliol College, Oxford.

Six other prizes, consisting of Newnes' Library Edition of H. G. Wells's

"Outline of History":

Henry Anderson. 70, Wanstead Park Road, llford. F. J. Kittermaster, 3, Barby Road. Rugby.

M. Andrew. 24, Welton Mount, Hyde Park. Leeds. Miss M. D. Symonds, Sunnyside. Woodland Avenue.

George Findlay. Brailes, Banbury. Hornchurch. Essex.

E. G. Harmer, Teesdale, Egmont Road, Sutton, Surrey.



â�¢413

TJ-fF

COMING

OF

GOWF

P.GWODEHOUSE

hy

PROLOGUE.

A'TER we had sent in our card and

waited for a few hours in the

marbled ante-room, a bell rang

and the major-domo, parting the

priceless curtains, ushered us in to where the

editor sat writing at his desk. We advanced

on all fours, knocking our head reverently on

the Aubusson carpet.

" Well ? " he said at length, laying down

his jewelled pen.

" We just looked in," we said, humbly,

" to ask if it would be all right if we sent you

an historical story."

" The public does not want historical

stories," he said, frowning coldly.

" Ah, but the public hasn't seen one of

ours ! " we replied.

The editor placed a cigarette in a holder

presented to him by a reigning monarch,

and lit it with a match from a golden box,

the gift -of the millionaire president of the

Amalgamated League of Working Plumbers.

" What this magazine requires," he said,

"is red-blooded, one - hundred - per - cent,

dynamic stuff, palpitating with warm human

interest and containing a strong, poignant

I'^ve-motive."

" That," we replied, " is us all over,

Mabel."

" What I need at the moment, however, is

a golf story."

Copyright, 1921, by

O

" By a singular coincidence, ours is a golf

story."

" Ha ! say you so ? " said the editor, a

flicker of interest passing over his finely-

chiselled features. " Then you may let me

see it."

He kicked us in the face, and we withdrew.

THE STORY.

ON the broad terrace outside his palace,

overlooking the fair expanse of the Royal

gardens, King Merolchazzar of Oom

stood leaning on the low parapet, his chin in

his hand and a frown on his noble face. The

day was fine, and a light breeze bore up to

him from the garden below a fragrant scent

of flowers. But, for all the pleasure it seemed

to give him, it might have been bone-

fertilizer.

The fact is, King Merolchazzar was in love,

and his suit was not prospering. Enough to

upset any man.

Royal love affairs in those days were con-

ducted on the correspondence system. A

monarch, hearing good reports of a neighbour-

ing princess, would dispatch messengers with

gifts to her Court, beseeching an interview.

The Princess would name a date, and a

formal meeting would take place : after

which everything usually buzzed along pretty

smoothly. But in the case of King Merol-

chazzar's courtship of the Princess of the

P. G. Wodehouse,
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Outer Isles there had been a regrettable hitch.

She had acknowledged the gifts, saying that

they were j ust what she had wanted and how

had he guessed, and had added that, as

regarded a meeting, she would let him know

later. Since that day no word had come

from her, and a gloomy spirit prevailed in the

capital. At the Courtiers' Club, the meeting-

place of the aristocracy of Oom, five to one

in pazazas was freely offered against Merol-

chazzar's chances, but found no takers ;

while in the taverns of the common people,

where less conservative odds were always to

be had, you could get a snappy hundred to

eight. " For in good sooth," writes a

chronicler of the time on a half-brick and a

couple of paving-stones which have survived

to this day, " it did indeed begin to appear

as though our beloved monarch, the son of

the sun and the nephew of the moon, had

been handed the bitter fruit of the citron."

The quaint old idiom is almost untrans-

latable, but one sees what he means.

AS the King stood sombrely surveying the

garden, his attention was attracted by a

small, bearded man with bushy eye-

brows and a face like a walnut, who stood not

far away on a gravelled path flanked by rose

bushes. For some minutes he eyed this

man in silence, then he called to the Grand

Vizier, who was standing in the little group

of courtiers and officials at the other end of

the terrace. The bearded man, apparently

unconscious of the Royal scrutiny, had placed

a rounded stone on the gravel, and was

standing beside it making curious passes over

it with his hoe. It was this singular behaviour

that had attracted -the King's attention.

Superficially it seemed silly, and yet Merol-

chazzar had a curious feeling that there was a

deep, even a holy, meaning behind the action.

" VVho," he inquired, " is that ? "

" He is one of your Majesty's gardeners,"

replied the Vizier.

" I don't remember seeing him before.

Who is he ? "

The Vizier was a kind-hearted man, and he

hesitated for a moment.

" It seems a hard thing to say of anyone,

your Majesty," he replied, " but he is a

Scotchman. One of your Majesty's invincible

admirals recently made a raid on the in-

hospitable coast of that country at a spot

known to the natives as S'nandrews, and

brought away this man."

" What does he think he's doing ? " asked

the King, as the bearded one slowly raised

the hoe above his right shoulder, slightly

bending the left knee as he did so.

"It is some species of savage religious

ceremony, your Majesty. According to the

admiral, the dunes by the seashore where

he landed were covered with a multitude of

men behaving just as this man is doing.

They had sticks in their hands, and they

struck with these at small round objects.

And every now and again "

" Fo-o-ore ! " called a gruff voice from

below.

" And every now and again," went on the

Vizier, " they would utter the strange,

melancholy cry which you have just heard.

It is a species of chant.".

The Vizier broke off. The hoe had

descended on the stone, and the stone,

rising in a graceful arc, had sailed through

the air and fallen within a foot of where the

King stood.

" Hi ! " exclaimed the Vizier.

The man looked up.

" You mustn't do that ! You nearly hit

his serene graciousness the King ! "

" Mphm ! " said the bearded man, non-

chalantly, and began to wave his "hoe

mystically over another stone.

Into the King's careworn face there h'ad

crept a look of interest, almost of excitement.

" What god docs he hope to propitiate by

these rites ? " he asked.

" The deity, I learn from your Majesty's

admiral, is called Gowf."

" Gowf ? Gowf ? " King Mcrolchazzar

ran over in his mind the muster-roll of the

gods of Oom. There were sixty-seven of

them, but Gowf .was not of their number.

"It is a strange religion," he murmured.

" A strange religion, indeed. But, by Belus,

distinctly attractive. I have an idea that

Oom could do with a religion like that. . It

has a zip to it. A sort of fascination, if you

know what I mean. It looks to me extra-

ordinarily like what the Court physician

ordered. I will talk to this fellow and learn

more of these holy ceremonies."

And, followed by the Vizier, the King made

his way. in to the garden. . The Vizier was now

in a state of some apprehension. He was

exercised in-his mind as to the effect which

the embracing of a new religion b\- the King

might have on'the formidable Church party.

It would be certain to" cause displeasure

among the priesthood : 'and in those days it

was a ticklish business to offend the priest-

hood, even for a monarch. And, if Merol-

chazzar had a fault, it was a tendency to be

a little tactless in his dealings with that

powerful body. Only a few mornings back

the High Priest of Hec had taken the Vizier

aside to complain about the quality of the

meat which the King had been using lately

for his sacrifices. He might be a child in

worldly matters, said the High Priest, but

if the King supposed that he did not know

the difference between home-grown domestic

and frozen imported foreign, it was time

his Majesty was disabused of the idea. If,

on top of this little unpleasantness, King
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" The first golf lesson ever seen in the kingdom of Oom had begun.
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Merolchazzar were to become an adherent of

this new Gowf, the Vizier did not know what

might not happen.

The King stood beside the bearded foreigner,

watching him closely. The second stone

soared neatly on to the terrace. Merol-

chazzar uttered an excited cry. His eyes

were glowing, and he breathed quickly.

" It doesn't look difficult," he muttered.

" Hoots ! " said the bearded man.

" I believe I could do it," went on the King,

feverishly. " By the eight green gods of

the mountain, I believe I could ! By the

holy fire that burns night and day before the

nltar of Belus, I'm sure I could ! By Hec,

I'm going to do it now ! Gimme that hoe ! "

" Toots ! " said the bearded man.

It seemed to the King that the fellow spoke

derisively, and his blood boiled angrily. He

seized the hoe and raised it above his shoulder,

bracing himself solidly on widely-parted feet.

His pose was an exact reproduction of the

one in which the Court sculptor had depicted

him when working on the life-size statue

(" Our Athletic King ") which stood in the

principal square of the city ; but it did not

impress the stranger. He uttered a dis-

cordant laugh.

" Ye puir gonuph ! " he cried, " whit kin'

i)' a stannce is that ?

The king was hurt. Hitherto the attitude

had been generally admired.

" It's the way I always stand when killing

lions," he said. " ' In killing lions,' " he

added, quoting from the well-known treatise

of Nimrod, the recognized text-book on the

sport, " ' the weight at the top of the swing

should be evenly balanced on both feet.' '

" Ah, weel, ye're no killing lions the noo.

Ye're gowfing."

A sudden humility descended upon the

King. He felt, as so many men were to fee! in

similar circumstances in ages to come, as

though he were a child looking eagerly for

guidance to an all-wise masterâ��a. child,

moreover, handicapped by water on the brain,

feet three sizes too large for him, and hands

consisting mainly of thumbs.

" O thou of noble ancestors and agreeable

disposition ! " he said, humbly. " Teach me

the true way."

" Use the interlocking grup and keep the

staunce a wee bit open and slow back, and

dinna press or sway the heid and keep yer

e'e on the ba'."

, " My which on the what ? " said the King,

bewildered.

" I fancy, your Majesty," hazarded the

Vizier, " that he is respectfully suggesting

that your serene graciousness should deign

â�¢to keep your eye on the ball."

" Oh ah ! " said the King.

The first golf lesson ever seen in the king-

dom of Oom had begun. , .â�¢

UP on the terrace, meanwhile, in the

little group of courtiers and officials,

a whispered consultation was in pro-

gress. Officially, the King's unfortunate

love affair was supposed to be a strict

secret. But you know how it is. These

things get about. The Grand Vizier tells

the Lord High Chamberlain ; the Lord High

Chamberlain whispers it in confidence to

the Supreme Hereditary Custodian of

the Royal Pet Dog ; the Supreme Heredi-

tary Custodian hands it on to the Exalted

Overseer of the King's Wardrobe on the

understanding that it is to go no farther ;

and, before you know where you are, the

varlets and scurvy knaves are gossiping about

it in the kitchens, and the Society journalists

have started to carve it out on bricks for the

next issue of Palace Prattlings.

" The long and short of it is," said the

Exalted Overseer of the King's Wardrobe,

" we must cheer him up."

There was a murmur of approval. In

those days of easy executions it was no light

matter that a monarch should be a prey to

gloom.

" But how ? " queried the Lord High

Chamberlain.

" I know," said the Supreme Hereditary

Custodian of the Royal Pet Dog. " Try

him with the minstrels."

" Here ! Why us ? " protested the leader

of the minstrels.

. " Don't be silly ! " said the Lord -High

Chamberlain. " It's for your good ju9t as

much as ours. He was asking only last

night why he never got any music nowadays.

He told me to find out whether you supposed

he paid you simply to eat and sleep, because

if so he knew what to do about it."

" Oh, in that case ! " The leader of the

minstrels started nervously. Collecting his

assistants and tip-toeing down the garden,

he took -up his stand a few feet in Merol-

chazzar's rear, just as that much-enduring

monarch, after twenty-five futile attempts,

was once more addressing his stone.

Lyric writers in those days had not reached

the supreme pitch of excellence which has

been produced by modern musical comedy.

The art was in its infancy then, and the be*t

the minstrels could do was thisâ��and they

did it just as Merolchaz/ar, raising the hoe

with painful care, reached the top of his swing

and started down :â��

" Oh, tune the string and let us sing

Our godlike, great, and glorious King !

He's a bear ! He's a bear I He's a bear i "

There were sixteen more verses, touching

on their ruler's prowess in the realms of

sport and war, but they were not destined to

be sung on that circuit. King Merolchazzar
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' What do you mean, you yowling misfits, by

starting that sort of stuff when a man's swinging ? '

The minstrels melted away."

jumped like a stung bullock, lifted his head,

and missed the globe for the twenty-sixth

time. He spun round on the minstrels, whe

were working pluckily through their song of

praise :â��

" Oh, may his triumphs never cease !

He has the strength of ten !

First in war, first in peace,

First in the hearts of his countrymen ! "

" Get out ! " roared the King.

" Your Majesty ? " quavered the leader of

the minstrels.

" Make a noise like an egg and beat it ! "

(Again one finds the chronicler's idiom im-

possible to reproduce in modern speech, and

must be content with a literal translation.)

" By the bones of my ancestors, it's a little

hard ! By the beard of the Sacred Goat, it's

tough ! What in the name of Belus and

Ð�ÐµÑ� do you mean, you yowling misfits, by

starting that sort of stuff when a man's

swinging ? I was just shaping to hit it

right that time when you butted in, you "

The minstrels melted away. The bearded

man patted the fermenting monarch pater-

nally on the shoulder.

" Ma mannie," he said, " ye may no' be

a gowfer yet, but hoots ! ye're learning the

language fine ! "

King Merolchazzar's fury died away. He

simpered modestly at these words of com-

mendation, the first his bearded preceptor

had littered. With exemplary patience he

turned to address the stone for the twenty-

seventh time.

That night it was all over the city that

the King had gone crazy overa new religion,

and the orthodox shook their heads.

WE of the present day, living in the

midst of a million marvels of a complex

civilization, have learned to adjust our-

selves to conditions and to take for granted

phenomena which in an earlier and less

advanced age would have caused the pro-

foundest excitement and even alarm. We

accept without comment the telephone, the

automobile, and the wireless telegraph, and

we are unmoved by the spectacle of our

fellow human beings in the grip of the first

stages of golf fever. Far otherwise was it

with the courtiers and officials about the

Palace of Oom. The obsession of the King

was the sole topic of conversation.

Every day Ð�Ð�Ð�Ð£, starting forth at dawn

and returning only with the falling of dark-

ness, Merolchazzar was out on the Linx, as

the outdoor temple of the new god was
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.called. In a luxurious house adjoining this

expanse the bearded Scotchman had been

installed, and there he could be found at

almost any hour of the day fashioning out of

holy wood the weird implements indispensable

to the new religion. As a recognition of his

services, the King had bestowed upon him a

large pension, innumerable kaddiz or slaves,

and the title of Promoter of the King's

Happiness, which for the sake of convenience

was generaly shortened to The Pro.

At present, Oom being a conservative

country, the worship of the new god had not

attracted the public in great numbers. In

fact, except for the Grand Vizier, who,

alwayg a faithful follower of his sovereign's

fortunes, had taken to Gowf from the start,

the courtiers held aloof to a man. But the

Vi/ier had thrown himself into the new

worship with such vigour and earnestness

that it was not long before he won from the

King the title of Supreme Splendiferous

Maintainer of the Twenty-Four Handicap

Except on Windy Days when It Goes Up to

Thirtyâ��a title which in ordinary conversa-

tion was usually abbreviated to The Dub.

All these new titles, it should be said,

were, as far as the courtiers were concerned,

;i fruitful source of discontent. There were

black looks and mutinous whispers. The

laws of precedence were being disturbed, and

the courtiers did not like it. It jars a man

who for years has had his social position all

cut and driedâ��-a man, to take an instance

at random, who, as Second Deputy Shiner

of the Royal Hunting Boots, knows that his

place is just below the Keeper of the Eel-

Hounds and just above the Second Tenor of

the Corps of Minstrelsâ��it jars him, we say,

to find suddenly that he has got to go down

a step in favour of the Hereditary Bearer of

the King's Baffy.

But it was from the priesthood that the

real, serious opposition was to be expected.

And the priests of the sixty-seven gods of

Oom were up in arms. As the white-bearded

High Priest of Hec, who by virtue of his

office was generally regarded as leader of

the guild, remarked in a glowing speech at

an extraordinary meeting of the Priests'

Equity Association, he had always set his

face against the principle of the Closed Shop

hitherto, but there were moments when

even- thinking man had to admit that enough

was sufficient, and it was his opinion that

such a moment had now arrived. The cheers

which greeted the words showed how cor-

rectly he had voiced popular sentiment.

OF all those who had listened to the High

Priest's speech, none had listened more

intently than the King's half-brother,

Ascobaruch. A sinister, disappointed man,

this Ascobaruch, with mean eyes and a crafty

smile. All his life he had been consumed

with ambition, and until now it had looked

as though he must go to his grave with this

ambition unfulfilled. All his life he had

wanted to be King of Oom, and now he began

to see daylight. He was sufficiently versed

in Court intrigues to be aware that the

priests were the party that really counted, the

source from which all successful revolutions

sprang. And of all the priests the one that

mattered most was the venerable High Priest

of Hec.

It was to this prelate, therefore, that

Ascobaruch made his way at the close of the

proceedings. The meeting had dispersed

after passing a unanimous vote of censure on

King Merolchazzar, and the High Priest was

refreshing himself in the vestryâ��for the

meeting had taken place in the Temple of

Hecâ��with a small milk and honey.

" Some speech ! " began Ascobaruch in his

unpleasant, crafty way. None knew better

than he the art of appealing to human vanity.

The High Priest was plainly gratified.

" Oh, I don't know," he said, modestly.

" Yessir ! " said Ascobaruch. " Consider-

able oration ! What I can never understand

is how you think up all these things to say.

I couldn't do it if you paid me. The other

night I had to propose the Visitors at the

Old Alumni dinner of Oom University, and

my mind seemed to go all blank. Bat you

just stand up and the words come fluttering

out of you like bees out of a barn. I simply

cannot understand it. The thing gets past

me."

" Oh, it's just a knack."

" A divine gift, I should call it."

" Perhaps you're right," said the High

Priest, finishing his milk and honey. He

was wondering why he had never realized

before what a capital fellow Ascobaruch was.

" Of course," went on Ascobaruch, " yon

had an excellent subject. I mean to say,

inspiring and all that. Why, by Hec, even

Iâ��though, of course, I couldn't, have

approached your levelâ��even I could have

done something with a subject like that.

I mean, going off and worshipping a new

god no one has ever heard of. I tell you,

my blood fairly boiled. Nobody has a

greater respect and esteem for Merolchazzar

than I have, but I mean to say, what ! Not

right, I mean, going off worshipping gods no

one has ever heard of 1 I'm a peaceable

man, and I've made it a rule never to mix

in politics, but if you happened to say to

me as we were sitting here, just as one reason-

able man to anotherâ��if you happened to

say, ' Ascobaruch, I think it's time that

definite steps were taken,' I should reply

frankly, ' My dear old High Priest, I abso-

lutely agree with you, and I'm with you all

the way.' You might even go so far as to
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suggest that the only way out of the muddle

was to assassinate Merolchazzar and start

with a clean slate."

The High Priest stroked his beard thought-

fully.

" I am bound to say I never thought of

going quite so far as that."

" Merely a suggestion, of course," said

Ascobaruch. " Take it or leave it. I sha'n't

general prosperity ? There are dozens of

men of that kind, simply waiting to be

asked. Let us say, purely for purposes of

argument, that you approached me. I should

reply, ' Unworthy though I know myself to

be of such an honour, I can tell you this.

If you put me on the throne, you can bet

your bottom pazaza that there's one thing

that won't suffer, and that is the worship of

Ð�ÐµÑ� ! ' That's the way I feel about it."

The High Priest pondered.

" Ð� thou of unshuffled

amiable disposition !" he said

soundeth good to me.

features but

thy discourse

Could it be

done ;

â�¢' Could it !" Ascobaruch uttered a

hideous laugh. " Could it ! Arouse

me in the night-watches and ask me !

' Why does your Majesty do that ? ' ' I tee it up that it may fly the fairer. If I

did not, then would it be apt to run along the ground like a beetle instead of

soaring like a bird.' "

be offended. If you know a superior excava-

tion, go to it. But, as a sensible manâ��

and I've always maintained that you are

the most sensible man in the countryâ��you

must see that it would be a solution. Merol-

chazzar has been a pretty good king, of

course. No one denies that. A fair general,

no doubt, and a plus-man at lion-hunting.

But, after allâ��look at it fairlyâ��is life all

battles and lion-hunting ? Isn't there a

deeper side ? Wouldn't it be better for the

country to have some good orthodox fellow

who has worshipped Ð�ÐµÑ� all his life, and could

be relied on to maintain the old beliefsâ��

wouldn't the fact that a man like that was

on the throne be likely to lead to more

Vol. uÂ¡.â��2a

Question me on the matter, having stopped

me for that purpose on the public highway !

Why, it's as simple as falling from the upper

surface of a felled tree-trunk. What I

would suggestâ��I'm not dictating, mind

vou : merely trying to help you outâ��\rhat

Ã� would suggest is that you took that long,

sharp knife of yours, the one you use for

the sacrifices, and toddled out to the Linx

â��you're sure to find the King there ; and

just when he's raising that sacrilegious stick

of his over his shoulder "

" O man of infinite wisdom," cried the

High Priest, warmly, " verily hast thou

spoken a fullness of the mouth ! '

" Is it a wager ? " said Ascobaruch.



420

The Coming Ã³f Gowf

" It is a wager ! " said the High Priest.

" That's that, then," said Ascobaruch.

" Now, I don't want to be mixed up in any

unpleasantness, so what I think I'll do while

what you might call the preliminaries are

being arranged is to go and take a little trip

abroad somewhere. The Middle Lakes are

pleasant at this time of year. When I come

back, it's possible that all the formalities will

have been completed, yes ? "

" Rely on me, by Ð�ÐµÑ� ! " said the High

Priest, grimly, as he fingered his weapon.

THE High Priest was as good as his

word. Early on the morrow he made

his way to the Linx, and found the

King holing-out on the second green. Merol-

chaz/.ar was in high good humour.

" Greetings, Ð� venerable one ! " he cried,

jovially. " Hadst thou come a moment

sooner, thou wouldst have seen me lay my

ball deadâ��aye, dead as mutton, with the

sweetest little half-mashie-niblick chip-shot

ever seen outside the sacred domain of

S'nandrew, on whom "â��he bared his head

reverentlyâ��" be peace ! In one under bogey

did I do the holeâ��yea, and that despite the

fact that, slicing my drive, I became ensnared

in yonder undergrowth."

The High Priest had not the advantage of

understanding one word of what the King

was talking about, but he gathered with

satisfaction that Merolchazzar was pleased

and wholly without suspicion. He clasped

an unseen hand more firmly about the handle

of his knife, and accompanied the monarch

to the next altar. Merolchazzar stooped,

and placed a small round white object on a

little mound of sand. In spite of his austere

views, the High Priest, always a keen student

of ritual, became interested.

" Why does your Majesty do that ? "

" I tee it up that it may fly the fairer. If

I did not, then would it be apt to run along

the ground like a beetle instead of soaring

like a bird, and mayhap, for thou seest how

rough and tangled is the grass before us, I

should have to use a niblick for my second."

The High Priest groped for his meaning.

" It is a ceremony to propitiate the god

and bring good luck ? "

" You might call.it that."

The High Priest shook his head.

" I may be old-fashioned," he said, " but

I should have thought that, to propitiate a

god, it would have been better to have

sacrificed one of these kaddiz on his altar."

" I confess," replied the King, thought-

fully, " that I have often felt that it would

be a relief to one's feelings to sacrifice one

or two kaddiz, but The Pro for some reason

or other has set his face against it." He

swung at the ball, and sent it forcefully down

the fairway. " By Abe, the son of Mitchell,"

he cried, shading his eyes, " a bird of a drn

How truly is it written in the book of

prophet VÃ¡dun, ' The left hand applieth

force, the right doth but guide. Grip r

therefore, too closely with the right hanJ

Yesterday I was pulling all the time."

The High Priest frowned.

" It is written in the sacred book of r:

your Majesty, ' Thou shalt not follow ;i

strange gods.' "

" Take thou this stick, Ð� venerable 01

said the King, paying no attention to

remark, " and nave a shot thyself. Ð¢

thou art well stricken in years, but mar

man has so wrought that he was able to Â¡

his grandchildren a stroke a hole. Ð�

never too late to begin."

The High Priest shrank back, horri

The King frowned.

" It is our Royal wish," he said, coldb

The High Priest was forced to con

Had they been alone, it is possible tha

might have risked all on one swift st

with his knife, but by this time a grou

kaddiz had drifted up, and were watc

the proceedings with that supercilious del

ment so characteristic of them. He tool

stick and arranged his limbs as the

directed.

" Now," said Merolchazzar, " slow

and keep your e'e on the ba' ! "

A MONTH later, Ascobaruch retÃ

from his trip. He had receive'

word from the High Priest annoui

the success of the revolution, but

might be many reasons for that. It

with unruffled contentment that he bac

charioteer drive him to the palace. H

glad to get back, for after all a holkl

hardly a holiday if you have left

business affairs unsettled.

As he drove, the chariot passed :

open space on the outskirts of the cit;

sudden chill froze the serenity of Ascoba i

mood. He prodded the charioteer st

in the small of the back.

" What is that ? " he demanded, ca1

his breath.

All over the green expanse could b<

men in strange robes, moving to and

couples and bearing in their hands i

wands. Some searched restlessly il

bushes, others wrere walking briskly :

direction of small red flags. A sic]

foreboding of disaster fell upon Ascob

The charioteer seemed surprised :

question.

" Yon's the muneecipal linx," he re

" The what ? "

" The muneecipal linx."

" Tell me, fellow, why do you tal

way ? "

" Whit way ? "
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" Why, like that. The way you're talking."

Hoots, mon 1 " said the charioteer. " His

Majesty King Merolchazzarâ��may his handi-

cap decrease !â��hae passit a law that a' his

soobjects shall do it. Aiblins, 'tis the lan-

guage spooken by The Pro, on whom be

peace ! Mphm ! "

Ascobaruch sat back limply, his head

swimming. The chariot drove on, till now

it took the road

adjoining the

royal Linx. A

wall lined a por-

tion of this road,

and suddenly,

from behind

this wall, there

rent the air a

great shout of

laughter.

" Pull up ! "

cried -Asco-

baruch to the

charioteer.

He had recog-

nized that laugh.

It was the laugh

of Merolcltazzar.

Ascobaruch

crept to the wall

and cautiously

poked his head

over it. The

s,ight he saw

drove the blood

.from his face and

left him white

and haggard.

The King and

the Grand Vizier

were playing a

foursome against

The Pro and the

High Priest of

Ð�ÐµÑ�, and the

Vizier had just laid the High Priest a dead

stymie.

Ascobaruch tottered to the chariot.

" Take me back," he muttered, pallidly.

" I've forgotten something ! "

AXD so golf came to Oom, and with it pros-

perity unequalled in the whole history of

the land. Everybody was happy. There

was no more unemployment. Crime ceased.

The chronicler repeatedly refers to it in his

memoirs as the Golden Age. And yet there

remained one man on whom complete felicity

had not descended. It was all right while

he was actually on the Linx, but there were

blank, dreary stretches of the night when

King Merolchazzar lay sleepless on his couch

and mourned that he had nobody to love

him.

" Hand in hand, they walked slowly into the

palace."

Of course, his subjects loved him in a

way. A new statue had been erected in the

palace square, showing him in the act of

getting out of casual water. The minstrels

had composed a whole cycle of up-to-date

songs, commemorating his prowess with the

mashie. His handicap was down to twelve.

But these things are not all. A golfer neecs

a loving wife, to whom he can describe the

d Ð° Ñ� ' s p 1 a y

through the long

evenings. And

this was just

where Merol-

chazzar's life

was empty. No

word had come

from the Princess

of the Outer

Isles, and, as he

refused to be put

off with just-as-

good substitutes,

he remained a

lonely man.

But one morn-

ing, in the early

hours of a sum-

mer day, as he

lay sleeping after

a disturbed

night, Merol-

chazzar was

awakened by the

eager hand of

the Lord High

Chamberlain,

shaking his

shoulder.

"Now what ? "

said the King.

" Hoots, your

Majesty! Glori-

ous news ! The

Princess of the

Outer Isles waits withoutâ��I mean wi'oot ! "

The King sprang from his couch.

" A messenger from the Princess at last ! "

" Nay, sire, the Princess herselfâ��that is

to say," said the Lord Chamberlain, who was

an old man and had found it hard to accustom

himself to the new tongue at his age, " her

ain sel' ! And believe me, or rather, mind

ah'm tellin' ye," went on the honest man,

joyfully, for he had been deeply exercised by

his monarch's troubles, " her Highness is the

easiest thing to look at these eyes hae ever

seen. And you can say I said it !"

" She is beautiful ? "

" Your Majesty, she is, in the best and

deepest sense of the word, a pippin ! "

King Merolchazzar was groping wildly for

his robes.

" Tell her to wait ! " he cried. " Go and
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amuse her. Ask her riddles ! Tell her anec-

dotes ! Don't let her go. Say I'll be down in

a. moment. Where in the name of Zoroaster

is our imperial mesh-knit underwear ? "

A fair and pleasing sight was the Princess

of the Outer Isles as she stood on the terrace

in the clear sunshine of the summer morning,

looking over the King's gardens. With her

delicate little nose she sniffed the fragrance

of the flowers. Her blue eyes roamed over

the rose bushes, and the breeze ruffled the

golden curls about her temples. Presently

a sound behind her caused her to turn, and

she perceived a godlike man hurrying across

the terrace pulling up a sock. And at the

sight of him the Princess's heart sang within

her like the birds down in the garden.

" Hope I haven't kept you waiting," said

Merolchazzar, apologetically. He, too, was

conscious of a strange, wild exhilaration.

Truly was this maiden, as his Chamberlain

had said, noticeably easy on the eyes. Her

beauty was as water in the desert, as fire on

a frosty night, as diamonds, rubies, pearls,

sapphires, and amethysts.

" Oh, no ! " said the princess, " I've been

enjoying myself. How passing beautiful are

thy gardens, O King ! "

" My gardens may be passing beautiful,"

said Merolchazzar, earnestly, " but they

aren't half so passing beautiful as thy eyes.

I have dreamed of thee by night and by day,

and I will tell the world I was nowhere near

it ! My sluggish fancy came not within a

hundred and fifty-seven miles of the reality.

Now let the sun dim his face and the moon

hide herself abashed. Now let the flowers

ln>nd their heads and the gazelle of the moun-

tains confess itself a cripple. Princess, your

slave ! "

And King Merolchazzar, with that easy

grace so characteristic of Royalty, took her

hand in his and kissed it.

As he did so, he gave a start of surprise.

" By Hec ! " he exclaimed. " What hast

thou been doing to thyself ? Thy hand is

all over little rough places inside. Has some

malignant wizard laid a spell upon thee, or

what is it ? "

The Princess blushed.

" If I make that clear to thee," she said,

" I shall also make clear why it was that I

sent thee no message all this long while.

My time was so occupied, verily I did not

seem to have a moment. The fact is, these

sorenesses are due to a strange, new religion

to which I and my subjects have but recently

become converted. And O that I might

make thee also of the true faith ! 'Tis a

wondrous tale, my lord. Some two moons

back there was brought to my Court by

wandering pirates a captive of an uncouth

race who dwell in the north. And this man

has taught us "

King Merolchazzar uttered a loud cry.

" By Tom, the son of Morris ! can this

truly be so ? What is thy handicap ? "

The Princess stared at him, wide-eyed.

" Truly this is a miracle ! Art thou also

a worshipper of the great Gowf ? "

" Am I ! " cried the King. " Am I ! "

He broke off. " Listen ! "

FROM the minstrels' room high up in the

palace there came the sound of singing.

The minstrels were practising a new paean

of praiseâ��words by the Grand Vizier, music

by the High Priest of Hecâ��which they were

to render at the next full moon at the

banquet of the worshippers of Gowf. The

words came clear and distinct through the

still air :â��

" Oh, praises let us utter

To our most glorious King !

It fairly makes you stutter

To see him start his swing :

Success attend his putter !

And luck be with his drive !

And may he do each hole in two,

Although the bogey's five ! "

The voices died away. There was a

silence.

" If I hadn't missed a two-foot putt, I'd

have done the long fifteenth in four yester-

day," said the King.

" I won the Indies' Open Championship

of the Outer Isles last week," said the

Princess.

They looked into each other's eyes for a

long moment. And then, hand in hand, they

walked slowly into the palace.

EPILOGUE.

WELL ? " we said, anxiously.

" I like it," said the editor.

" Good egg ! " we murmured.

The editor pressed a bell, a single rubv

set in a fold of the tapestry upon the wall.

The major-domo appeared.

" Give this man a purse of gold," said the

editor, " and throw him out."
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No. VI.

A WORKER

OF

WONDERS.

A.COMAN

DOYLE

ON the early morning oÃ April 9th,

1855, the steam packet Africa,

from Boston, was drawing into

Liverpool Docks. Captain Har-

rison, his responsibility lifted from him, was

standing on the bridge, the pilot beside him,

while below the passengers had assembled,

some bustling about with their smaller articles

of luggage, while others lined the decks and

jjeered curiously at the shores of Old England.

Most of them showed natural exultation

at the successful end of their voyage, but

among them was one who seemed to have

Â»o pleasant prospects in view. Indeed, his

appearance showed that his most probable

destiny would make him independent of any

earthly career. This was a youth some two-

and-twenty years of age, tall, slim, with a

marked elegance of bearing and a fastidious

neatness of dress, but with a worn, hectic

look upon his very expressive face, which

told of the ravages of some wasting disease.

Blue-eyed, and with hair of a light auburn

tint, he was of the type which is peculiarly

open to the attack of tubercle, and the

extreme emaciation of his frame showed how

little power remained with him by which he

might resist it. An acute physician watching

him closely would probably have given him

six months of life in our humid island. Yet

this young man was destined to be the in-

strument of God in making a greater change

in English thought than any traveller for

centuriesâ��a change only now developing

and destined, as I think, to revolutionize for

ever our views on the most vital of all sub-

jects. For this was Daniel Dunglas Home,

Copyright, 1931,

a youth of Scottish birth and extraction,

sprung from the noble Border family of that

name, and the possessor of strange personal

powers which make him, with the possible

exception of Swedenborg, the most remark-

able individual of whom we have any record

since the age of the Apostles, whose gifts he

appeared to inherit. A deep melancholy

lay upon his sensitive features as he viewed

the land which contained no one whom he

could call friend. Tears welled from his

eyes, for he was a man of swift emotions and

feminine susceptibilities. Then, with a sud-

den resolution, he disengaged himself from

the crowd, rushed down to the cabin, and fell

upon his knees in prayer. He has recorded

how a spring of hope and comfort bubbled

up in his heart, so that no more joyous man

set his foot that day upon the Mersey quay,

or one more ready to meet the fate which lay

before him.

But how strange a fate, and what a singular

equipment with which to face this new

world of strangers ! He had hardly a rela-

tion in the world. His left lung was partly

gone. His income was modest, though

sufficient. He had no trade or profession,

his education having been interrupted by his

illness. In character he was shy, gentle,

sentimental, artistic, affectionate, and deeply

religious. He had a strong tendency both

to art and the drama, so that his powers of

sculpture were considerable, and as a reciter

he proved in later life that he had few living

equals. But on the top of all this, and of an

unflinching honesty which was so uncom-

promising that he often offended his own

allies, there was one gift so remarkable that

it threw everything else into insignificance.

This lay in certain powers, quite independent

of his own volition, coming and going with

disconcerting suddenness, but proving to all

by A. Conan Doyle.
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who would examine the proof that there

was something in this man's atmosphere

which enabled forces outside himself and

outside our ordinary apprehension to mani-

fest themselves upon this plane of matter.

In other words, he was a mediumâ��the

greatest that the modern world has ever

seen.

A lesser man might have used his extra-

ordinary powers to found some special sect

of which he would have been the undisputed

high priest, or to surround himself with a

glamour of power and mystery. Certainly

most people in his position would have been

tempted to use them for the making of

money. As to this latter point, let it be said

at once that never in the course of the thirty

years of his strange ministry did he' touch

one shilling as payment for his gifts. It is

on sure record that as much as two thousand

pounds was offered to him by the Union

Circle in Paris in the year 1857 for a single

sÃ©ance, and that he, a poor man and an

invalid, utterly refused. "' I have been sent

on a mission," he said ; " that mission is to

demonstrate immortality. I have never

taken money for it and I never will." There

were certain presents from Royalty which

cannot be refused without boorishnessâ��

rings, scarf pins, and the like, tokens of

friendship rather than recompense, for before

his premature death there were few monarchs

in Europe with whom this shy youth from

the Liverpool landing stage was not upon

xerms of affectionate intimacy. Napoleon

the Third provided for his only sister ; the

Emperor of Russia sponsored his marriage.

What novelist would dare to invent such a

career ?

But there are more subtle temptations

than those of wealth. Home's uncompro-

mising honesty was the best safeguard against

those. Never for a moment did he lose hb

humility and his sense of proportion. " I

have these powers," he would say ; " I shall

be happy up to the limit of my strength to

demonstrate them to you if you approach me

as one gentleman should approach another.

I shall be glad if you can throw any further

light upon them. I will lend myself to any

reasonable experiment. I have no control

over themâ��they use me but I do not use

them. They desert me for months and then

come back in redoubled force. I am a passive

instrumentâ��no more." Such was his un-

varying attitude. He was always the easy,

amiable man of the world, with nothing

either of the mantle of the prophet or of the

skull-cap of the magician. Like most truly

great men, there was no touch of pose in his

nature. An index of his fine feeling is that

when confirmation was needed for his results

he would never quote any names unless he

was perfectly certain that the owners would

not suffer in any way through being asso-

ciated with an unpopular cult. Sometimes

even after they had freely given leave, hs

still withheld the names, lest he should ua

wittingly injure a friend. \\ÐªÐµÐ¿ he publishÂ«

his first series of " Incidents in My Life' tin

Saturday Review waxed very sarcastic ove

the anonymous evidence of Countess Ð�

Count B^ , Count de K , Princess d

Ð� , and Mrs. S , who were quoted a

having witnessed manifestations. In hi

second volume Home, having assured hiir

self of the concurrence of his friends, fille

the blanks with the names of the Counte*

Orsini, Count de Beaumont, Count de Koma

Princess de Beaurean, and the well-know

American hostess, Mrs. Henry Senior. H

Royal friends he never quoted at all, and y

it is notorious that the Emperor Napoleo

the Empress EugÃ©nie, the Czar, the Emper

\Villiam I. of Germany, and the Kings

Bavaria and Wurtemberg were all equal

convinced bv his extraordinary powe

Never once \vas Home convicted ot any Ñ�

ception either m word or in deed.

IN these days, when the facts of psyc:

phenomena are familiar to all save thi

who are wilfully ignorant, we can nan

realize the moral courage which was neet

by Home in putting forward his powers Ð³

upholding them in public. To the aver

educated Briton in the material Victor

era, a man who claimed to be able to prod

results which upset Newton's law oÃ grav

and which showed invisible mind acting u

visible matter, was prima facie a scoum

and an impostor. The view of Spiritual

pronounced by Vice-Chancellor Gifford

the conclusion of the Home-Lyon trial

that of the class to which he belonged.

knew nothing of the matter, but took il

granted that anything with such claims i

be false. No doubt similar things â�¢

reported in far-off lands and ancient be

but that they could occur in prosaic, st

old England, the England of bank rates

free imports, was too absurd for se

thought. It has been recorded that at

trial Lord Gifford turned to Home's Ñ�Ð¾

and said, ' Do I understand you to

that your client claims that he has

levitated into the air ? " The Ñ�Ð¾

assentedâ��on which the judge turne

the jury and made such a movement Ð³

high priest may have made in ancient

when he rent his garments as a p

against blasphemy. In 1867 there wei

of the jury who were sufficiently edi

to check the judge's remarks, and it i

in that particular that we have made

progress in the fifty years between,

workâ��but Christianity took more than

hundred vears to come into its own.
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Take this question of levitation

as a test of Home's powers. It is

claimed that more than a hundred

times in good light, before reput-

able witnesses, he floated in the

air. Consider the evidence. In

1857, in a chateau near Bordeaux,

he was lifted to

the ceiling of a

lofty room in the

presence of Mme.

Ducos, widow of

the Minister of

Marine, and of the

Count and

Countess de Beau-

mont. In 1860

Robert Bell wrote

an article,

" Stranger than

Fiction," in the

Corn/nil. " He rose

from his chair,"

says Bell, ' four

or five feet trom

the ground. . . .

We saw his Figure

pass from one side

of the window to

the other, teet

foremost, lying

horizontally i n

the air." Dr.

Gully of Malvern,

a well-known

medical man, and

Robert Chambers,

the author and

publisher, were

the other wit-

nesses. Is it to

be supposed that

these men were

lying confeder-

ates,, or that they

could not tell if a

man were floating

in the air or

pretending to do so ? In the same year

Home was raised at Mrs. Milner Gibson's

house in the presence of Lord and Lady

Clarence Pagetâ��the former passing his hands

underneath him to assure himself of the fact.

A few months later, Mr. Wason, a Liverpool

solicitor, with seven others saw the same

phenomenon. " Mr. Home," he says,

" crossed the table over the heads of the

persons sitting around it." He added : " I

reached his hand seven feet from the floor,

and moved along five or six paces as he

floated above me in the air." In 1861 Mrs.

Parkes, of Cornwall Terrace, Regent's Park,

tells how she,was present with Bulwer Lytton

and Mr. Hall when Home, in her own drawing-

A deep melancholy lay upon his sensitive features as he viewed the land

which contained no one whom he could call a friend."

room, was raised till his hand was on the

top of the door, and then floated horizontally

forward. In 1866 Mr. and Mrs. Hall, Lady

Dunsany, and Mrs. Senior, in Mr. Hall's

house, saw Home, his face transfigured and

slu'ning, twice rise to the ceiling, leaving

a cross marked in pencil upon the second

occasion, so as to assure the witnesses that

they were not victims of imagination. In

1868 Lord Adare, Lord Lindsay, Captain

Wynne, and Mr. Smith Barry saw Home

levitate upon many occasions. A very

minute account has been left by the first

three witnesses of the occurrence of December

16th of this year, when, at Ashley House,

Home, in a state of trance, floated out of the
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bedroom and into the sitting-room window,

passing seventy feet above the street. After

his arrival in the sitting-room he went back

into the bedroom with Lord Adare, and upon

the latter remarking that he could not under-

stand how Home could have flitted through

the window, which was only partially raised,

" he told me to stand a little distance off.

He then went through the open space head

first quite rapidly, his body being nearly

horizontal, and apparently rigid. He came

in again feet foremost." Such was the

account given by Lords Adare and Lindsay.

Upon its publication, Dr. Carpenter, "who

earned an unenviable reputation by a per-

verse opposition to even,- fact which bore

upon this question, wrote exultantly to point

out that there had been a third witness who

had not been heard from, assuming, without

the least justification, that Captain Wynne's

evidence would be contradictory. He went

the length of saying, " A single honest

sceptic declares that Mr. Home was sitting

in his chair all the time," a statement which

can only be described as false. Captain

Wynne at once wrote corroborating the

others, and adding, " If you are not to

believe the corroborative evidence of three

unimpeached witnesses, there would be an

end to all justice and courts of law." So

many are the other instances of Home's

lÃ©vitations that a long article might easily

be written upon this single phase of his

mediumship. Professor Crookes was again

and again a witness to the phenomenon, and

refers to fifty instances which had come

within his knowledge. But is there any fair-

minded person, who has read the little that I

have recorded above, who will not say with

Professor Challis, " Either the facts must be

admitted or the possibility of certifying facts

by human testimony must be given up " ?

BUT now a word of explanation. " Are we

then back in the age of miracles ? " cries

the reader. There is no miracleâ��nothing

on this plane is supernatural. What we see

now and what we have read of in ages past

are but the operation of law which has not

yet been studied and defined. Already we

realize something of its possibilities and of

its limitations, which are as exact in their

way as those of any purely physical power.

We must hold the balance between those who

would believe nothing and those who would

believe too much. Gradually the mists will

clear and we will chart the shadowy coast.

When the needle first sprang up at the magnet

it was not an infraction of the laws of gravity.

It was that there had been the local inter-

vention of another, stronger force. Such is

the case, also, when psychic powers act

upon the plane of matter. Had Home's

faith in this power faltered, or had his circle

been unduly disturbed, he would have fallen.

When Peter lost faith he sank into the waves.

Across the centuries the same cause still pro-

duced the same effect. Spiritual power is

ever with us if we do not avert our faces, and

nothing has been vouchsafed to Judea which

is withheld from England.

It is in this respect, as a confirmation of

the power of the unseen, and as a final

answer to materialism as we now understand

it, that Home's public career is of such

supreme importance. He was an affirmative

witness of the truth of those so-called

" miracles," which have been the stumbling-

block for so many earnest minds, and are

now destined to be the strong, solid proof of

the accuracy of the original narrative.

Millions of doubting souls in the agony of

spiritual conflict had cried .out for definite

proof that all was not empty space around

us, that there were powers beyond our grasp,

that the ego was not a mere secretion of

nervous tissue, and that the dead did really

earn' on this personal, unbroken existence.

All this was proved by this greatest of

modern missionaries to anyone who could

observe and reason. It is easy to poke

superficial fun at rising tables and quivering

walls, but they were the nearest and most

natural objects which could record in

material terms that power which was beyond

our human ken. A mind which would be

unmoved by an inspired sentence was struck

into humility and into new paths of research

in the presence of even the most homely of

these inexplicable phenomena. It is easy to

call them puerile, but they effected the pur-

pose for which they were sent by shaking to

its foundations the complaisance of those

material men of science who were brought

into actual contact with them. They are to

be regarded not as ends in themselves, but as

the elementary means by which the mind

should be diverted into new channels of

thought. And those channels of thought

led straight to the recognition of the survival

of the spirit. " You have conveyed incalcu-

lable joy and comfort to the hearts of many

people," said Bishop Clark of Rhode Island.

" You have made dwelling-places light that

were dark before." " Mademoiselle," said

Home to the lady who was to be his wife, " I

have a mission entrusted to me ; it is a

great and a holy one." The famous Dr.

Elliotson, immortalized by Thackeray under

the name of Dr. Goodenough, was one of the

leaders of British materialism. He met

Home, saw his powers, and was able soon to

say that he had lived all his life in darkness

and had thought there was nothing in

existence but the material ; but he now had

a firm hope which he trusted he would hold

while on earth. Innumerable instances could

be quoted of the spiritual value of his work.
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" We saw his figure pass from one side of the window to the other, feet foremost,

lying horizontally in the air."
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but it has never been better summed up than

in a paragraph from Mrs. Webster of Florence,

who saw much of his ministry. " He is the

most marvellous missionary of modern

times, in the greatest of all causes, and the

good that he has done cannot be reckoned.

Where Mr. Home passes he bestows around

him the greatest of all blessingsâ��the cer-

tainty of a future life." Now that the

details of his career can be read it is to the

whole wide world that he brings this most

vital of all messages.

It is curious to see how his message affected

those of his own generation. Reading the

account of his life written by his widowâ��a

most convincing document, since she, of all

living mortals, must have known the real

manâ��it would appear that his most utterly

whole-hearted support and appreciation came

from those aristocrats of France and Russia

with whom he was brought into contact.

The warm glow of personal admiration and

even reverence in their letters is such as can

hardly be matched in any biography. In

England he had a close circle of ardent sup-

porters, a few of the upper classes, with the

Halls, the Howitts, Robert Chambers, Mrs.

Milner Gibson, Professor Crookes, and others.

But there was a sad lack of courage among

those who admitted the facts in private and

stood aloof in public. Lord Brougham and

Bulwer Lytton were of the type of Nicodemus,

the novelist being the worst offender. The

" Intelligentia " on the whole came badly

out of the matter, and many an honoured

name suffers in the story. Faraday and

Tyndall were fantastically unscientific in

their methods of prejudging a question first,

and offering to examine it afterwards on the

condition that their pre-judgment was ac-

cepted. Sir David Brewster said some

honest things, and then, in a panic, denied

that he had said them, forgetting that the

evidence was on actual record. Browning

wrote a long poemâ��if such doggerel can be

called poetryâ��to describe an exposure which

had never taken place. Carpenter earned

an unenviable notoriety as an unscrupulous

opponent, while proclaiming some strange

spiritualistic thesis of his own. The secre-

taries of the Royal Society refused to take a

cab drive in order to see Crookes's demonstra-

tion of the physical phenomena, while they

pronounced roundly against them. Lord

Gifford inveighed from the Bench against a

subject the first elements of which he did

not understand. As to the clergy, such an

order might not have existed during the

thirty years that this, the most marvellous

spiritual outpouring of many centuries, was

before the public. I cannot recall the name

of one British clergyman who showed any

intelligent interest, and when in 1872 a full

account of the St. Petersburg seances began

to appear in the Times, it was cut short,

according to Mr. H. T. Humphreys, " on

account of strong remonstrances to Mr.

Delane, the editor, by certain of the higher

clergy of the Church of England." Such

was the contribution of our official spiritual

guides. Dr. Elliotson, the Rationalist, was

far more alive than they. The rather bitter

comment of Mrs. Home is, " The verdict of

his own generation was that of the blind

and deaf upon the man who could hear and

see."

Home's charity was among his more

beautiful characteristics. Like all true

charity, it was secret, and only comes out

indirectly and by chance. One of his

numerous traducers declared that he had

allowed a bill for fifty pounds to be sent in

to his friend, Mr.-Rhymer. In self-defence

it came out that it was not a bill, but a

cheque most generously sent by Home to

help this friend in a crisis. Considering his

constant poverty, fifty pounds probably

represented a good part of his bank balance.

His widow dwells with pardonable pride upon

the many evidences found in his letters after

his death. " Now it is an unknown artist

for whose brush Home's generous efforts had

found employment ; now a distressed worker

writes of his sick wife's life saved by comforts

that Home provided ; now a mother thanks

him for a start in life for her son. How much

time and thought he devoted to helping

others when the circumstances of his own

life would have led most men to think only

of their own needs and cares." " Send me a

word from the heart that has known so often

how to cheer a friend ! " cries one of his

proteges. " Shall I ever prove worthy of

all the good you have done me ? " says

another letter. We find him roaming the

battlefields round Paris, often under fire,

with his pockets full of cigars for the wounded.

A German officer writes affectionately to

remind him how he saved him from bleeding

to death, and carried him on his own weak

back out of the place of danger. Truly

Mrs. Browning was a better judge of char-

acter than her spouse, and Sir Galahad a

better name than Sludge.

THERE are few of the varied gifts which we

call" mediumistic," and St. Paul " of the

spirit," which Home did not possessâ��in-

deed, the characteristic of his psychic power

was its unusual versatility. We speak usually

of a direct voice medium, of a trance speaker,

of a clairvoyant, or of a physical medium,

but Home was all four. To take St. Paul's,

gifts in their order he had " the word of

wisdom and the word of knowledge " when in

his trance utterances he described the life

beyond. "The gift of healing" was with

him, and the account of his curing young De
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Cardonne of total deafness or of Mme. de

Lakine of paralysis is historical. " The

operation of great works " was shown in his

phenomena when the very building would

shake from an unknown power. " Discern-

ing of spirits " was continually with him.

There is no note, however, of prophecy or of

the gift of tongues. So far as can be traced

he had little experience of the powers of

other mediums, and was

not immune from that

psychic jealousy which is

a common trait of these

sensitives. Mrs. Jene ken,

formerly Miss Kate Fox,

was the only other medium

with whom he was upon

terms of friendship. He

bitterly resented any form

of deception, and carried

this excellent trait rather

too far by looking with

eyes of suspicion upon all

forms of manifestation

which did not exactly

correspond with his own.

This opinion, expressed

i n an uncompromising

manner in his last book,

" Lights and Shadows of

Spiri tualism, ' ' gave natural

offence to other mediums

who claimed to be as honest

a,s himself. A wider ac-

quaintance with pheno-

mena would have made

him more charitable. Thus

he protested strongly

against any sÃ©ance being

held in the dark, but this is certainly a

counsel of perfection, for experiments upon

the ectoplasm, which is the physical basis of

all materializations, show that it is fatally

affected by light unless it is tinted red.

Home had no large experience of complete

materializations, such as those obtained in

those days by Miss Florrie Cook or Mme.

d'EspÃ©rance, or in our own time by Mme.

Bisson's medium, and therefore he could

dispense with complete darkness in his own

ministry. Thus his opinion was unjust to

others. Again, Home declared roundly that

matter could not pass through matter, be-

cause his own phenomena did not take that

form, and yet the evidence that matter can

in certain cases be passed through matter

seems to be overwhelming. Even birds of

rare varieties have been brought into sÃ©ance

rooms under circumstances which seem to

preclude fraud, and the experiments of

passing wood through wood as shown before

Zollner and the other Leipzig professors

were quite final, as set forth in the famous

physicist's account, in " Transcendental

Daniel Dunglas Home.

Front a Painting.

Physics," of his experiences with Slade-

Thus it may count as a small flaw in Home's

character that he decried and doubted the

powers which he did not himself happen to

possess.

Some also might count it as a failing that

he carried his message rather to the leaderÂ»

of society and of life than to the vast toiling

masses. It is probable that Home had, in

fact, the weakness as well

as the graces of the ar-

tistic nature, and that lie

was most at ease and hap-

piest in an atmosphere of

elegance and refinement,

with a personal repulsion

from all that was sordid

and ill-favoured. If there

were no other reason, the

precarious state of his

health unfitted him for

any sterner mission, and

he was driven by repeated

haemorrhages to seek the

pleasant and refined life of

Italy, Switzerland, and the

Riviera. But for the

prosecution of his mission,

as apart from personal

self-sacrifice, there can be

no doubt that his message

carried to the laboratory

of a Crookes or to the

Court of a Napoleon was

more useful than if it

were laid before the

crowd. The assent of

science and of character

was needed before the

public could gain assurance that such tilings

were true. If it was not fully gained the

fault lies assuredly with the hide-bound

men of science and thinkers of the day,

and by no means with Home, who played

his part of actual demonstration to perfec-

tion, leaving it to other and less gifted men

to analyse and to make public that which

he had shown them. He did not profess to

be a man of science, but he was the raw

material of science, willing and anxious that

others should learn from him all that he

could convey to the world, so that science

should itself testify to religion, while religion

should be buttressed upon science. When

Home's message has been fully learned, an

unbelieving man will not stand convicted of

impiety, but of ignorance.

There was something pathetic in Home's

efforts to find some creed in which he could

satisfy his own gregarious instinctâ��for he

had no claims to be a strong-minded indi-

vidualistâ��and at the same time find a niche

into which he could fit his own precious

packet of assured truth. His pilgrimage
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vindicates the assertion of some Spiritualists

that a man may belong to any creed and

carry with him the spiritual knowledge, but

it also bears out those who reply that perfect

harmony with that spiritual knowledge can

only be found, as matters now stand, in a

special Spiritualist community. Alas that

it should be so ! For it is too big a thing to

sink into a sect, however great that sect

might become. Home began in his youth as

a Wesleyan, but soon left them for the more

liberal atmosphere of Congregationalism.

In Italy, the artistic atmosphere of the Roman

Catholic Church, and possibly its record of so

many phenomena akin to his own, caused

him to become a convert with an intention

of joining a monastic orderâ��an intention

which his common sense caused him to

abandon. The change of religion was at a

period when his psychic powers had deserted

him for a year, and his confessor assured him

that as they were of evil origin the}' would

certainly never be heard of again now that

he was a son of the true Church. None the

less, on the very day that the year expired

they came back in renewed strength. From

that time Home seems to have been only

nominally a Catholic, if at all, and after his

second marriageâ��both his marriages were

to Russian ladiesâ��he was strongly drawn

towards the Creek Church, and it .was under

their ritual that he was at last laid to rest

at St. Germain in 1886. " To another

discerning of spirits " (Cor. xii. 10) is the

short inscription upon that grave, of which

the world has not yet heard the last.

IF proof were needed of the blamelessness of

Home's life, it could not be better shown

than by the fact that his numerous

enemies, spying ever for some opening to

attack, couÃd get nothing in his whole career

upon which to comment save the wholly in-

nocent affair which is known as the Home-

Lyon case. Any impartial judge, reading

the depositions in this caseâ��they are to be

found verbatim in the second series of

" Incidents from My Life "â��would agree

that it is not blame but commiseration

which was owing to Home. One could

desire no higher proof of the nobility of his

character than his dealings with this un-

pleasant freakish woman, who first insisted

upon settling a large sum of money upon

him, and then, her whim having changed,

and her expectations of an immediate

introduction into high society being disap-

pointed, stuck at nothing in order to get it

back again.

Had she merely asked for it back, there is

little doubt that Home's delicate feelings

would have led him to return it, even though

he had been put to much trouble and expense

over the matter, which had entailed a change

of his name to Home-Lyon, to meet the

woman's desire that he should be her adopted

son. Her request, however, was so framed

that he could not honourably agree to it, as

it would have implied an admission that he

had done wrong in accepting the gift. If

one consults the original lettersâ��which few

of those who comment upon the case seem to

have doneâ��you find that Home, S. C.

Hall as his representative, and Mr. Wilkin-

son as his solicitor implored the woman to

moderate the unreasonable benevolence

which was to change so rapidly into even

more unreasonable malevolence. She was

absolutely determined that Home should

have 'the money and be her heir. A less

mercenary man never lived, and he begged

her again and again to think of her relatives,

to which she answered that trie money was

her own to do what she pleased with, and

that no relatives were dependent upon it.

From the time that he accepted the new

situation he acted and wrote as a dutiful son,

and it is not uncharitable to suppose that

this entirely filial attitude may not have

been that which this elderly lady had planned

out in her scheming brain. At any rate, she

soon tired of her fad and reclaimed her

money upon the excuseâ��a monstrous one

to anyone who will read the letters and con-

sider the datesâ��that spirit messages received

through Home had caused her to take the

action she had done. The case was tried in

the Court of Chancen-, and the judge alluded

to Mrs. Lyon's " innumerable misstatements

on many important particularsâ��misstate-

ments upon oath so perversely untrue that

they have embarrassed the Court to a great

degree and quite discredited the plaintiff's

testimony." In spite of this caustic com-

ment, and in spite also of elementary justice,

the verdict was against Home on the general

ground that British law put the burden of

disproof upon the defendant in such a case.

and complete disproof is impossible when

assertion is met by counter-assertion. Even

Home's worst enemies were forced to admit

that the fact that he had retained the money

in England and had not lodged it where it

would have been beyond recoven- proved

his honest intentions in this the most un-

fortunate episode of his life.

Such, within the compass of a short

sketch, was the strange fate of the young

man whom we saw land upon the Liverpool

pier. He was at that time twenty-two. He

died in his fifty-third year. In those thirty

years he threw out seed with either hand.

Much fell among stones ; much was lost on

the wayside ; but much found a true resting-

place, and has put forth a hanest the end of

which no living man can see.
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Portrait

WITH PRIZES FOR A SOLUTION.

THE left-hand frame above contains a picture of a man's head made by

drawing straight lines joining a series of dots. In this example there

are thirty-five dots and thirty-one lines.

The right-hand frame contains another series of dots. If you join them

in the correct order, you will produce a portrait of a dignitary of the Church.

There are twenty-eight dots, and there will be twenty-two lines.

For correct solutions the following prizes are offered: First Prize Â£10,

Second Prize Â£5, Third Prize Â£3.

If no correct solution is received, those which come nearest to the

portrait will obtain the prizes.

Make your attempts in light pencil, easy to rub out. When you

have found the solution, ink it in, cut out the portrait, and address it to

"Portrait Competition." "THE STRAND MAGAZINE," 8-11, Southampton St..

Strand, London, W.C.2. Closing date 25th May, 1921.

No skill in drawing is required. Any child who can hold a pencil

can do it

The Editor's decision in all questions relating to this competition is final.
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IT wasn't very often the Guv'nor

tackled me directly on any subject,

though I could often feel in my bones

there were things he wanted to say.

The fact was that he nearly got let down

himself through betting, and only escaped

being sacked from Waterhouse on account

of his perfectly stunning school record and

the pretty spectacular nature of the bet he

undertook. Every Waterhouse boy knew

Ralph Casement by reputation, and how,

in his last year, he shinned up the chapel

steeple and planted the Head's opera-hat on

the weathercock. With a decent pair of

glasses you can still see the old wires twisted

round the arrow, with twenty years' rust

upon them.

He was frightfully keen I should leave a

decent impression at the school, and of all

chaps in the world he was the one I most

wanted to please. His trust in me was one

of the things I was proudest of, and I did

my best to keep it at full pressure.

" Pitch it high, Dennis," he said. " Your

half-hearted fellows are no good to anyone.

I'd rather hear you had tried to burn down

the Western Hall " (that was where, the

School mustered on Speech Days) " than get

a report you were a breaker of minor rulesâ��

a member of silly smoking societies and

gambling cliques."

I never meant to let him down, and all

said it was a stupid affair. One of the chaps

had a pack of cards and four of us started

to play nap. Then a fellow named Preston

planked down some coppers and suggested

a halfpenny pool. I started to kick at that.

" No one expected you to play," he said,

and got a laugh against me.

" All right," said I, and turned out my
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pockets ; " but after we've finished I'm going

to plug you in the eye."

" Better do it first," he sneered, not

believing I meant what I'd said.

So I rushed him, and because I was a bit

wild and he a bit rattled, I planted a good

'un where he kept his wind. He let go a

mighty squawk as his breath ran out-â��a

squawk which carried over the hedge and

was heard by Brander, our house-master.

Next moment he had pushed through a gap

and was with us. Preston was gasping on

the ground alongside the spread rug with the

cards and the cash upon it. The two other

chaps had legged it before Brander arrived.

It was a pretty rotten case for both of us,

and we knew it.

" Well, you fellows," he said, " it's out of

my hands, you know." His mouth looked

a bit queer and his lips twitched uncertainly.

" I thought you were above this sort of

thing, Casement." And he turned away.

It was Preston who called him back.

" My stupid fault, sir," he stammered,

and told the tale as it had happened.

I never thought Preston had that much

decency in him, so I couldn't do less than

sing out :â��

" But I was going to play for money, sir."
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Brancler dug his stick into the ground

without saying anything, then :â��

" The rules are clear enough. If you were

in the Sixth you'd be sacked for this. As

lower Fifth boys you've earned the rodâ��

publicly. If this is reported to the Head

you know what to expect. If I don't report

it I shall be shirking a duty myself. I think

I'll leave the choice in your hands. You

can tell me what you decide after evening

call-over."

IT was to Brander's credit, not ours, that

we told him we would take our gruel

from the Head. Brander was a ripping

chapâ��a nailer for dutyâ��and it seemed a

low-down thing to squeeze out by taking

advantage of his offer.

" Good," he said, " that's British ! The

thing's finished, and you needn't be afraid

I shall read you a sermon. Certain things

aren't worth while, that's all I've got to

say."

We went out of the study loving Brander

â��there's no other word for it.

I told the Guv'nor all about it when I was

back for the Easter Vac.

" I'm glad, very glad, you told me," he

said. " Gamblingâ��oh, well, you know

yourself how much good it is. I nearly

got fired for it myselfâ��and somehow,

Dennis, I don't want you to get fired."

" Dad," said I, " if you like I'll swear

never to touch another card while I'm at

Waterhouse."

" No," he replied, " only if you like. I

don't want to exact any oaths."

" I do like."

" Oh, fine," said he. " We'll shake hands

on that." And we did.

I can tell you it meant something when the

Guv'nor and I shook hands on a promise.

He knew he could count on my word, just

as I could count on his. Our partnership

was sound and pretty tremendous. You

see, my mother died when I was born, so

we only had each other to look to. His was

a pretty lonely sort of life, and he was only

thirty-sixâ��quite a youngster really. I often

used to wonder why he didn't marry again.

I suppose it hadn't occurred to him.

The afternoon following our talk he took

me over to Conrad's house and talked rather

queerly as we strolled across the fields.

" I want you to meet Conrad's daughter,

Dennis. I think you'll like her. "Ð� any

rate, I'd like you to try." He didn't wait

for my answer, but went on : "I suppose,

old son, I seem an elderly sort of chap to

you ? "

" No fear," I answered.

But I've got set in elderly moulds, and

you're used to that. Think you could get

used to me in any other way ? "

" I'm jolly certain I don't Avant you any

different," I said.

And he laughed rather an awkward sort of

laugh.

We met Conrad and his daughter at the

foot of their garden. She was absolutely

stunning. For all the world like Mary

Pickford, but with more fun at the corners

of her mouth. The Guv'nor packed us off

together to make friendsâ��and I never had

a jollier task than that.

" You're Dennis," she said. " My name's

Geraldine, which is horridâ��but Gerry's all

right I think, don't you ? "

" Topping," I replied.

" Then I'll make you a present of it," she

said, with a gnn that showed her little white

teeth.

And I said " Gerry " as bold as brass.

It's jolly fine to get on to Christian names

inside ten minutes, especially with t lie

prettiest girl you've ever seen. It never

occurred to me before that I was a susceptible

sort of chap, but I don't mind owning that

Gerry took my wicket at the first over. She

had such a topping irresponsible way of

talkingâ��here, there, and everywhere. It

almost took one's breath away. I voted the

Guv'nor a jolly good sort for giving me the

introduction.

" Ð�Ð�Ð�Ð£ old are you ? " she asked.

I told her fifteen, and put the same ques-

tion.

" Add ten," she said.

" Oh, rot," I said. " You're only a kid."

" Twenty-five," she replied. '' 1 hope you

don't mind ? "

But I did mind, and I suppose I showed

it.

" 'T any rate," I said, ' we can be friends

just the same. After all, what's ten years ? "

" That's just what I said to myself, one

glorious night three weeks ago, when Ralph

came to dinner with us."

It seemed funny to hear the Guv'nor called

" Ralph."

" D'you mind my calling him ' Ralph ' ? "

she asked.

" Not a bit. It'll make him feel youngâ��

you know," I added, " he's not a bit old

really."

" 'Course he isn't," she laughed. " Those

are my ponies over there. Let's try and

catch them."

We had a tremendous spree doing the

bareback broncho act, and after we'd sub-

dued the fiery mustangs we raced off to

where the Guv'nor and Mr. Conrad were

sitting to report progress. The Guv'nor

got up to greet us.

" You seem to be getting on all right," he

said.

" Beautifully," Gerry answered. " I love

Dennisâ��don't I ?" she appealed to me.
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I must say 1 thought it rather stupid of

her to say that, for it makes a .fellow look a

bit of an ass to have that kind of confession

made to his own father. All the same,' I

couldn't help being pleased, and the Guv'nor

seemed pleased too, and slipped a friendly

arm through mine.

I SAW a lot of Gerry during the next few

days, but never enough. For the more I

saw the better I liked. I had never felt

much interest in girls before. The few I had

known I had liked well enough, but not in

the same way. It sounds fearful tosh, but

I actually dreamt about her. You know the

gallant rescue and hairbreadth escape sort of

dream, with a post-chaise to Gretna Green at

the end of it.

Made me positively awkward to meet her

next day, for my worst enemy couldn't

accuse me of being a spring poet sort of

chap. But the fact is, I went to bed thinking

about her, and woke up doing the same

thing, and even the Guv'nor noticed that I

left half my porridge at brekker and only

scoffed one egg instead of two. You may

laugh, but all that sort of thing goes to show.

'Course, I never meant to say a word, and to

this day I don't know how I came to be such

a fool. It just happened, as these things will,

while she and I were walking up and down

on the terrace one night after dinner. I was

going back to school next day, and that may

have brought it on. We were talking about

the Guv'nor,- and I said I was so jolly glad

she and he were such good pals. I said, too,

what a frightfully straight chap he was.

" I know," she answered. " It almost

frightens me sometimes."

" Oh, rot," I said.

" It does, for I can't help thinking he

would never understand anyone who was

less well-principled than himself."

" He's got a jolly high standard," I replied,

" and he'd be frightfully hurt if one did any-

thing shabby."

" That's what I mean."

" But you never would."

" I don't know. I'm a bit of a pickle,

really. Always getting in and out of

scrapes. Ask my father."

" I'd rather make up my own mind,"

said I.

" And have you ? "

" Yes."

" Tell me what it is."

I hesitated.

" It's this," I said. " I like youâ��most

awfully."

" And do y thini "^p^'-ould bear the

idea of my be

It fairly ' i

"Oh. Ð¡ 4

could ! Tl i* ^K. ^^^Bto say

for ages, but I hadn't the pluck. So I sent

you those daffs instead."

She stopped and looked at me, her eye-

brows raised and disappearing under the

loop ot hair upon her forehead.

". To say what ? "

" 1 love you ! ''

" Dennis,- 3'ou mustn't do thatâ��no. 1

thought you knew "

" I only know 1 love you enormously," I

repeated.

â��That I'm going to many your

father," she went On.

Once when I was a kid I fell from a hay-

loft, but the jolt I had on landing was nothing

compared to wha 1 felt that moment.

Kvery part of me seemed to stop like a

dropped clock, and I could only gape at her

with my mouth open, while a shameful desire

to blub got hold of me by the throat.

" I thought you'd guessed that. Oh, you

poor darling, you mustn't look so miserable.

I wanted you to be glad."

And then it came over me that she was

ten years older than I was, and that lots of

girls would have laughed at meâ��couldn't

have helped themselves. But she didn't

laugh, and because of that I knew what a

little trump she wasâ��what an absolute

first-rater. So I took a grip of myself and

managed to say :â��

" I'm jolly glad, Gerry, that you've

chosen the better man." -

The least flicker of a smile came and went

at the corners of her mouth, then she put an

arm round my waist: . -

" It would be Ã  good plan if you kissed me

and wished me luck, wouldn't it ? "

I did, and we sat side by side on a carved

stone bench.

"-You won't tell the Guv'nor ?" I said,

after a long silence.

She shook her head.

" No, it shall be a secret for all time," she

answered gravely.

" Thank you, Gerry," said I. " I shall

always remember that, and if ever there's the

least or greatest service I can renderâ��you'll

ask me, won't youâ��so that I can repay ? "

" But what is it you want to repay ? "

she asked.

" You might have laughed at me," I

explained.

" One doesn't laugh at things one's

proudest of," she said.

I gave her hand a mighty squeeze,

" Oh, bless you," I said, and went indoors

to tell the Guv'nor what a lucky chap he

was.

'HEY were married during the summer

term. I came up for the wedding, and I

"nust say old Conrad fixed even-thing in

Ik* style. It went with a whizz, and all
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' Oh, you poor darling,' she said, ' you mustn't look so miserable. I wanted

to be glad.' "

you

I seem to remember is the laughter, the ices,

and the Guv'nor, who looked like a boy, with

Gerry, pink and smiling, upon his arm.

They went to Switzerland for their honey-

moon, and I returned to school with a fiver

in my pocket and a silly sort of lump in my

throat.

We spent the Summer Vac together, and

without exception it was the finest time I

ever had in my life. I never knew a real

mother, but I voted, if Gerry was a sample

of the step variety, there wasn't much to

kick at. It was great, too, the way she made

the Guv'nor open out. He behaved like a

two-year-old. His old seriousness was clean

goneâ��swamped out by her high spirits and

fun. To watch him helping her with the

household books was as good as a play, for

she could no more add nine and seven than

VoL IxLâ�� 29.

fly, and was just as pleased with one result

as another. But between them they laughed

some sort of method into the enterprise. It

would have been a lesson in patience to our

mathematics master at Waterhouse.

It was toward the end of the holidays the

Guv'nor received some correspondence that

seemed to sober him down a bit. He said

nothing to me, but I could see that even--

thing wasn't quite right. He cut out some

of our picnics and spent a fair amount of

time writing letters and sending wires. Also

he tackled me on the subject of trying for a

scholarship. I told him I'd never thought

of it, and he replied, in an off-hand way :â��

" Still, you ought to have a pretty sound

chance. Why not have a go at the Aitchin

Schol ? "

" It's over my head, Guv'nor."
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" Don't you believe it," he said. " Try

your luck, and if you pull it off I might slip

you a motor-bike for Christinas."

That was something like an offer, and 1

made a very few hearty resolves with myself.

At the time it didn't strike me as unusual

that he should have to go abroad for a couple

of months. He had considerable interests

in some Balkan oil-fields, and often spent a

few weeks there during the autumn. So

that Gerry shouldn't be dull while he was

away, he took a furnished flat for her in

town.

" It's bad luck, coming this year ; but I

shall have to see to things," he said.

1 took the bad luck to mean leaving Gerry

so soon after they were married.

" While you're away I shall knuckle to

and make a fortune," she replied.

" Heavens ! ' said the Guv'nor, half

comically, " I shall never be able to afford

that."

For some reason Gerry coloured up.

" Don't you be so sure," she said. " You

don't know what I can do. I'm a mascot,

p'r'aps, and shall bring you luck."

" You've done that," said he, and pinched

the end of her nose.

IFAIRLY got down to it at school that term

â��got my remove to the Sixth, and to my

own amazement carried off the scholarship

with a pretty decent margin. I don't want

to boast, but I fancy the other entrants

must have been well below the average.

T any rate, the Head made a flattering

speech, and I felt all sorts of a fool standing

on the platform while the school cheered as

though I were a hero returned from the wars.

Fearful rot it was, and I was jolly glad to

duck out of the little door beside the organ

and make a dash across the Close with half

the school yoicking and tally-hoing at my

heels.

However, it was something to be bucked

about, I suppose, and I was pretty full of

myself when I turned up at Euston a day or

two before Christmas with the prospect of

the Guv'nor returning from the Near Eastâ��

of Gerry on the spot, and a brand-new motor-

bike thrown in. Between the three I

reckoned to have a pretty gay old Christmas.

I was rather surprised that Gerry wasn't

at the station to meet me, and more sur-

prised still when I nipped into the flat to

find her in the drawing-room looking white

and serious.

" Good heavens ! you do look rotten," I

cried.

She grinned, but it wasn't one of her real

kind.

I'm all right," she answered.

" You aren't, or you'd have been at the

station to meet me. Look here, stick on

your hat and I'll take you out to lunch. I've

heaps of boodle."

" Lucky you ! " she answered. " Wish I

could say the same. But lunch is ordered

here."

Oh, that'll keep. '

She tipped up the end of her nose with a

forefinger, but not very convincingly.

" I don't think I want to go out," she said.

" Then we'll have a merry old lunch at

home," I said, and flopped down on the sofa

by her side.

For a while 1 babbled away about what I

had done at school, but it came over me that

she wasn't listening very attentively.

It's rather a feather to have won the

Aitchin Schol," I said.

" Must be," she nodded. '' I'm glad he'll

have someone to be pleased with."

' He ?"

" Ralph."

" But why do you say that ? "

" Don't know."

" Sounded as if he wouldn't be pleased

with you."

" P'r'aps he won't."

" I say, Gerry, what's up ?" I demanded.

" You keep saying things I don't get the

hang of."

" Nothing's up, Dennis. Just at present

stock is very low."

She looked at me, then fired a direct

question.

" Dennis, have you ever been a disappoint-

ment to your father ? "

" Chuck it !" I said. " You're not going

to come the heavy step-mother on me."

" I asked seriously."

Oh, I don't know. P'r'aps, bu.t not on

purpose."

And I told her the yarn about the gambling

business. I thought she looked even paler

when I had finished.

" Did he forgive you ? "

" Yes, rather ! You see, I promisÂ«! I

wouldn't touch another gamble at school."

" I seeâ��and you kept your promise ?

" Yes, I have."

" Supposing you'd broken it ? "

" I shouldn't have, because "

" Well ? "

" I think he'd have been most awfully cut

up."

" And you'd have hated that ? "

" Of course."

Gerry rose and stood by the mantelpiece.

I suppose it's easy for some people to

do the right thing." She rapped with her

foot. " It's jolly easy for others not to.

Dennis, can you recognize the rebellion

genii when you see it ?"

" Rebellion germ ?" I repeated.

She nodded.

" Someone shakes a head and says, ' Be
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careful ! the ice won't hold,' and you snap

your fingers and slide across it."

" Oh, rather ! I've done that."

" It isn't perverse, you knowâ��only silly

and independent ; but it's so jolly hard to

go home afterwards and shiver before the fire

while your wet clothes are steaming on the

rack. That someone thinks you did it

because you've no sense of rightâ��that

someone can't understand it was because

you wanted to be right yourselfâ��or be a

help. There ! That's lunchâ��come along."

" Gerry," I said, " I think you've forgotten

our 'pact. You promised to let me help you

if ever you were in need."

" But I'm not," she answered.

" Then answer me one question, and I

won't bother you again."

" Go ahead."

" Isâ��is there anything wrong between

you and the Guv'nor ? "

She hesitated, then :â��

" There isn't anyone in the world I love

so much or I want to please moreâ��if I'm

down it's on my own account."

" Well, then, why ? "

" Full stop," said Gerry, and taking my

arm led me into lunch.

I was pretty bucked when later in the

afternoon I got a wire from the Guv'nor

saying he would be at Charing Cross at

ten-thirty next morning. " Bravo, you, for

earning the bike," he wired ; "we'll buy it

to-morrow or burst."

Gerry had a wire, too, which read rather

mysteriouslyâ��" Everything O.K. So don't

worry any more."

I asked what it meant.

" Only that I'm much luckier than I've

any right to be," she answered, and that was

all.

1GOT up bright and early next morning

and wandered into the drawing-room to

have a glance at the papers. I didn't

notice Gerry until I almost stumbled upon

her. She was seated at the writing-table,

her head in the angle of her arm, and

her little shoulders shaken with dry, silent

sobs.

" Gerryâ��Gerry ! " I cried. " Gerry, what

is it ? "

For answer she sat up quicklyâ��snatched

at two or three opened letters that lay on

the flap before her and dropped them into

the drawer. She turned the key in the lock,

withdrew it, and put it in one of the pigeon-

holes.

" You shouldn't have come in like thatâ��

you startled me."

" I'm sorryâ��I didn't know "

" It's all rightâ��it's nothing. Iâ��I'll go

and finish dressing." She turned at the

door. " I think you'd better go and meet

Ralph at the station. 1â��I'm too miserable

with myself."

" But, Gerry, it 'ud hurt him frightfully

if you weren't there."

" Oh, let me alone," she wailed, and the

door closed.

To this day I don't know whether I acted

rightly or wrongly. I only know I felt sure

the two people I cared for most were drifting

apart. There is a wholesome enough code

about touching private correspondence, but

there was never a code invented which

covered every possibility. That's why I

found myself unlocking Gerry's table drawer

before I had time to realize the rights or

wrongs of the case. The first letter I

picked up was enough for me.

" Dear Mrs. Casement " (it ran), " I shall

feel obliged if you would forward your

cheque for Â£70 before the 2yth inst. I trust

that your unlucky bank will not discourage

you from another visit to our tables."

It was signed " P. Brander," and in the

top right-hand corner was embossed an ace

of spades, with an i.ddress in the West Crom-

well Road.

I put the letter back in the drawer and

returned the key, and sat down to think.

Gerry had been gambling, and she couldn't

pay. Sooner or later she would have to tell

father. Of course, I reasoned all wrong,

but I guessed she was frightened to make

the confession. Perhaps, like myself, she

had promised to have nothing to do with

gambling, and knew what a stab it would

give him to know she had broken her word.

Poor little kid, and this ought to have been

such a rippingly happy day for her, too. I

was certain she had meant no harm, and

probably had just tumbled accidentally into

a gambling set and been thoroughly dm.ned.

A wild desire to go round and punch the head

of P. Brander came over me, but there was

no good in that notion. The money was

owing, and someone would have to _parker

up. Then I thought of my promise to Gerry,

and with the thought came an idea. It was

a good idea, but perhaps I sha'n't be blamed

if I didn't jump at it, and instead wasted

time sorting my mind for a possible alter-

native. I came back to it at last, driven, I

suppose, by the extremity of the situation.

There was no other way that I could see, and

when I walked into the dining-room I was

resolved to follow it.

Gem' came in two minutes after, and I

tackled her straight away.

" Look here," I said, " you've got to come

to the station, and what's more, you've got

to say nothing over Christmas about what's

been worrying you."

" Any more orders ? " said she.

" No, that's all.. But as a favour I ask you
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" The Guv'nor took out his note-case and counted seven tenners upon the table."

to make the Guv'nor's home-coming a cheery

one. You're too much of a sport to refuse

that."

" Did you ever hear Ralph say put off till

to-morrow what should be done to-day ? "

" He doesn't know everything," I answered.

" You will do what I ask, won't you ? "

" All right, have it your own way, " she

nodded.

The Guv'nor looked tremendously fit, and

I never saw him in better fettle. He was no

end bucked about the Aitchin Scholarship.

" I think we'll have to put a side-car on

that motor-bike," he said.

Gerry helped him unpack, and from the

dining-room where I was waiting I heard

them chattering away like a couple of kids

over the job. Presently he drifted in to me

for a glass of sherry and a biscuit, and I chose

that moment for the ordeal.

" I'm awfully pleased about you, old

chap," he said. " It's first-rate ! Get-

ting your remove is good, too. I won't

keep you talking now, as I expect you're
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crazy to get on with this shopping expe-

dition."

I crossed over to the door and closed it.

" There's something I wanted to say

first," I blurted out.

" Well ? On you go ! "

" Itâ��it's aboutâ��oh, look here, you re-

member that beastly gambling business ? "

" Pff! We buried that ages ago."

" N-noâ��not altogether." I said.

He shot a queer glance at me, then shook

his head.

" My dear old fellow, when you gave me

your word off 'your own bat that you'd

never touch another card at school, I knew

there was nothing more to worry about on

that score."

I grabbed at a strawâ��a very wispy one.

" Itâ��it was a roulette board," I stam-

mered.

I had seen his mouth go hard before on

one or two occasions, but never for anything

I had done. Ugh ! How I hated it !

" That's rather a miserable quibble,

Dennis," he said, slowly.

" I know," I answered. " Youâ��-you don't

think I'm proud of myself."

He lit a -igar and wandered towards the

window. The silence seemed to last for ages.

" Aren't you going to say anything,

Dad ? "

" I'm doing my best," he answered, " to

find what solace I can in the fact that you

tpld me."

â�¢I knew how perfectly rotten my reply was

bound to appear.

"I had toâ��becauseâ��because I lost such

a lot."

The look on hi^ face when he turned round

almost made me chuck the whole business

and tell him the truth.

" Oh, so thltf s the way of it ? How

much ? "

I mumbled the amount under my breath.

" Seventy pounds," he repeated.

" Seventy ? "

THEN it was that lying seemed to

come easily, and I told a rotten story

about a rich chap I'd been playing with

who'd taken the money off me. " And he

threatens," I added, " to write to the Head

if I don't pay up straight away."

I received a very emphatic answer to that.

" Does he want to get expelled himself,

then ? "

One lie gives the lead to another.

" He left school this term," I replied.

It was characteristic of my father that he

never asked the fellow's name.

" You gave him I O U's ? "

I shook my head.

" Then he's no proof ? "

" None."

" And that never occurred to you as a

solution ? "

1 flamed up.

" I shouldn't have thought you'd make a

rotten suggestion like that."

' I asked you," he said, pointedly. ' The

sample of honesty you've given me is pretty

imperfect."

And that was true enough, too. I dropped

my head.

" And so," he went on, " you expect me to

frank the debt ? "

' Yes," I mumbled.

" I seeâ��you break the rules and your

word and I pay. Is that the idea ? "

" It's a debt of honour."

" I won't discuss the honour," he said,

" except to remind you that that kind of

debt should be met by the person who con-

tracts it."

' I haven't the money, Dad."

" Then you must raise a mortgage."

" There's nothing I can mortgage."

" I had put aside rather more than that

sum to buy you a motor-bike."

I saw then what he was driving at.

1 Oh, Dad ! " 1 gasped.

'' Anything wrong with the suggestion ? "

It wouldn't have been so bad if I hadn't

told some of my particular pals that I was

going to have the motor-bike. Selbourne

and Cumey both had Douglases, and we'd

fixed a run together for Boxing-Day.

Besides, I never had wanted a thing so much

before.

The Guv'nor put the question again.

" No," I blurted out, " it's fair enough."

He took out his note-case and counted

seven tenners upon the table.

" Take "em," he said, " and get it into

your head that I'm no better pleased to

spend the money this way than you are. I

think we can call it a disappointment all

round." Then all of a sudden his voice went

queer. " Oh, damn you ! " he said. " Why

did you give me your word ? "

I just picked up the notes mechanically

and put them in my pocket. At the door

he turned, took a brace on himself, and

said :â��

" You can count yourself lucky I was able

to pay. I didn't tell you before, but things

have been touch and go. If I hadn't been

on the spot at the right moment we should

have gone under good and hard."

" If I'd known " I began.

" I'll do you the credit to believe that,"

he cut in. " I left you in ignorance because

I didn't want to worry you. Gerry knew."

" Gerry knew ? " I repeated.

But before he had time to answer Gerry,

wrapped in furs, came into the room.

"Taxi's waiting," she cried; " we ought

to hurry."
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" I'll just get my coat," said the Guv'nor,

and went out.

" Hurry up, Dennis."

.',' I'm not coming," I said.

" But we're going to Great Port-

land Street after lunch."

" I'm not going to buy a

motor-bike."

'' Not going to buy ?

"\No. Gerry, did you

know the Guv'nor had

been nearly broke 1 "

" 'Course I did."

" And yet " 1

began.

" What ? "

" Oh, nothing."

The Guv'nor came

in buttoning his coat.

" Ready," he said.

"Ralph, what's

wrong with Dennis ?

He says he's not

coming out."

" I expect he has

something else to do.

Come along, dear."

I heard the front

door slam and presently

from below the hum of

a taxi moving up the

street.

Looking back, I'm not

really so ashamed of having

blubbed. I'd let the Guv'nor

think me an absolute outsider.

I'd done myself in for the bike,

and, worst of all, Gerry had

known all along that things were

dicky and spite of that had fooled

about and lost money when it was

needed. Oh, Lord, that was a

rotten day. After a bit I had pulled

myself together, stuck the notes in

an envelope with a few lines to say

where they came from, and registered

it at the post-office at the corner Ñ�

the street. Then I came home to a

solitary lunch of cold muttonâ��pretty

near the boneâ��and an afternoon with-

out a soul to speak to.

It was after six before the Guv'nor

and Gerry returned. He had been making a

great effort to seem in form, but I guessed it

was only a sham. What I had told him

earlier in the day had done away with his

real high spirits. Gerry, too, in spite of

her laughter and talk, had the air of being

worried and nervous. I was frankly too

miserable to pretend to be otherwise, and

as soon as I could manage it slipped off to

change for dinner.

While I was changing the Guv'nor came

into my room to me.

" Then the Guv'nor spoke one word very softly.

" Look here," said he, " the thing's over,

Dennis, and there's no good brooding ovi r

it. We'll get it out of our heads as soon as

we can."

" Are you likely to get it out of yours ? "

I blurted out.

" I shall do my best. Let's shake hands."

" No," I stammered. " You're only trying

to be decentâ��but you think all the time I've

behaved like a bounder."

He didn't answer that, and I couldn't blame

him.
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and it cut across me like a whip. ' Liar ! ' 1 sprang to my feet. ' That's not true 1

" I've offered to shake hands," he repeated.

" It's your own affair if you'd rather not."

He waited for a moment,but I did nothing.

" Very well," he said, " but I must ask

you not to sulk in front of Gerry. That

isn't playing the game."

The door clicked and he was gone. I sup-

pose I owe it to his departure that I didn't

swing round and give away the whole show.

It gave me a minute to think, and I saw

what a measley trick it would be to croak

just because the load was heavier than I'd

bargained for. Besides, I always had wanted

to do something for Gerry, and I'd got my

wish. It's rather queer, but there's a kind

of satisfaction in taking gruel for a thing you

haven't done. You can be so jolly sorry for

yourself and, somehow, that kind of sets you

up. 'T any rate, I came to dinner that night

determined to make the best of it and, though

I dare say it wasn't much of a show, I'm

glad I made the effort. Once I saw the

Guv'nor looking at me approvingly, and

that helped no end. While we were at
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dessert the maid entered with a note on a

salver.

" A messenger brought it by hand," she

said.

The Guv'nor opened it in a mechanical

sort of way and glanced at the contents.

" There's no answer," he said, and Nellie

went out.

He seemed to puzzle for a moment, then

he glanced queerly at me.

" I've made a mistake," he said. " This

is intended for you."

IHADX'T the smallest idea what it was,

and held out my hand. As he passed

the letter over I caught sight of an ace of

spades in the top right-hand corner. Gerry

must have seen it, too, for the glimpse I had

of her face showed it to be quite white. I

suppose I turned a pretty deep crimson.

I know my cheeks felt on fire.

" Yes, it's for me," I stammered.

Then the Guv'nor spoke one word very

softly, and it cut across me like a whip.

" Liar ! "

I sprang to my feet. â�¢' That's not true â��

" Every word was a lie. Get out of the

room. I'll talk to you later."

For a second I faced him, then I saw how

hopeless it all was and turned to obey. As

I touched the door-handle Gerry spoke.

I want to see that letter," she said.

' Let him go," said my father. "Id

rather you knew nothing of this."

" I want to see that letter," she repeated.

" You were told to go, Dennis. Is it your

wish she should see the letter ? "

" N-no," I stammered, and pulled open

the door.

" Dennis, come back."

" Oh, Gerry, shut up," I cried. " Don't

be such a fool."

" I wantâ��I'm going to see that letter."

" Why ? " he demanded. " What interest

can it have for you ? "

" I want it, because I believe it is mine."

" It isn't yoursâ��it isn't," I returned.

" Then it has nothing to do with a debt

for seventy pounds ? " she asked.

For a second my father stared at her be-

wildered, then he turned to me with what

seemed the only explanation.

" So you tried to get the money from her

first, eh ? "

It was the only chance and I took it.

" Yes," I said. " It's no good, Gerry, I

had to pay up, so I went to the Guv'nor and

asked him for it."

" For what ? "

" The seventy pounds. For Heaven's sake

don't ask any more about it. It's my pigeon ;

let's leave it at that." And I tried to signal

her to be quiet.

Gerry looked at me very hard, then at the

Guv'nor.

" Ralph," she said, " I don't understand.

That debt was mine. A gambling debt. I

lost at roulette, Dennis has nothing to do

with itâ��nothing at all."

" Yours ? "

" Yes."

" Wait a minute," he said. " Let me un-

derstand this." Then he turned away and

put his elbows on the mantelpiece.

" Oh, Ralph, I didn't mean any harm.

You were hard up, and I thought it would l>e

so splendid to make some moneyâ��to pay

for the flat and the housekeepingâ��so, if

things went really wrong, I should have

helped. Of course I lost, and I was miser-

able to have been such a useless fool. I

didn't know you would feel like this about

it."

'' I shouldn't have cared if you'd lost a

thousand," he answered ; " but to let my boy

be the scapegoat is more than I can swallow

with comfort. Dennis, old chap, I'm awfully

sorry. Yours, at least, was a fine effort."

" No, it wasn't," I cried, " it jolly well

wasn't. I just butted in where I'd no right.

She never asked meâ��never told me. I saw

she was fretting about something, so I broke

open her table drawer and found out. I

thought it 'ud be easy to make you pay.

I've messed up everything."

And suddenly I felt a warm solt arm go

round my neck and a warm wet cheek touch

mine.

" Oh, Dennis, Dennis, you perfect sweet,"

trembled a voice in my ear. " You did all

that for me ! "

" Oh, rotâ��rats," said I.

Then the Guv'nor turned round and looked

at us. and all the worry had gone out of his

face.

" You queer kids," he said, " hanging on

to one another as if the bottom had fallen out

of the universe. And, Lord knows, it hasn't.

No, don't let goâ��but it comes over me very

forcibly that if three isn't too many I'd like

to join in."

| ATER on he said :â��

| t " By the way, I ordered that bike

this afternoon. It was weak of me,

but I did it. A kind of offering to the gods,

it was."
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PERPLEXITIES. By HENRY E. DUDENEY.

550.â��THE PATCHWORK QUILT.

HERE is a patchwork quilt that was produced by

two young ladies for some charitable purpose. When

they came to join their work it was found that each

lady had contributed a portion of exactly the same

size and shape. It is an amusing puzzle to discover

just where these two portions are joined together.

Can you divide the quilt into two parts, simply by

cutting the stitches, so that the portions shall be of

the same size and shape ? You may think you have

solved it m a few minutes, butâ��wait and see.

551.â��TWO QUEER WORDS.

I SAW the happy pair pass by,

New wed midst joy and acclamation.

One simple English word, thought I,

Exactly summed the situation.

But years have passed and love is slain,

And now they go divergent ways,

For they have been divorced. Again

One simple word quite fits the case.

The second word is like the firstâ��

Two central letters just reversed.

552.â��A WAGES PARADOX.

A CORRESPONDENT asks me, " Can one receive less

money per week when actually earning more per

annum ? " Yes, it is quite possible. Can you think of

a way in which it may occur ?

553.â��THE QUEEN AND THE CHAIR.

I PRESENT another mid-Victorian enigma, the answer

to which seems to be lost. What is it ?

If I were to ask the Queen and the chair

Both to tell me what they were,

And then should beg of you to bear

To the top of the house the Queen and her chair,

The Queen, her chair, and yourself, all three,

In the very same sentence would answer me.

Solutions to Last Month s Puzzles.

545.â��COUNTER SOLITAIRE.

PLAY in the following manner and all tlie counters

except one will be removed in eight move?, and the

final leap is made by No. I, as required: 6-14, 16-15,

4 12, (6-16,6-5), 3-6, (8-7, 8-3)- 2-10, (1-9. 1-2. 1-4,

1-13, 1-8, i-n). The final move of six leaps is very

pretty.

546.â��THE "ARK" RECONSTRUCTED.

THE answer is, " the gopher would." The gopher

is a S|>ecies of burying animals, common in America.

Also the Ark was constructed of gopher-wood.

547.â��WORD ENDINGS.

HERE are nine words with different endings,all having

the sound "shun" in the last syllable: Shun, position,

coercion, version, cushion, connexion, ia\chion, \\msheon,

and passion. *

548.â��PLAYING FOR MARBLES.

TOM and Fred must have each held one hundred

marbles at the beginning of play.

549.â��THE TUBE STAIRS.

THE least common multiple of 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7 is 420.

Deduct i and 419 is a possible number lor the stairs,

and every addition of 420 will also work. So the

number of risers might be either 419, 839,1,259,1,679.

etc., only we were told that there were fewer than 1,000

and that there was another stairway on the line with

fewer steps that had the same peculiarity. Therefore

there must have been 839 risers in the Curling Street

stairway. ,

535.â��THE GUARDED CHESSBOARD.

REFERRING back to this problem, it may easily l>e

solved, as many correspondents found, if we place

both bishops on the same colour. Though I do not

know how the conditions were originally worded, it was

thought best to assume that this was not allowed. Yet

no ideal solution seems possible with the bishops on

opposite colours, and it may be that the author relied

on the trick. Mr. Arthur Wheeler found the solution

we published and another which we now give, in which

only one knight is unguarded. Mr. J. Morrow, Mr.

T. S. Moore, and Mr. T. D. Shaw (?) also require only

one piece to be unguarded.

539.â��HALF THE ALPHABET.

SEVERAL readers send AMBIDEXTROUSLY, which

contains fourteen different letters, and SUBORDI-

NATELY, with thirteen letters. AMPHIGENOUSLY

is also given.
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WHEN

GREEK

MEETS

GREEK

T

ffCMcNEILE

("SAPPER")

I.

" "â�¢ "v UT, Ð�Ð¨, I don't understand.

Iâ��^ How much did you borrow from

J Ã� this man ? "

Sybil Daventry looked at her

brother, sitting huddled up in his chair, with

a little frown.

" I borrowed a thousand," he answered,

sulkily. " And like a fool I didn't read the

thing he made me signâ��at least, not care-

fully. Hang it, I've only had the money

six months, and now he's saying that I owe

him over two. I saw something about

twenty-five per cent., and now I find it was

twenty-five per cent, a month. And the

swine is pressing for payment, unless "

He broke off and stared into the fire

shamefacedly

Unless what ? " demanded his sister.

" Well, you see, it's this way." The boy

stammered a little, and refused to look at

her. " I was jolly well up the spout when

this blighter told me what I owed him, and

I suppose I must have showed it pretty

clearly. Anyway, I was propping up the

bar at the Cri., getting a cocktail, when a

fellow standing next me started gassing.

Copyright, 1921,

Not a bad sort of cove at all ; knows you

very well by sight."

"..Knows me ? " said the girl, bewildered.

" Who was he ? "

" I'm coming to that later," went on her

brother. " Well, we had a couple more and

then he suggested tearing a chop together.

And I don't knowâ��he seemed so decent and

all thatâ��that I told him I was in the soup.

Told him the whole yarn and asked hb

advice sort of business. Well, as I say, he

was bally sporting about it all, and

finally asked me who the bird was who had

tied up the boodle. I told him, and here's

the lucky part of the whole showâ��this

fellow Morrison knew him. Morrison was

the man I was lunching with."

He paused and lit a cigarette, while the

girl stared at him gravely.

" Well," she said at length, " go on."

" It was after lunch that he got busy.

He said to me : ' Look here, Daventry,

you've made a bally fool of yourself, but

you're not the first. I'll write a note to

Messrs. Smith and Co.'â��those are the

warriors who gave me the moneyâ��' and try

and persuade them to give you more time,

or even possibly reduce the rate of interest.'

Of course, I was all on this, and I arranged tu

lunch with him again next day, after Smith

and Co. had had time to functon. And

sure enough they did. Wrote a letter in

which they were all over me ; any friend of

Mr. Morrison's was entitled to special treat-

ment, and so on and so forth. Naturally

I was as bucked as a dog with two tails, and

asked Morrison if I couldn't do something

more material than just thank him. Andâ��

erâ��heâ��I mean it was then he told me he

knew you by sight."

HE glanced at his sister, and then quickly

looked away again.

" He suggestedâ��erâ��that perhaps I

could arrange to introduce him to you ; that

it would be an honour he would greatly

appreciate, and all that sort of rot."

The girl was sitting very still. " Yes,"

she said, quietly, " and youâ��agreed."

" Well, of course I did. Hang it, he's

quite a decent fellow. Bit Cityish to look

at, and I shouldn't think he knows which

end of a horse goes first. But he's got me

out of the devil of a hole, Sybil, and the

least you can do is to be moderately decent

to the bird. I mean it's not asking much, is

it ? I left the governor looking at him in

the hall as if he was just going to tread on

his face, and that long slabâ��your palâ��is

gazing at him through his eyeglass as if he

was mud."

" He's not my pal. Bill." Sybil Daventry's

colour heightened a little.

by H. C McNeilÂ«.
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" Well, you asked

him here, anyway,"

grunted the boy.

Then with a sudden

change of tone he

turned to her ap-

pealingly. " S y b,

old girl â�� for the

Lord's sake play the

game. You know

what the governor

is, and if he hears

about this showâ��

especially as it'sâ��

as it's not the first

timeâ��there'll be the

deuce to pay. You

know he said last

time that if it hap-

pened again he'd

turn me out of the

house. And the old

man is as stubborn

as a mule. I only

want you to be a

bit decent to Mor-

rison."

She looked at him

with a grave smile.

" If Mr. Morrison

is satisfied with my

being decent to him,

as you put it, I'm

perfectly prepared

to play the game.

But " She

, frowned and rose

abruptly. " Come

on, and, I'll have a

look at him."

In silence they

went downstairs.

Tea had just been

brought in, and the

house - party was

slowly drifting into

the hall. But Sybil

barely noticed

them ; her eyes were

fixed on the man

talking to her father.

Or rather, at the

moment, her father

was talking to the

man, and his re-

mark was painfully

audible.

" There is a very

good train back to

London at seven-thirty, Mr.â��ahâ��Mr,- "

Her brother stepped forward. " But I say,

Dad," he said, nervously, " I asked Morrison

to stop the night. I've just asked Sybil, and

she says she can fix him up somewhere."

1

" How d'you do,

Mr. Morrison?"

With a charming

snule she held out

her' hand. " Of

course you must

stop the night."

Then she moved

away to the tea-

table, feeling agree-

ably relieved ; it

was better than she

had expected. The

m an was we 11 -

dressed ; perhaps,

to her critical eye,

a little too well-

11 ressed â�� but still

quite presentable.

" You averted a

catastrophe, Mjss

Daventry." A

lazy voice beside

her interrupted

her thoughts,

and with a

smile she

turned to the

speaker.

"Dad is

most pesti-

lentially rude

at times, isn't

he ? And Bill told

me he left you star-

ing at the poor man

as if he was an

insect."

Archie Longworth

laughed.

" He'd just con-

tradicted your

father flatly as you

came downstairs.

And on a matter

concerning horses.

However â�� the

breeze has passed.

But, tell me," he

stared at hergravely,

" why the sudden

invasion ? "

Hereyebrowswent

up a little. " May I

ask why not ? " she

said, coldly. " Surely

my brother can in-

vite a friend to the

house if he wishes."

" I stand corrected," answered Longworth,

quietly. " Has he known him long ? "

" I haven't an idea," said the girl. " And

after all, Mr. Longworth, I hadn't known

you very long when I a^ked you."

" How d'you do, Mr.

Morrison ? Of course

you must stop the night."
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And then, because she realized that there

was a possibility of construing rather more

into her words than she had intended, she

turned abruptly to speak to another guest.

So she failed to see the sudden inscrutable

look that came into Archie Longwortfi's

keen blue eyesâ��the quick clenching of his

powerful fists. And when a few minutes

later she again turned to him, he was just his

usual lazy self.

" Do you think your logic is very good ? "

he demanded. " You might have made a

mistake as well."

" You mean that you think my brother

has ? " she said, quickly.

" It is visible on the surface to the expert

eye," he returned, gravely. " But, in addi-

tion, I happen to have inside information."

" Do you know Mr. Morrison, then ? "

He nodded. " Yes, I haveâ��erâ��met him

before."

" But he doesn't know you," cried the girl.

" Noâ��at leastâ��erâ��we'll leave it at that.

And I would be obliged, Miss Daventry, in

case you happen to be speaking to him, if

you would refrain from mentioning the

fact that I know him." He stared at her

gravely.

" You're very mysterious, Mr. Longworth,"

said the girl, with an attempt at lightness.

" And if I may I will prolong my visit

until our friend departs," continued Long-

worth.

" Why, of course," she said, bending over

the tea-tray. " You weren't thinking of

goingâ��going yet, were you ? "

" I was thinking after lunch that I should

have to go to-morrow," he said, putting

down his tea-cup.

" But why so soon ? " she asked, and her

voice was low. " Aren't you enjoying

yourself ? "

" In the course of a life that has taken me

into every corner of the globe," he answered,

slowly, " I have never dreamed that I could

be so utterly and perfectly happy as I have

been here. It has opened my mind to a

vista of the Things that Might Beâ��if the

Things that Had Been were different. But

as you grow older, Sybil, you will learn one

bitter truth : no human being can ever be

exactly what he seems. Masks ! just masks !

And underneathâ��God and that being alone

know."

He rose abruptly, and she watched him

bending over Lady Granton with his habitual

lazy grace. The indolent smile was round

his lipsâ��the irrepressible twinkle was in his

eyes. But for the first time he had called

her Sybil ; for the first timeâ��she knew.

The vague forebodings conjured up by his

words were swamped by that one out-

standing fact ; she knew. And nothing else

mattered.

II.

IT was not until Morrison joined her in the

conservatory after dinner that she found

herself called on to play the part set her

by her brother.

She had gone thereâ��though- nothing

would have induced her to admit the factâ��

in the hope that someone else would follow :

the man with the lazy blue eyes and the

eyeglass. And then instead of him had come

Morrison, with a shade too much deference

in his manner, and a shade too little control

of the smirk on his face. With a sudden

sick feeling she realized at that moment

exactly where she stood. Under a debt of

obligation to this manâ��under the necessity

of a tÃªte-Ã -tÃªte with him, one, moreover,

when, if she was to help Bill, she must

endeavour to be extra nice.

For a while the conversation was common-

place, while she feverishly longed for someone

to come in and relieve the tension. But

Bridge was in progress, and there was Snooker

in the billiard-room, and at length she

resigned herself to the inevitable. Pre-

sumably she would have to thank him for his

kindness to Bill ; after all he undoubtedly

had been very good to her brother.

" Bill has told me, Mr. Morrison, how kind

you've been in the way you've helped him

over thisâ��this unfortunate affair." She

plunged valiantly, and gave a sigh of relief

as she cleared the first fence.

Morrison waved a deprecating hand.

" Don't mention it, Miss Daventry, don't

mention it. Butâ��erâ��of course, something

will have to be done, andâ��well, there's no

good mincing mattersâ��done very soon."

The girl's face grew a little white, but her

voice was quite steady.

" But he told me that you had arranged

things with these people. Please smoke, if

you want to."

Morrison bowed his thanks and carefully

selected a cigarette. The moment for which

he had been playing had now arrived, in

circumstances even more favourable than he

had dared to hope.

" Up to a point that is quite true," he

remarked, quietly. " Messrs. Smith and Co.

have many ramifications of businessâ��money-

lending being only one of the irons they have

in the fire. And because I have had many

dealings with the firm professionallyâ��over

the sale of precious stones, I may say, which

is my own particular line of workâ��they were

disposed to take a lenient view about -the

question of the loan. Not press for payment,

and perhapsâ��though I can't promise thisâ��

even be content with a little less interest.

Butâ��erâ��Miss Daventry, it's the other thing

where the trouble is going to occur."

The girl stared at him with dilated eyes.

" What other tiling, Mr. Morrison ? "
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" Hasn't your brother told you ? " said

Morrison, surprised. " Oh, well, perhaps

Iâ��erâ��shouldn't have mentioned it."

" Go on, please." Her voice was low.

" What is this other thing ? "

For a moment he hesitatedâ��a well-

simulated hesitation. Then he shrugged his

shoulders slightly.

ELLâ��if you insist. As a matter of

fact, your brother didn't tell me

about it, Ð°Ð»Ð° I only found it out in

the course of my conversation with one of the

Smith partners. Apparently some weeks ago

he bought some distinctly valuable jewellery

â��a pearl-necklace, to be exactâ��from a certain

firm. At least, when I say he bought itâ��he

did not pay for it. He gave your father's

name as a reference, and the firm considered

it satisfactory. It was worth about eight

hundred pounds, this necklace, and your

very stupid brother, instead of giving it to

the lady whom, presumably, he had got it

for, became worse than stupid. He became

crin.'nal."

" \\ÐªÐ°1 do you mean ? " The girl was

looking at him terrified.

â�¢" He pawned this necklace which he hadn't

paid fv/r, Miss Daventry, which is, I regret

to say, a crimirtal offence. And the trouble

of the situation is that the firm he bought

the pearls from has just found it out. He

pawned it at a place which is one of the

ramifications of Smith and Co., who gave

him, I believe, a very good price for

itâ��over five hundred pounds. The firm, in

the course of business, two or three days

agoâ��and this is the incredibly unfortunate

part of itâ��happened to show this self-same

necklace, while they were selling other

things, to the man it had originally come from.

Of course, being pawned, it wasn't for saleâ��

but the man recognized it at once. And then

the fat was in the fire."

" Do you mean to say," whispered the

girl, " thatâ��that they might send him to

prison ? "

" Unless something is done very quickly,

Miss Daventry, the matter will certainly

come into the law courts. . Messrs. Gross and

Sons "â��a faint noise from the darkness at

the end of the conservatory made him swing

round suddenly, but everything was silent

againâ��" Messrs. Gross and Sons are very

difficult people in many ways. They are the

people it came from originally, I may tell

you. And firms, somewhat naturally, differ,

like human beings. Some are disposed to

be lenientâ��others are not. I'm sorry to

say Gross and Sons are one of those who are

not."

" But couldn't you see them, or something,

and explain ?

" My dear Miss Daventry," said Morrison,

gently, " I must ask you to be reasonable.

What can I explain ? Your brother wanted

money, and he adopted a criminal method of

getting it. That, I am afraidâ��ugly as it

soundsâ��is all there is to it."

" Then, Mr. Morrisonâ��can nothing be

done ? " She bent forward eagerly, her

hands clasped, her lips slightly parted ; and

once again came that faint noise from the

end of the conservatory-

But Mr. Morrison was too .engrossed to

heed it this time ; the nearness, the appeal

of this girl, who from the time he had first

seen her six months previously at a theatre

had dominated his life, was making his

senses swim. And with it the veneer began

to drop ; the hairy heel began to show,

though he made a tremendous endeavour

to keep himself in check.

" There is one thing," he said, hoarsely.

" And I hope you will understand that I

should not have been so precipitateâ��but

for the urgency of your brother's case. If 1

go to Messrs. Gross and say to them that a

prosecution by them would affect me per-

sonally, I think I could persuade them to

take no further steps."

Wonder was beginning to dawn in the

girl's eyes. " Affect you personally ? " she

repeated.

" If, for instance, I could tell them that

for family reasonsâ��urgent, strong family

reasonsâ��they would be doing me a great

service by letting matters drop, I think they

would do it."

She rose suddenlyâ��wonder replaced by

horror. She had just realized his full

meaning.

' What on earth are you talking about,

Mr. Morrison ? " she said, haughtily.

And then the heel appeared in all its

hairiness. " If I may tell them," he leered,

" that I am going to marry into the family

I'll guarantee they will do nothing more."

" Marry you ? " The biting scorn in her

tone changed the leer to a snarl.

" Yesâ��marry me, or see your brother

jugged. Money won't save himâ��so there's

no good going to your father. Money will

square up the Smith showâ��it won't square

the other." And then his tone changed.

" Why not, little girl ? I'm mad about you ;

have been ever since I saw you at a theatre

six months ago. I'm pretty well on even

for these days, and " He came towards

her, his arms outstretched, while she backed

away from him, white as a sheet. Her hands

were clenched, and it was just as she had

retreated as far as she could, and the man

was almost on her, that she saw red. One

hand went up ; hit himâ��hit the bruteâ��was

her only coherent thought. And the man,

realizing it, pausedâ��an ugly look in his eyes.

Then occurred the interruption. Ð�
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" He came towards

her, his arms out-

stretched, while she

backed away from

him, white as a

sheet."

strangled snort, as of a sleeper awakening,

came from behind some palms, followed by

the creaking of a chair. \Vith a stifled

curse Morrison fell back and the girl's hand

dropped to her side as the branches parted

and Archie Longworth, rubbing his eyes,

stepped into the light.

" Lord save us, Miss Daventry, I've been

asleep," he said, stifling a yawn. " I knew

I oughtn't to have had a third glass of port.

Deuced bad for the liver, but very pleasant

for all that, isn't it, Mr.â��Mr. Morrison ? "

He smiled engagingly at the scowling

Morrison, and adjusted his eyeglass.

" You sleep very silently, Mr. Longworth,"

snarled that worthy.

" Yesâ��used to win prizes for it at an

infant school. Most valuable asset in class.

If one snores it disconcerts the lecturer."

Morrison swung round on his heel. " I

would like an answer to my suggestion by

to-morrow, Miss Daventry," he said, softly.

" 14-rhap.s I might have the pleasure of a

walk where people don't sleep off the effects

of dinner."

With a slight bow he left the conservatory,

and the girl sat down weakly.

" Pleasant 'type of bird, isn't he ?"

drawled Longworth, watching Morrison's

retreating back.

" He's a bnite - an utter brute," whimpered

the girl, shakily.

" I thought the interview would leave you

with that impression," agreed the man.

She sat up quickly. " Did you hear what

was said ? "

" Even- word. That's why I was there."

He smiled at her calmly.

" Then why didn't you come out sooner ? "

she cried, indignantly.

" I wanted to hear'what he had to say, and

at the same time I didn't want you to biff

him on the jawâ��which from your attitude I

gathered you were on the point of doing."
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" Why not ? I'd have given anything to

have smacked his face."

" I know. I'd have given anything to

have seen you do it. Butâ��not yet. In

fact, to-morrow you've got to go for a walk

! with him."

" I flatly refuse ! " cried Sybil Daventry.

" More than that," continued Longworth,

calmly, " you've got to keep him on the

hook. Play with him ; let him think he's

got a chance."

" But why ? " she demanded. " I loathe

him."

" Because it is absolutely essential that he

should remain here until the day after

to-morrow at the earliest."

" I don't understand." She looked at him

with a puzzled frown.

" You will in good time." It seemed to

her his voice was just a little weary. " Just

now it is better that you shouldn't. Do

you trust me enough to do that, Sybil ? "

" I trust you absolutely," and she saw him

wince.

" Then keep him here till I come back."

" Are you going away, Archie ? " Im-

pulsively she laid her hand on his arm.

" To-morrow, first thing. I shall come

back as soon as possible."

For a moment or two they stood in silence,

then, with a gesture strangely foreign to one

so typically British, he raised her hand to

his lips. And the next instant she was alone.

A little later she saw him talking earnestly

to her brother in a corner ; then someore

suggested billiard-fives. An admirable game,

but not one in which it is wise to place one's

hand on the edge of the table with the fingers

over the cushion. Especially if the owner

of the hand is not paying attention to the

game. It was Morrison's hand, and the

agony of being hit on the fingers by a full-

sized billiard ball travelling fast must be

experienced to be believed. Of course it was

an accident : Longworth was most apolo-

getic. But in the middle of the hideous

scene that followed she caught his lazy blue

eye and beat a hasty retreat to the hall.

Unrestrained mirth in such circumstances is

not regarded as the essence of tact.

III.

IT was about ten o'clock on the morning

of the next day but one that a sharp-

looking, flashily-dressed individual pre-

sented himself at the door of Messrs. Gross

and Sons. He was of the type that may

be seen by the score any day of the

week propping up the West-end bars and

discoursing on racing form in a hoarse

whisper.

" Mornin'," he remarked. " Mr. Johnson

here yet ? "

" What do you want to see him about ? "

demanded the assistant.

" To tell him that your hair wants cutting,"

snapped the other. " Hop along,

fellah ; as an ornament you're a
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Tell Mr. Johnson that I've a message from

Mr. Morrison."

The youth faded away, to return in a

minute or two with a request that the

visitor would follow him.

" Message from Morrison ? What's up ? "

Mr. Johnson rose from his chair as the door

closed behind the assistant.

The flashy individual laughed and pulled

out his cigarette-case.

" He's pulled it off," he chuckled. " At

the .present moment our one and only

Joe is clasping the beauteous girl to his

bosom."

" Strike me pinkâ��he hasn't, has he ? "

Mr. Johnson slapped his leg resoundingly

and shook with merriment.

" That's why I've come round," continued

the other. " From Smith, I am. Joe wants

to give her a little present QII account." He

grinned again, and felt in his pocket. " Here

it isâ��and he wants a receipt signed by youâ��

acknowledging the return of the necklace

which was sent outâ��on approval." He

winked heavily. " He's infernally deep, is

Joe." He watched the other man as he

picked up the pearls, and for a moment his

blue eyes seemed a little strained. " He

wants to give that receipt to the girlâ��so as to

clinch the bargain."

" Why the dickens didn't he 'phone me

direct ? " demanded Johnson, and once again

the other grinned broadly.

" Strewth ! " he said, " I laughed fit to

burst this morning. The 'phone at his girl's

place is in the hall, as far as I could make ont,

and Joe was whispering down it like an old

woman with lumbago. ' Take 'em round to

Johnson.' he said. ' Approvalâ��approvalâ��

you fool.' And then he turned away and I

heard him sayâ��' Good-morning, Lady

Jemima.' Then back he turns and starts

whispering again. ' Do you get me. Bob ? '

' Yes,' I says, ' I get you. You want me to

take round the pearls to Johnson and get a

receipt from him. And what about the other

thingâ��you know, fhe money the young boob

borrowed ? ' ' Put it in an envelope and

send it to me here, with the receipt,' he says.

' I'm going out walking this morning.' Then

he rings off, and that's that. Lord ! think of

[oe walking."

The grin developed into a cackling laugh,

in which Mr. Johnson joined.

" He's deepâ��you're right," he said,

admiringly. " Uncommonly deep. I never

thought he'd pull it off. Though personally,

mark you, I think he's a fool. They'll fight

like cat and dog." He rang a bell on his

desk, then opening a drawer he dropped the

necklace inside. " Bring me a formal receipt

form," he said to the assistant. " Have you

got the other paper ? " he asked, as he affixed

the firm's signature to the receipt, and the

flashy individual produced it from his

pocket.

" Here it is," he announced. " Put 'em

both in an envelope together and address it

to Joe. I'm going along; I'll post it."

" Will you have a small tiddley before

you go ? " Mr. Johnson opened a for-

midable-looking safe, disclosing all the

necessary-looking ingredients for the manu-

facture of small tiddleys.

" I don't mind if I do," conceded the

other. " Here's the bestâ��and to the future

Mrs. Joe."

A moment or two later he passed through

the outer office and was swallowed up in the

crowd. And it was not till after lunch that

day tliat Mr. Johnson got the shock of his

lifeâ��when he opened one of the early evening

papers.

" DARING ROBBERY IN WELL-KNOWN

CITY FIRM.

" A most daring outrage was carried out

last night at the offre of Messrs. Smith and

Co., the well-known financial and insurance

brokers. At a late hour this morning, some

time after work tras commenced, the night

watchman was discovered bound and securely

gagged in a room at the top of the premises.

Further investigation revealed that the safe had

been openedâ��evidently by a master handâ��

and the contents rifled. The extent of the loss

is at present unknown, but the police are be-

lieved to posse** several clues."

And at the same time that Mr. JohnÂ»m

was staring with a gla.ssy stare at this

astounding piece of news, a tall, spare man

with lazy blue eyes, stretched out com-

fortably in the corner of a first-class carriage,

was also perusing it.

" Several clues," he murmured. " I wonder !

But it was a very creditable job, though

I say it myself."

Which seemed a strange soliloquy for a

well-dressed man in a first-class carriage.

And what might have seemed almost stranger.

had there been any way of knowing such a

recondite fact, was that in one of the mail

bags reposing in the back of the train, *a

mysterious transformation had taken place.

For a letter which had originally contained

two documents and had been addressed to

J. Morrison, Esq., now contained three and

was consigned to Miss Sybil Daventry. Which

merely goes to show how careful one should

be over posting letters.

IV.

GOOD evening, Mr. Morrison. All well,

and taking nourishment, so to speak ? "

Archie Longworth lounged into the

hall, almost colliding with the other man.

" You look pensive," he continued, ^-taring
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at him blandly. " Agitato, fortissimo'. Has

aught occurred to disturb your masterly

composure ? "

But Mr. Morrison was in no mood for

fooling : a message he had just received over

the telephone-had very considerably disturbed

Kis composure.

" Let me have a look at that paper," he

snapped, making a grab at it.

" Tush ! Tush ! " murmured Archie.

" Manners, laddie, manners ! You've for-

gotten that little word."

And then at the far end of the hall he saw

the girl, and caught his breath. For the

last two days he had almost forgotten her in

the stress of other things ; now the bitterness

of what had to come rose suddenly in his

throat and choked him.

" There is the paper. Run away and

play in a corner."

Then he went forward to meet her with

his usual lazy smile.

" What's happened ? " she cried, a little

breathlessly.

" Heaps of things," he said, gently.

" Heaps of things. The principal one being

that a very worthless sinner loves a very

beautiful girlâ��as he never believed it could

be given to man to love." His voice broke

and faltered : then he went on steadily.

" And the next oneâ��which is really even

more importantâ��is that the very beautiful

girl will receive a letter in a long envelope

by to-night's mail The address will be

typed, the postmark Strand. I do not want

the beautiful girl to open it except in my

presence. You understand ? "

" 1 understand," she whispered, and her

eves were shining.

" Have you seen this ? " Morrison's voice

â��shaking with rageâ��made Longworth swing

round.

" Seen what, dear lad ? " he murmured,

taking the paper. " Robbery in Cityâ��is

that what you mean ? Dear, dearâ��what

dastardly outrages do go unpunished these

days. Messrs. Smith and Co. Really.

Watchman bound and gagged. Safe rifled.

Work of a master hand. Still, though I

quite understand your horror as a law-

abiding citizen at such a thing, why this

thusness ? I meanâ��altruism is wonderful,

laddie ; but it seems to me that it's jolly

'old Smith and Co. who are up the pole."

He burbled on genially, serenely uncon-

scious of the furious face of the other man.

" I'm trying to think where I've met

you before, Mr. Longworth," snarled Morri-

son.

" Never, surely," murmured the other.

" Those classic features, I feel sure, would

have been indelibly printed on my mind.

Perhaps in some mission, Mr. Morrisonâ��

some evangelical revival meeting. Who
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knows ? And there, if I mistake not, is the

mail."

HE glanced at the girl, and she was staring

at him wonderingly. Just for one

moment did he show her what she

wanted to knowâ��just for one moment did

she give him back the answer which was to

him the sweetest and at the same time the

most bitter in the world. Then he crossed

the hall and picked up the letters.

" A business one for you, Miss Daverrtry,"

he murmured, mildly. " Better open it at

once, and get our business expert's advice.

Mr. Morrison is a wonderful fellah for

advice."

Writh trembling fingers she opened the

envelope, and, as he saw the contents,

Morrison, with a snarl of ungovernable fury,

made as if to snatch them out of her hand.

The next moment he felt as if his arm was

broken, and the blue eyes boring into his

brain were no longer lazy.

" You forgot yourself, Mr. Morrison,"

said Archie Longworth, gently. " Don't do

that again."

" But I don't understand," cried the girl,

bewildered. " What are these papers ? "

" May I see ? " Longworth held out his

hand, and she gave them to him at once.

" They're stolen." Morrison's face was

livid. " Give them to me, curse you."

" Control yourself, you horrible blighter,"

said Longworth, icily. " This," he continued,

calmly, " would appear to be a receipt from

Messrs. Gross and Sons for the return of a

pearl necklaceâ��sent out to Mr. Daventry on

approval."

" But you said he'd bought it and pawned

it." She turned furiously on Morrison.

" So he did," snarled that gentleman.

" That's a forgery."

" Is it ? " said Longworth. " That strikes

me as being Johnson's signature. Firm's

official paper. Andâ��erâ��he has the neck-

lace, Iâ��erâ��assume."

" Yesâ��he has the necklace. Stolen last

night byâ��by " His eyes were fixed

venomously on Longworth.

" Go on," murmured the other. " You're

being most entertaining."

But a sudden change had come over

Morrison's faceâ��a dawning recognition. " By

God ! " he muttered, " you'reâ��you'reâ��

" Yes. I'mâ��who ? It'll come in time,

laddieâ��if you give it a chance. And in the

meantime we might examine these other

papers. Now, this appears to my inex-

perienced eye to be a transaction entered

into on the one part by Messrs. Smith and Co.

and on the other by William Daventry.

And it concerns filthy lucre. Dear, dear.

Twenty-five per cent, per Ð³"~Â«*Ñ� Three

hundred per cent. Posit 1r.
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Morrison. Don't you agree with me ? A

rapacious bloodsucker is Mr. Smith."

But the other man was not listening :

full recollection had come to him, and with

a cold look of triumph he put his hands

into his pockets and laughed.

" Very pretty," he remarked. "Very

pretty indeed. And how, in your vernacular,

do you propose to get away with the swag,

Mr. Flash Pete ? I rather think the policeâ��

whom I propose to call up on the 'phone

in one minuteâ��will be delighted to see such

an old and elusive friend."

He glanced at the girl, and laughed again

at the look on her face.

" What's he mean, Archie ? " she cried,

wildly. " What's he mean ? "

" I mean," Morrison sneered, " that Mr.

Archie Longworth is what is generally des-

cribed as a swell crook with a reputation

in certain unsavoury circles extending over

two or three continents. And the police,

whom I now propose to ring up, will welcome

him as a long-lost child."

He walked towards the telephone, and with

Ð» little gasp of fear the girl turned to Archie.

" Say it's not true, dearâ��say it's not

true."

For a moment he looked at her with a

whimsical smile ; then he sat down on the

high fender round the open tire.

" I think, Mr. Morrison," he murmured,

gently, " that if I were you I would not be

too precipitate over ringing up the police.

The engaging warrior who sent this letter

to Miss Daventry put in yet one more en-

closure."

Morrison turned round : then he stood

very still.

" A most peculiar document," continued

the man by the fire, in the same gentle voice,

" which proves very conclusively that

amongst thoir other activities Messrs. Smith

and Co. are not only the receivers of stolen

goods, but are mixed up with illicit diamond

buying."

IX dead silence the two men stared at one

another ; then Longworth spoke again.

" I shall keep these three documents,

Mr. Morrison, as a safeguard for your future

good behaviour. Mr. Daventry can pay a

certain fair sum or not as he Ãikesâ��that is

his business : and I shall make a point of

explaining exactly to him who and what

you areâ��and Smithâ��and Gross. But should

you be disposed to make any trouble over

the necklaceâ��or should the idea get abroad

that Flash Pete was responsible for the

burglary last nightâ��it will be most unfortu-

nate for youâ��most. This document would

interest Scotland Yard immensely."

Morrison's face had grown more and more

livid as he listened, and when the quiet voice

ceased, unmindful of the girl standing by.

he began to curse foully and hideously. The

next moment he cowered back, as two iron

hands gripped his shoulders and shook him

till his teeth rattled.

" Stop, you filthy swine," snarled Long-

worth, " or I'll break every bone in your

body. Quite a number of men are black-

guards, Morrisonâ��but you're a particularly

creeping and repugnant specimen. Nowâ��

get outâ��and do it quickly. The nine-

thirty will do you nicely. And don't forget

what I've just said : because, as there's a

God above, I mean it."

" I'll be even with you for this some day.

Flash Pete," said the other venomously over

his shoulder. " And then "

" And then," said Longworth, contemptu-

ously, " we will resume this discussion. Just

nowâ��get out."

V.

YES : it is quite true." She had known

it wasâ��and yet, womanlike, she had

clung to the hope that there was some

mistakeâ��some explanation. And now, alone

with the man she had grown to love, the

faint hope died. With his lazy smile, he

'stared down at her-;â��a smile so full of sorrow

and pain that she could not bear to see it.

"I'm Flash Peteâ��with an unsavoury

reputation, as pur friend so kindly told you,

in three continents. It was I who broke

open the safe at Smith's last night, I who

got the receipt from Gross. You see, I

spotted the whole trick from the beginning ;

as I said, I had inside information. And

Morrison is Smith and Co. ; moreover, he's

very largely Gross as wellâ��and half-a-dozen

other rotten things in addition. The whole

thing was worked with one end in view right

from the beginning : the girl your brother

originallj' bought the pearls for was in it ;

it was she who suggested the pawning.

Bill told me that the night before last."

He sighed and paced two or three times up

and down the dim-lit conservatory. And

after awhile he stopped in front of her again,

and his blue eyes were very tender.

" Just a common sneak-thiefâ��just a

common worthless sinner. And he's very,

ven- glad that he ha,s been privileged to

help the most beautiful girl in all the world.

Don't cry, my dear, don't cry : there's

nothing about that sinner that's worth a

single tear of yours. You must forget his

wild presumption in falling in love with that

beautiful girl : his only excuse is that he

couldn't help it. And maybe, in the days

to come, the girl will think kindly even- now

and then of a man known to some as Archie

Longworthâ��known to others as Flash Peteâ��

known to himself asâ��well, we won't bother

about that."

He bent quickly and raised her hand to his
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" He walked towards

the telephone, and with

a little gasp of (ear the

girl turned to Archie.

' Say it's not true, dear

say it's not true.' "

lips ; then he was gone almost before she had

realized it. And if he heard her little gasping

cryâ��" Archie, my man, come backâ��I love

you so," he gave no sign.

For in his own peculiar code a very worth-

less sinner must remain a very worthless

sinner to the endâ��and he must run the course

alone.



454

"Jean stopped short at Mark's picture and

MARK ROBERTS, who had not

been into the Academy for six

years before, visited it nearly

every day in 1920. At the same

time it was noticed by his friendsâ��amused,

surprised, or cynical, according to their

characters and their friendshipâ��that what

liad formerly been a museum of artistic

incapacity, " the mummy-case of painting,"

even the lethal chamber of strayed ideals,

had suddenly become respectable. " "Ð�Ð¸-

Academy," said Mark, " is waking up at

last."

Mark was too honest to hide his discovery

because it might cause derision. He saw

the smiles of his less polite or more egotistical

acquaintance, and replied only, " I don't

say so because I've got a picture there this

year. It's because I really think so."

This was quite true. He did think so.
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looked at it (or at least three minutes."

AN ACADEMY STORY.
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Nevertheless he had a great distaste for

Â¡ill the pictures which happened to hang on

the same wall with his own. As he plain-

tively declared, there could not be worse

neighboursâ��gaudy, flashy canvases which

nver\\ helmed the subtleties of his own

delicate nocturne. No artistâ��not the poet,

the actor, the writerâ��can have just that

pleasure enjoyed by a painter when he sees

a stranger stand before his picture in a

public gallery. It is, of course, pleasant to.

find someone reading one's book in the

trainâ��delightful to see him grin, frown, or

glare ; more delightful of all to watch an

impressionable young City lady sniff and

rub her beautiful nose to redness over the

terrible sufferings of your heroine, especially

as you know, and she knows, that it must be

all put right for her in the last pageâ��but even

this rare entertainment is not comparable
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with the breathless interest of a young

painter who gazes sidelong upon the critic

of the gallery, either male or female. What

is her taste ? Does the man in the tall hat

look like a dealer ? Or that other in the

black sombrero seem like a foreign collector ?

Will he look for the number in the catalogue

first (most important point this) or lastâ��

that is to say, is he merely doing the pictures,

or is he a true lover of art, compelled by the

beauty of this work to find out its name and

its artist ?

Will he pass, or will he stop ?

What a moment when the gazer hesitates,

as on one toe, and with his chin over his

shoulder !

Mark had many such moments, and on the

wnole suffered rather more disappointments

than joysâ��the poised hesitator too often

came down decisively upon his heel, and

marched on.

BUT he was for that reason all the more

delighted one afternoon when he recog-

nized Jean South in the room, and Jean,

passing briskly along the wall, covered with

the meretricious and glaring works of his

slap-dash rivals, stopped short at his own

picture, and looked at it for at least three

minutes.

This, he reflected with exultation, was

the young woman who had ranked the

painter lower than the lawyer, the doctor,

even than the tradesman. " Grocers are

absolutely necessary," said Jean (who knew

little of Bolshevist principles of distribution),

" but artists aren'tâ��not absolutely." They

had quarrelled very bitterly on so fundamen-

tal a point of difference.

Even now Mark would not accost Jean,

and took every precaution to avoid her.

He lurked in a neighbouring group like a

detective, and peered at her across the

pepper-and-salt shoulder of a gentleman

from the country, who was making a little

speech to friends of the same complexion,

three ladies in tweed coats and skirts, of

somewhat horsey cut, and a small boy and

girl, about the proper drawing of a sheep.

" Their legs come out right back " he

declared.

Jean South meanwhile scrutinized Mark's

canvas with her face not three inches from

the glassâ��afte'r the fashion of the first

critics, who begin by studying the brushwork

â��then retired a step with her head on the

left shoulderâ��cocked her chin up, and

retreated another stepâ��tried looking side-

ways, decided that the nearer distance was

better, and advanced again for a last

prolonged gaze of rapture, which fully

confirmed Mark's. He was even able, by

using the country gentleman's party for

cover, when they marchÂ«! forward in a

solid group to confirm their critic's statement

that the legs of the sheep in the picture

came out of their necks, to see Jean's

profile, and to detect there the true, un-

mistakable smile of admiration.

Jean at last turned away, so suddenly

that she nearly caught him. She passed,

still smiling, and walked out of the room as

quickly as she had entered.

Roberts was a trifle ashamed. He had had

to duck his head very quickly to escape

Jean's eye, and this was humiliating. It

proved to [him that he had been behaving

in an undignified manner, unworthy in one

who had forsworn all interests but art, and

especially Jean South. No artist can allow

himself to care for a woman who says to

him : " You are a lazy ruffian, and I'd

rather marry a chimney-sweep. Chimney-

sweeping is at least work."

True, Jean had not used these exact words.

She was far too kind. These were the word>

which Mark preferred to put into her mouth,

because he was really in love, and therefore

desired, very naturally, to blacken her

character. It is necessary for a lover to be

able to think very badly of a young woman

who refuses to allow herself to be loved, or

even engaged. Jean had actually said :

"I'm very, very sorry, Mark dear, but I

can't feel that you are quite serious about

painting. You've tried so many things

before. I know you have stuck to it for

three years Ð�Ð�Ð�Ð£, but you were more than

that in your father's business before, weren't

you ? And you gave that up in the end.

You see, I do think people ought to find out

some work they want to do, and stick to it."

" And painting isn't work," Mark had

put in. " And you can't respect me as a

painter. That's why you won't marry me."

" Now, Mark, did I say that ? And I

think you'll admit that painting is notâ��

it's not exactlyâ��I mean, of course, a man

could work hard at painting, but it's so

easy not to. Doctors and lawyers must

do their work, but an artist "

After this Mark had grown very warm,

and Jean a trifle more plain than she had

intended. The interview ended in some-

thing not far removed from mutual abuseâ��

certainly in a breach of friendship.

But as anyone can see, Mark's translation

of Jean's words, even if rather summary,

was not unjust. She had not called him a

lazy brute, inferior to a chimney-sweep, but

any young man in his positionâ��that is to

say, in love with herâ��could see that she

meant it.

As Mark strolled into the next room,

merely to be sure that Jean had not lingered

there, he recollected with some faint regret

that he had always endeavoured to impress

upon Jean, as a declared Philistine, that the
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Academy was a limbo, an exploded relic of

the Dark Ages, a moribund institution for

the support of the Old Menâ��a picture-shop

for the provincesâ��who had never got farther

in their artistic ideals than the oleo-litho-

graph. These apophthegms were all very

well from one student to another, but he

reflected that it was a little unfortunate he

had dinned them so often into Jean's ears.

Perhaps he had been led into the indiscretion

by Jean's apparent belief that an artist who

failed to get his pictures into the Academy

(as Mark had three times failed) failed only

because his work was not good enough for

the selection committee. He had been

obliged to use his strongest arguments

against this old and deep prejudice. It was

only after much and vigorous rhetoric that

he had proved to her that the Academy

refused the larger part of pictures offered to

its consideration because they were too

goodâ��too modern and progressiveâ��for its

hide-bound standards.

But now that his own picture was on the

line, he was sorry that he had been so

persuasive. Success of this kind, no doubt,

counted for little with himself, or with

artists of the same sincerity, but it might

count with poor Jean in her twilight of

conservatism.

Jean was not in the next room, nor the

next, nor the one after that. Mark, after

walking through all the galleries, was

astonished by her flight. She must have

gone quickly indeed, or away altogether,

for him to miss her.

HE felt a sudden desire for the open air.

The Academy crowd ceased to amuse,

and became nothing more than a

miscellaneous collection of dull and un-

distinguished-looking people. He made for

the exit, turning aside only to peep

do'wn the wall of the gallery where hung

the nocturne. Someone might be looking

at itâ��possibly even a crowd. In two

papers of the day before there had been

a notice of it which might well attract

a crowd. But only one figure stood

before its glories of blue, dark-blue, silver-

grey, and orange. In fact, there she was

againâ��Jean South, corking her head and

balancing her plump trimness before the

frame, like a lively sparrow.

Roberts walked down the gallen', and

presented himself.

" What, you here !â�� " she smiled with

frank delight, as she offered her hand.

" It is a funny place to find me in "

he said, with a glance at the picture.

" I thought you despised the Academy ? "

she said, not without a careful gravity.

" Are you having tea ? " He changed

the subject.

" I expect we'll go home for tea. Mother

is going to pick me up at Piccadilly Circus,

at four. I was just going along "

" I was going along that way tooâ��to

the Tube."

Jean smiled as they walked towards the

door.

" Not with me," she said at last.

" Oh, yesâ��that isâ��I was going to the

Tube "

" How clumsy you are, Mark ! You always

tell the truth.""

" But I'd go now, even if I wa-sn't wanting

the Tube," said Mark, " and that's true,

too. 1 oughtn't to tell you either, because

I didn't mean to pay you any more com-

pliments."

" Still, that makes it all the nicer," said

Jean, receiving her sunshade from the

warder by the door, who released that

numbered convict with a kind of reluctance,

as if he regretted the loss of its cheerful

though dangerous company. Or perhaps

he was wondering if Jean would give him

anything. Women seldom do understand

that where tips are not allowed they are

doubly welcomeâ��that the rule of no

gratuities is an opportunity for the truly

beneficent and a test of generosity. Jean,

however, had threepence ready in her hand

â��indeed, quite warm. She presented it

with a smile worth quite another threepence

(accompanied as it was by hard copper),

even to the turnkey of sticks, hats, and

umbrellas.

" What do you think of the pictures ? "

asked Mark in a friendly manner, when they

reached the courtyard.

" I don't know." Jean, remembering his

precepts, was cautious. She hesitated, and

frowned slightly, as if in the difficulty .of

expressing her complicated thoughts.

" What did you think of them ? " she

ventured at last.

" Some of the stuff isn't badâ��they're

getting some new blood now, you know."

" Yesâ��some of them I liked," Jean

admitted. " But then," she smiled at him,

"I'm not much of a critic, am I ?"

" I shouldn't say that, Jean," replied

Mark, thoughtfully. " Natural taste is often

the best taste. You are keen on music, you

have an excellent eye for colour "

" Oh ! "

" I judge by your frocks."

" Oh ! " Jean laughed. But she was

delighted with Mark.

" You must have good taste," continued

Mark, earnestly, " only you don't happen to

have looked at picturesâ��not really looked

at them."

" And you think if I really look, I'll be

able to understand the difference ? "

" I'm sure of it." He met Jean's eye.
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Jean was curious, mocking, a little sad.

She was, indeed, wondering what Mark was

thinking of herâ��how much he had been

thinking of herâ��why he had never attempted

to be reconciled with her. She was, in

short, preoccupied with affairs which may

or may not be more important than art,

but will always be more interesting to

young women. " I'm sure your taste only

requires practice," said Mark again.

" Very well, Mark," said Jean, " you must

gat a picture into the Academy. And then

I'll look my very best."

Mark was astonished, and then so pleased

that he coloured. It was beyond all his

hopes that Jean should have singled out his

picture in ignorance of its painter.

" I did send," he replied, with immense

solemnity.

" Oh, Mark ! " cried Jean, with her most

sympathetic look. " What a shame ! But,

of course, as you say, they are frightfully

jealous. They do refuse some of the best

things. Still, after you have tried so often " :

she touched lus arm. " Really, Mark, dear,

I think it's hateful of them to be so mean."

Mark could not hide his elation. He

grinned, while he blurted out : " But, Jean,

they accepted me this time."

He could have danced on the pavement

when he thought of the revelation still to

come.

Jean actually did give a kind of skip.

" Why, Mark, how ab-so-lute-ly splendid ! "

she cried. " It'sâ��it'sâ��I can't say how glad

â�¢I am. Let's go back and see it. I must see

it." Jean was rosy with excitement. "Why,

Mark, you really are a great artist now."

Mark deprecated this enthusiasm. He was

bound to do so. No one can allow himself

to be praised at this rate without depre-

cation if he wants to be respected by his

flatterers, or, indeed, if he wants more

flattery. He pursed up his lips, twirled his

stick, slapped his leg with his gloves, and

replied that there was no time to go back

that afternoonâ��that the picture was not

really much good, not as good as he could

doâ��finally, with a smile, that a single picture

in the Academy does not make a great artist.

THEY passed under the archway into the

eddying crowds of Piccadilly. Mark

had just decided upon the best use of his

extraordinary opportunity. He was, indeed,

skilful in extracting fine moments out of life,

and exercissd his skill with quite as much

artistry as he put into his pictures. He

would bririg Jean to the Academy, lead lier

to the picture which she had already picked

out of the whole roomful, and say : " There,

that is mine. What do you think of it ? "

This, he thought, would give him, and Jean,

a more delicious moment of appreciation

than any mere discovery, by words, in the

street.

Jean, meanwhile, was not at all subdued

by Mark's calm demeanour in success. She

trotted along the pavement in great excite-

ment, talking to Mark as fast as her lively

imagination suggested new developments of

her main premiss, and continually bumping

into the passers-by. The premiss, in which

nothing could shake her, was that a man wh< Â«

had a picture in the Academy was not only

an established artist, but on the high

road of fortune.

Jean at last talked herself breathless, and

ran so heavily into a very large fat man that

she nearly fell down.

" Oh ! " cried Jean.

"My dear!" said Mark, seeing her an-

guished expression. " Are you hurt ? "

" My hat," Jean ejaculated, " and my

hair ! "

" They look all right." Mark was relieved.

" I sha'n't be happy about them until I

can see," said Jean, not at all relieved and

peering into the window of Swan and Ed gar's.

" I do wish they had a mourning window

here."

" But you have a glass in the car, and

you said your mother was coming "

" Can you see her ? We were to meet in

the middle by the fountain," said Jean,

anxiously.

Mark could not see Mrs. South or her car,

because there were three buses between him

and the fountain.

" You know, Mark," said Jean, while they

waited, " that's another thing about the

Academy. Now you are a member-

" But I'm not a member, Jean, dear-

" Well, then, now that they want you to be

a member "

Mark opened his mouth to offer another

protest, but Jean interrupted liim with an

imperious gesture. " You ought," she said,

" to make them put up a few looking-glasses

in the place. I don't know how it isâ��but

I always get untidy when I go to a picture

gallery or a museum."

"Bohemian influenceâ��or scholastic,"

suggested Mark ; " it shows your temperament

to be very sympathetic."

" Nonsense, Mark ! " she smiled, fondly.

" Do,you know I went all through two whole

rooms for something to see myself inâ��and

there was only one picture dark enough for a

looking-glass. But I don't think one ought

to be thrown back on a bad picture to know

if one hasn't a smut on one's nose."

" A bad picture," faltered Mark, with a

terrible sensation as if his heart had fallen

into the tea-less abyss of his stomach.

" I didn't really look at the picture," Jean

admitted, " but it seemed just a slab of

blackness. Perhaps it was the portrait of
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She darted impulsively across the road ; Mark was cut off by a bus."
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a boot-hole. Why, there's the car. I must

tell mother "

She darted impulsively across the road to

Mercury's island ; Mark was fortunately cut

off by a bus. Thus he arrived some moments

later to receive Jean's apologies for the

sudden desertion with a perfectly composed

countenance.

Mrs. South was standing beside her, and

greeted the young man with unusual warmth.

She had already heard from Jean, who stood

beside her in a glow of pride, of Mark's

astonishing triumph. She congratulated the

young man, with her most kindly smile,

upon his latest success. Latest success : this

was a phrase worthy of that wise and adroit

lady. It seemed to confer upon him, in two

words, a long past of glory. It ennobled his

present elevation, as it were, after the Chinese

fashion, by giving it a pedigree.

But Mark was not greatly charmed by

her tact, and thanked her without effusive-

ness. He was indeed a trifle distant, lofty,

and erim.

Mrs. South had some pricks of conscience.

She had perhaps been unfair to Mr. Roberts

in hinting to Jean the advisability of waiting

for some plain evidence of his ability to

paint, and go on painting, before she thought

of an engagement. Worse than this, Mr.

Roberts might guess that she had given such

hints. She pressed him, in her warmest

manner of invitation, to come back with

them to tea.

" Oh, do! " cried Jean. " We haven't

seen you for ages and ages and ages. And we

want to hear all about your picture."

" You've seen my picture, ' said Mark,

with an air of dignity.

"Me!â��no "

" The portrait of the boot-hole, you know

â��that was my picture. A nocturne "

Jean was overwhelmed. She coloured so

deeply, she gazed at Mark with such obvious

horror and despair that her mother at once

perceived a catastrophe.

" You mustn't mind Jean's opinions of

pictures," she said, pleasantly, "forshe knows

nothing about them. But I'm quite sure

she will like yours."

" Oh, Mark ! " cried Jean, taking him by

the sleeve," I am a But if you don't

come home to tea I'll never forgive myself."

Mrs. South thought it wise to turn to the

car. Mark, the most polite of men, did not

assist her. She got in alone, and waited

patiently during three long minutes, though

she smiled out of the opposite window at the

no doubt amusing architecture of the far

side of Piccadilly with probably as much

pleasure as it has ever given to anybody.

" So you're coming with usâ��that's nice,"

she said to Mark, when at last the pair climbed

in. Mark, with some embarrassment, seemed

to admit that it was, on the whole, nice

enough.

It was not till some time later that he

understood the full profits of remorse in the

female mind, nor for an even longer period

that it does not matter in the least to an

artist what his wife thinks of his pictures.

Because, whatever she thinks, she will

always say that every one of them is better,

much, much better, than the last.
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*Tis not a laugh, nor yet is it a smile,

Appearing oft on faces imbecile.

Exists in legend and heraldic art.

But. you must amputate the naval part.

How long a time ! In fact, it has no bound :

Its symbol is a figure truly round.

The country and the people form thin thing.

All g >verned by a noble, gracious king.

Network of nerves is found in insect cbss

Whose frolic win^s resemble thinnest gK-sH.'

The minister for this light quotes his text.

Discussing themes of this life and the next.

Though Pliny praised its varied tints of green.

In flawless beauty it is rarely seen.

Twas here a few hours since, before the stroke

Of midnight-sounding bell the echoes woke.
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A enigma is always intriguing, and

when it concerns merit as well as

mystery curiosity

soon reaches a

high pitch. Nobody who

takes the smallest

interest in contemporary

humorous art, whether in

the pages of genial " Mr.

Punch " or elsewhere, can

have failed during the last

few years to note the

amusing drawings which

bear the cryptic signature

of " Fougasse." " Who is

' Fougasse ' ? " is an inquiry

one continually hears from

all and sundry : followed

almost invariably by the

further query, " Is he a

Frenchman ? " The second

question is not perhaps un-

natural, though a moment's

reflection should surely make

it plain that only by some

very rare chance could a

Frenchman acquire so pecu-

liarly English a standpoint

as the drawings of " Fou-

gasse " reveal. Moreover,

there is nothing the least

bit Gallic in the artist's

technique.

It was a conviction, for

these reasons, that the mys-

terious signature must bÃ© a

nom-de-plvnu which led the

present writer to seek en-

lightenment from a French

dictionarv. There he found

the helpful information that

the French word foitgade

(fern, fougasse) is a military term meaning a

fougasse. It was not until recourse was had

to the " sole concessionnaire " of the word,

as one might almost term him, that an

explanation was forthcoming.

Mr. Kenneth Bird, A.K.C., B.Sc., A.M.-

Inst.C.E., is (or rather was) a civil engineer

by professionâ��a fact which has a certain

This is not a domestic differenceâ��it is only adjacent boxes in a public

call-office in process of being swiuhed on to the wrong numbers.

Ry ffniiiMnjÂ» of ' The SJcâ�¬tfk."
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" Waiter, bring me a whisky-and-soda, please."

" I'm not a waiter, confound you ! "

" Oh, right-oâ��then don't trouble."

Reprtidutxd by the tpecial rtrtÂ»imUH t>f Utt /Yoprwtlorf Â«/ ' /'

preference for the

civil rather than the

military aspect of it,

sent him to King's

College, London.

There he became

president of the En-

gineering Society,

and incidentally

president of the

London University

L'nion. After leav-

ing King's College

he had a short ex-

perience of prospect-

ing in Spain, and

the outbreak of war

in 1914 found him

at Rosyth, where he

was engaged in the

constructional work

bearing on the " Fougasse "

mystery. One uses the past

tense because misadventure in

Gallipoli during the ill-fated

campaign of 1915 placed a

definite and viciously indited

full-stop to a career in which

the drawing of funny pictures

would never, probably, have

played any very prominent

part.

Kenneth Bird was educated

at Cheltenham College, and like

many Cheltonians was originally

intended for the Army. But

a bent for engineering, and a

Portrait of a gentleman in process of deciding that the hire of a car to take him

to his fancy-dress revel would have been well worth the expense.

l bt Uu tueiit permifrim of tlit Proprietori ot " /â�¢Â«!**."

New Hand " Flies seem pretty awful out here, corporal."

Hardened Campaigner : " Wot flies ? "

HeprMliicett t>* thf ijvcntl i tnni*MifÂ» <â�¢/ the rroj'rittort of " Punch*

of* H.M. Dock-

yard. Receiving

a commission in

the Royal En-

gineers, he was

attached after

training to the

o.th Division, and

subsequently went

out to Gallipoli,

where he was with

the 52nd Division.

At the end of

1915 an unmis-

takable " Blight v

one " sent him

home to lie on

his back for the

next three years,

with participation

in the war strictly

limited to reading

about it in the

papers.
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Faced by the

certainty of being

unable ever again

to follow liis pro-

fession as an en-

gineer, and with

the probability of

having to spend

the greater part,

if not the whole,

of his life in bed,

Kenneth Bird pro-

c e e d e d to cast

round for some

other occupation.

He began to in-

dulge a certain

talent for whim-

sical drawing

which he had

always possessed,

and some of his

sketches were pre-

sently submitted

to Punch and

other papers. Not

only were these

accepted, but

others were invitedâ��not so very surprising

when one recalls the felicity with which

" Fougasse " hit off the lighter side of war-

fare and the delicious figures of fun which

Fritz and Hans cut in his satirical little

pictures.

Host (a Mighty Hunter breaking ofi in the middle of his longest story) : " But I

seem to he boring you ? "

Guest: " Oh, no. Fact isâ��all these animals yawningâ��so beastly infectious."

by the tpecial JMTUUUWM of Uu Proprietor* of ' PuneA."

The adoption of the nom-de-plume " Fou-

gasse " (to return to that interesting topic)

is characteristic alike of the artist's modesty

and his quietly ironical vein of humour.

A fougasse, it appears, is an elementary sort

of land-mine or booby-trap, consisting of a

hole in the ground with guncotton

or other explosive at the bottom

and sharp stones on the top. " It

is the sort of practical joke that

may go off successfully, or may

not," explained the artistâ��" a

rough-and-ready sort of affair, in

short, which I thought was a not

inapt description of the kind of

work I expected to turn out.

That's all there is to it." Gossips

and others who so diligently report

that "Fougasse" is an importation

from France, brought over because

our English humorists are not funny

enough, please note !

It is less than four years since

the first " Fougasse " drawings ap-

peared, and seldom, if ever, has a

humorous artist " made good " with

the public in so brief a space of

time. The reason is not far to

seek, and lies in the quality of his

humour. " Fougasse's " ideas are

always spontaneous and fresh. How

he gets them it is difficult to say,

except, negatively, that he makes it

a rule never to accept second-hand

a joke to illustrate or an idea to

elaborate. His happiest efforts have

THE LOST TICKET.
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nearly all arisen from

things quite casually ob-

served. Of those here re-

produced, " Wot Flies ? "

is obviously a reminis-

cence of Gallipoli. " Scot-

land for Ever ! " was

prompted by the peren-

nial complaint of loyal

patriots north of the

Tweed. " Beastly Infec-

tious " was derived from

the artist's own stay in

a house decorated with

many trophies of the

chase. Going late to bed

one night he observed

the head of a tiger skin,

and was much struck by

the completeness with

which the expression

Unfortunate oversight on the part of a practitioner called away from his

children's party to attend a patient in his consulting-room.

Reproduced by lia tftcial permÃºiÃºm o/ Ute Â¡npntton o/

SCOTLAND FOR EVER!

H'I,,â��â�¢!,<.-â�¢,l Ð¬Ñ� Ð�.: ifKial ftrmiuUÂ» of Uu fnprittan o/ " fuiuh."

thereon represented his own

sentiments at the moment. The

study of an elderly medical

practitioner called away from

a children's party to attend a

patient arose out of the engag-

ing spectacle of an eminent

doctor giving an erudite dis-

quisition after dinner on Christ-

mas night to two other learned

gentlemen, all very solemn, and

all attired in paper caps.

Quiet observation, dry com-

ment, and restraint are the

salient features of ' ' Fougasse's "

humour. His is no ebullient

personality, nor does he figura-

tively slap one on the shoulder

after the manner of the merely

facetious. On the contrary,

there is perhaps a suggestion of

the engineer in the care with

which his drawings are planned

and built up. To this " Fou-

gasse " owes much of his suc-

cess with the stories told in

a sequence of small sketches

which he first essayed on the

suggestion of the late F. H.

Townsend, then Art Editor of

Punch, and has since so dili-

gently cultivated. Upon foun-

dations well and truly laid, inci-

dent is piled on incident, with a

nice regard for logical develop-

ment and cumulative effect,

until the inevitable climax

brings finality.
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" Gonsalez was kneeling by the body, looking with dispassionate interest at the lean

is that ?' he asked, pointing
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â�¢ft unpunished

ILLUSTRATED BY E. VERPILLEUX.

II.-THE MAN WITH THE CANINE TEETH.

MURDER, my dear Manfred, is the

most accidental of crimes," said

Leon Gonsalez, removing bis big

shell-rimmed glasses and looking

across the breakfast-table with that whim-

sical earnestness which was ever a delight to

the handsome genius who directed the

operations of The Four Just Men.

" Poiccart used to say that murder was a

tangible expression of hysteria," he smiled;

" but why this grisly breakfast-table topic ? "

Gonsalez put on his glasses again and

returned, apparently, to his study of the

morning newspaper. Presently he spoke

again.

" Eighty per cent, of the men who are

charged with murder are making their

appearance in a criminal court for the

first time," he said ; " therefore, mur-

derers as a class are not criminals

â��I speak, of course, of the Anglo-

Saxon murderer. Latin and

Teutonic criminal classes sup-

ply sixty per cent, of the

murderers in France, Italy,

and the Germanic States.

neck. Then his keen eyes rose to the table, Dear where the Professor fell,

to a small green bottle."

'What

Vol UL-31.



468 Some Adventures of The Four Just Men

They are fascinating people, George, fas-

cinating ! "

His face lighted up with enthusiasm, and

George Manfred surveyed him with amuse-

ment.

" I have never been able to take so de-

tached a view of those gentlemen," he said.

'To me they are completely horribleâ��for

is not murder the apotheosis of injustice ? "

" I suppose so," said Gonsalez, vacantly.

' What started this line of thought ? "

asked Manfred, rolling his serviette.

" I met a true murderer type last night,"

answered the other, calmly. " He asked me

for a match and smiled when I gave it to

him. A perfect set of teeth, my dear George,

perfectâ��except ! "

" Except ? "

' The canine teeth were unusually large

And long, the eyes deep-set and amazingly

level, the face anamorphicâ��which latter fact

is not necessarily criminal."

" Sounds rather an ogre to me," said

Manfred.

" On the contrary," Gonsalez hastened to

correct the impression, " he was quite good-

looking. None but a student would have

noticed the irregularity of the face. Oh, no,

he was most presentable."

He explained the circumstances of the

meeting. He had been to a concert the night

beforeâ��not that he loved music, but because

he wished to study the effect of music upon

certain types of people. He had returned

with hieroglyphics scribbled all over his

programme, and had sat up half the night

elaborating his notes.

"He is the son of Professor Tableman.

He is not on good terms with his father, who

apparently disapproves of his choice of

fiancÃ©e, and he loathes his cousin," added

Gonsalez simply.

Manfred laughed aloud.

'' You amusing person ! And did he tell

you all this of his own free will, or did you

hypnotize him and extract the information ?

You haven't asked me what I did last night."

Gonsalez was lighting a cigarette slowly

and thoughtfully.

" He is nearly two metresâ��to be exact,

six feet two inchesâ��in height, powerfully

built, with shoulders like that ! " He held

the cigarette in one hand and the burning

match in the other to indicate the breadth

of the young man. " He has big, strong

hands and plays football for the United

Hospitals. I beg your pardon, Manfred ;

where were you last night ? "

" At Scotland Yard," said Manfred ; but

if he expected to produce a sensation he was

to be disappointed. Probably knowing his

Leon, he anticipated no such result.

" An interesting building," said Gonsalez.

'' The architect should have turned the

western faÃ§ade southwardâ��though its furtive

entrances are in keeping with its character.

You had no difficulty in making friends ? "

" None. My work in connection with the

Spanish Criminal Code and my monograph

on Dactylology secured me admission to the

chief."

MANFRED was known in London as

" SeÃ±or Fuentes," an eminent writer

on criminology, and in their rues of

Spanish scientists both men bore the most

compelling of credentials from the Spanish

Minister of Justice. Manfred had made his

home in Spain for many years. Gonsalez

was a native of that country, and the third

of the famous Fourâ��there had not been a

fourth for twenty yearsâ��Poiccart, the stout

and gentle, seldom left his big garden in

Cordoba.

To him Gonsalez referred when he spoke.

" You must write and tell our dear friend

Poiccart," he said. " He will be interested.

I had a letter from him this morning. Two

new litters of little pigs have come to bless

his establishment, and his orange trees are

in blossom."

He chuckled to himself, and then suddenly

became serious.

" They took you to their bosom, these

policemen ? "

Manfred nodded.

" They were very kind and charming.

We are lunching with one of the Assistant

Commissioners, Mr. Reginald Fare, to-morrow.

British police methods have improved

tremendously since we were in London before,

Leon. The finger-print department is a

model of efficiency, and their new young men

are remarkably clever."

" They will hang us yet," said the cheerful

Leon.

" I think not ! " replied his companion.

The lunch at the Ritz-Carlton was, for

Gonsalez especially, a most pleasant function.

Mr. Fare, the middle-aged Commissioner,

was, in addition to being a charming gentle-

man, a very able scientist.

" To the habitual criminal the world is an

immense prison, alternating with an immense

jag," said Fare. " That isn't my description,

but one a hundred years old. The habitual

criminal is an easy man to deal with. It is

when you come to the non-criminal classes,

the murderers, the accidental embezzlersâ��"

" Fxactly ! " said Gonsalez. " Now, my

contention is "

He was not to express his view, for a

footman had brought an envelope lo the

Commissioner, and he interrupted Gonsalez

with an apology to open and read its contents.

" H'm ! " he said. "That is a curious

coincidence."

He looked at Manfred thoughtfully.
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" You were saying the other night that

you would like to watch Scotland Yard at

work close at hand, and I promised you

that I would give you the first opportunity

which presented. Your chance has come ! "

He had beckoned the waiter and paid his

bill before he spoke again.

" I shall not disdain to draw upon your

ripe experience," he said, " for it is possible

we may need all the assistance we can get

in this case."

" What is it ?" asked Manfred, as the

Commissioner's car threaded the traffic at

Hyde Park Corner.

" A man has been found dead in extra-

ordinary circumstances," said the Com-

missioner. " He holds rather a prominent

position in the scientific worldâ��a Professor

Tabiemanâ��you probably know the name."

" Tableman ? " said Gonsalez, his eyes

opening wide. " Well, that is extraordinary !

You were talking of coincidences, Mr. Fare.

Now I will tell you of another."

He related his meeting with the son of the

Professor on the previous night.

" Professor Tableman lives in Chelsea.

Some years ago he purchased his house from

an artist, and had the roomy studio con-

verted into a laboratory. He was a lecturer

in physics and chemistry at the Bloomsbury

University," explained Fare, though he need

not have done so, for Manfred recalled the

name ; " and he was also a man of consider-

able means.

" I knew the Professor, and dined with him

about a month ago," continued Fare. " He

had had some trouble with his son. Table-

man was an arbitrary, unyielding old man,

one of those types of Christians who worship

the historical figures of the Old Testament

but never seem to get to the second book."

THEY arrived at their desination, and

a detective who was waiting for them

conducted the Commissioner along a

covered passage-way running by the side of

the house, and up a flight of steps directly

into the studio. There was nothing unusual

about the room save that it was very light,

for one of the walls was a huge window, and

the sloping roof was also of glass. Broad

benches ran the length of two walls, and a

big table occupied the centre of the room,

all these being covered with scientific appara-

tus, whilst two long shelves above the

benches were filled with bottles and jars,

apparently containing chemicals.

A sad-faced, good-looking young man rose

from a chair as they entered.

" I am John Munsey," he said, " the

Professor's nephew. You remember me, Mr.

Fare ? I used to assist my uncle in his

experiments."

Fare nodded. His eyes were occupied

with the figure that lay upon the ground,

between table and bench.

" I have not moved the Professor," said

the young man. " The detectives who came

moved him slightly, to assist the doctor in

making his examination, but he has been left

practically where he fell."

The body was that of an old man, tall and

spare, and on the grey face was an unmis-

takable look of agony and terror.

" It looks like a case of strangling," said

Fare. " Has any rope or cord been found ? "

" No, sir," replied the young man. " That

was the view which the detectives reached,

and we made a very thorough search of the

laboratory."

Gonsalez was kneeling by the body, looking

with dispassionate interest at the lean neck.

About the throat was a band of blue about

four inches deep, and he thought at first

that it was a material bandage of some

diaphanous stuff, but on close inspection he

saw that it was merely the discoloration of

the skin. Then his keen eyes rose to the

table, near where the Professor fell.

" What is that ? " he asked. He pointed

to a small green bottle by the side of which

was an empty glass.

' It is a bottle of crÃ¨me de menthe," said

the youth ; " my uncle took a glass usually

before retiring."

" May I ?" asked Leon, and Fare nodded.

Gonsalez picked up the glass and smelt it,

then held it to the light.

" This glass was not used for liqueur last

night, so he was killed before he drank,"

the Commissioner said. " I'd like to hear

the whole story from you, Mr. Munsey.

You sleep on the premises, I presume ? "

After giving a few instructions te the

detectives, the Commissioner followed the

young man into a room which was evidently

the late Professor's library.

" I have been my uncle's assistant and

secretary for three years," he said, " and we

have always been on the most affectionate

terms. It was my uncle's practice to spend

the morning in his library, the whole of the

afternoon either in his laboratory or at h^

office at the University, and he invariably

spent the hours between dinner and bed-

time working at his experiments."

" Did he dine at home ? " asked Fare.

" Invariably," replied Mr. Munsey, " un-

less he had an evening lecture or there was a

meeting of one of the societies with which

he was connected ; and in that case he dined

at the Royal Societies' Club in St. James's

Street.

" My uncle, as you probably know, Mr.

Fare, has had a serious disagreement with

his son, Stephen Tableman, and my cousin

and very good friend. I have done my best

to reconcile them, and when, twelve months
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ago, my uncle sent for me in this very room

and told me that he had altered his will and

left the whole of his property to me and had

cut his son entirely from his inheritance, I

was greatly distressed. I went immediately

to Stephen and begged him to lose no time

in reconciling himself with the old man.

Stephen just laughed and said he didn't care

about the Professor's money, and that,

sooner than give up Miss Faberâ��it was

about his engagement that the quarrel

occurredâ��he would cheerfully live on the

small sum of money which his mother left

him. I came back and saw the Professor

and begged him to restore Stephen to his

will. I admit," he half smiled, " that I

expected and would appreciate a small

legacy. I am following the same scientific

course as the Professor followed in his early

days, and I have ambitions to carry on his

work. But the Professor would have none

of my suggestion. He raved and stormed

at me, and I thought it would be discreet to

drop the subject, which I did. Nevertheless,

I lost no opportunity of putting in a word

for Stephen, and last week, when the Pro-

fessor was in an unusually amiable frame of

mind, I raised the whole question again and

he agreed to see Stephen. They met in the

laboratory ; I was not present, but I believe

that there was a terrible row. When I came

in, Stephen had gone, and Mr. Tableman was

livid with rage. Apparently, he had again

insisted upon Stephen giving up his fiancÃ©e,

and Stephen had refused point-blank."

"flOW did Stephen arrive at the

I J laboratory ?" asked Gonsalez. "May

I ask that question, Mr. Fare ? "

The Commissioner nodded.

" He entered by the side passage. Very

few people who come to the house on purely

scientific business enter the house."

" Then access to the laboratory is possible

at all hours ? "

" Until the very last thing at night, when

the gate is locked," said the young man.

" You see, uncle used to take a little consti

tutional before going to bed, and he preferred

using that entrance."

" Was the gate locked last night ? "

John Munsey shook his head.

" No," he said, quietly. " That was one

of the first things I investigated. The gate

was unfastened and ajar. It is not so much

of a gate as an iron grill, as you probably

observed."

" Go on," nodded Mr. Fare.

" Well, the Professor gradually cooled

down, and for two or three days he was very

thoughtful, and, I thought, a little sad. On

Mondayâ��what is to-day ? Thursday ?â��

yes, it was on Monday, he said to me :

' John, let's have a little talk about Steve.

Do you think I have treated him vei y badly ? '

' I think you were rather unreasonable,

uncle,' I said. ' Perhaps 1 was,' he replied.

' She must be a very fine girl for Stephen to

risk poverty for her sake.' That was the

opportunity I had been praying for, and I

think I urged Stephen's case with an elo-

quence which he would have commended.

The upshot of it was that the old man

weakened and sent a wire to Stephen,

asking him to see him last night. It must

have been a struggle for the Professor

to have got over his objection to Miss

Faber; he was a fanatic on the question

of heredity "

" Heredity?"interrupted Manfred, quickly.

" What was wrong with Miss Faber ? "

" I don't know,"shrugged the other; " but

the Professor had heard rumours that her

father had died in an inebriates' home. I

believe those rumours were baseless."

" What happened last night ? " asked Fare.

" I understand that Stephen came," said

Munsey. " I kept carefully out of the way ;

in fact, I spent my time in my room, writing

off some arrears of correspondence. I came

downstairs about half-past eleven, but the

Professor had not returned. Looking irom

this window you can see the wall of the

laboratory, and as the lights were still on, I

thought that the Professor's conversation

had been protracted, and, hoping that the

best results might come from this interview

I went to bed. It was earlier than I go as a

rule, but it was quite usual for me to go to

bed even without saying good night to the

Professor.

" I was awakened at eight in the morning

by the housekeeper, who told me that the

Professor was not in his room. Here, again,

this was not an unusual circumstance.

Sometimes the Professor would work very

late in the laboratory and then throw himself

into an arm-chair and go off to sleep. It

was a habit about which I had remonstrated

as plainly as I dared ; but he was not a man

who bore criticism with equanimity.

" I got into my dressing-gown and my

slippers, and went along to the laboratory,

which is reached, as you know, by the way

we came in here. It was then that I dis-

covered him on the floor, and he was quite

dead."

" Was the door of the laboratory open ? "

asked Gonsalez.

" It was ajar."

" And the gate also was ajar ? "

Munsey nodded.

" You heard no sound of quarrelling ? "

" None."

There was a knock, and Munsey walked to

the door.

" It is Stephen," he said, and a second

later Stephen Tableman, escorted by two
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detectives, came into the room. His big

face was pale, and when he greeted his

cousin with a little smile, Manfred saw the

extraordinary " canines." big and cruel-

looking. The other teeth were of normal

size, but these pointed fangs were notably

abnormal.

Stephen Tableman was a young giant, and,

" How long were you there with him ? "

" About two hours, as near as I can guess."

" Was the conversation of a friendly

character ? "

" Very," said Stephen, emphatically. " For

the first time since over a year ago "â��he

hesitatedâ��" we discussed a certain subject

rationally."

" A footman had brought an envelope to the Commissioner, and he interrupted Gonsalez

to read its contents. ' H'm ! ' he said. ' That is a curious coincidence.' '

observing those great hands of his, Manfred

bit his lip thoughtfully.

" You have heard the sad news, Mr.

Tableman ? "

'â�¢ Yes, sir," said Stephen, in a shaking

voice. " Can I see my father ? "

" In a little time," said Fare, and his

voice was hard. " I want you to tell me

when you saw your father last."

" I saw him alive last night," said Stephen

Tableman, quickly. " I came by appoint-

ment to the laboratory, and we had a long

talk."

" The subject being your fiancÃ©e, Miss

Faber ? "

" That was the subject, Mr. Fare," Stephen

replied, quietly.

" Did you discuss any other matters ? "

Stephen hesitated.

" We discussed money," he said. " My

father cut off my allowance, and I have been

rather short ; in fact, I have been over-

drawn at my bank, and he promised to make

that right, and also spoke aboutâ��the future."

" About his will ? "

" Yes, sir ; he spoke about altering his
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will." He looked across at Munsey, and

again he smiled. " My cousin has been a

most persistent advocate, and I can't thank

him half enough for his loyalty to me in

those dark times," he said.

" When you left the laboratory, did you

go out by the side entrance ? "

Stephen nodded.

" And did you close the door behind you ? "

" My father closed the door," he said. " I

distinctly remember hearing the click of

the lock as I was going up the alley-way."

" Can the door be opened from outside ? "

" Yes," said Stephen, " there is a lock

which has only one key, and that is in my

father's possession. I think I am right,

John ? "

John Munsey nodded.

" So that, if he closed the door behind

you, it could only be opened again by some-

body in the laboratoryâ��himself, for ex-

ample ? "

Stephen looked puzzled.

" I don't quite understand the meaning

of this inquiry," he said. " The detective

told me that my father has been found dead.

What was the cause ? "

" I think he was strangled," said Fare,

quietly, and the young man took a step back.

" Strangled !" he whispered. " But he

hadn't an enemy in the world."

" That we shall discover." Fare's voice

was dry and business-like. " You can go

now, Mr. Tableman."

AFTER a moment's hesitation the big

fellow swung across the room through

a door in the direction of the laboratory.

He came back after an absence of a quarter

of an hour, and his face was deathly white.

" Horrible, horrible ! " he muttered. " My

poor father ! "

" You are on the way to being a doctor,

Mr. Tableman ? I believe you are at the

Middlesex Hospital," said Fare. " Do you

agree with me that your father was

strangled ? "

The other nodded.

" It looks that way," he said, speaking

with difficulty. " I couldn't conduct an

examination as if he had beenâ��somebody

else, but it looks that way."

The two men walked back to their lodgings.

" You observed the canines ? " asked

Leon, with quiet triumph, after a while.

" I observed, too, his obvious distress,"

said Manfred, and Leon chuckled.

"It is evident that you have not read

friend Mantegazza's admirable monograph

on the ' Physiology of Pain,' " he said,

smuglyâ��Leon was delightfully smug at

timesâ��" nor examined his most admirable

tables on the ' Synonyms of Expression,' or

otherwise you would be aware that the

expression of sorrow is undistinguishable

from the expression of remorse."

Manfred looked down at his friend with

that quiet smile of his.

" Anybody who did not know you, Leon,

would say that you were convinced that

Professor Tableman was strangled by his

son."

' After a heated quarrel," said Gonsalez,

complacently.

" When young Tableman had gone, you

inspected the laboratory. Did you discover

anything ? "

" Nothing more than I expected to find,"

said Gonsale/r. " The inspection was super-

fluous, I admit, for I knew exactly how the

murder was committedâ��for murder it wasâ��

the moment I came into the laboratory

and saw the thermos flask and the pad of

cot ton-wool."

Suddenly he frowned and stopped dead.

" Santa Miranda ! " he ejaculated. Gon-

salez always swore by this non-existent saint.

" I had forgotten ! "

He looked up and down the street.

" There is a place whence we can tele-

phone," he said. " Will you come with

me, or shall I leave you here ? "

" I am consumed with curiosity," said

Manfred.

They went into the shop, and Gonsalez

gave a number. Manfred did not ask him

how he knew it, because he too had read

the number which was written on the

telephone disc that stood on the late Pro-

fessor's table.

" Is that you, Mr. Munsey ? " asked

Gonsalez. " It is I. You remember I have

just come from you ? Yes, I thought you

would recognize my voice. I want to ask

you where are the Professor's spectacles."

There was a moment's silence.

" The Professor's spectacles ? " said

Munsey's voice. " Why, they're with him,

aren't they ? "

" They were not on the body or near it,"

said Gonsalez. " Will you see if they are

in his room ? I'll hold the line."

He waited, humming a little aria, and

presently he directed his attention again to

the instrument.

" In his bedroom, were they ? Thank you

very much."

He hung up the receiver. He did not

explain the conversation to Manfred, nor

did Manfred expect him to, for Leon Gonsalez

dearly loved a mystery. All Manfred per-

mitted himself to say was :â��

" Canine teeth ! "

And this seemed to amuse him very much.

When Gonsalez came to breakfast the next

morning, ' the waiter informed him that

Manfred had gone out early. George came

in about ten minutes after the other had

V

'â�¢*â�¢
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commenced breakfast, and Leon Gonsalez

looked up.

" You puzzle me when your face is so

mask-like, George," he said. " I don't know

whether you're particularly amused or par-

ticularly depressed."

" A little of the one and a little of the

other," said Manfred, sitting down to break-

fast. " I have been to Fleet Street to

examine the files of the sporting Press."

." The sporting Press ? " repeated Gonsalez,

staring at him, and Manfred nodded.

" Incidentally, I met Fare. No trace of

poison has bef>n found in the body, and no

other sign of violence. They are arresting

Stephen Tableman to-day."

" I was afraid of that,'' said Gonsalez,

gravely. " But why the sporting Press,

George ? "

Manfred did not answer the question, but

went on :â��â�¢

" Fare is quite certain that the murder

was committed by Stephen Tableman. His

theory is that there was a quarrel and that

the young man lost his temper and choked

his father. Apparently, the examination of

the body proved that extraordinary violence

must have been used. Every blood vessel

in the neck is congested. Fare also told me

that at first the doctor suspected poison, but

there is no sign of any drug to be discovered,

and the doctors say that the drug that

would cause that death with such symptoms

is unknown. It makes it worse for Stephen

Tableman because for the past few months

he has been concentrating his studies upon

obscure poisons."

Gonsalez stretched back in his chair, his

hands in his pockets.

" Well, whether he committed that murder

or not," he said after a while, " he is certain

to commit a murder sooner or later. I re-

member once a doctor in Barcelona who had

such teeth. He was a devout Christian, a

popular man, a bachelor, and had plenty of

money, and there seemed no reason in the

world why he should murder anybody, and

yet he did. He murdered another doctor

who threatened to expose some error he

made in an operation. I tell you, George,

with teeth like that " He paused and

frowned thoughtfully. " My dear George,"

he said, " I am going to ask Fare if he

will allow me the privilege of spending a

few hours alone in Professor Tableman's

laboratory."

W

H Y on earth " began Manfred,

and checked himself. " Why, of

course, you have a reason, Leon.

As a rule I find no difficulty in solving such

mysteries as these. But in this case I am

puzzled, though I have confidence that you

have already unravelled what mystery there

is. There are certain features about the busi-

ness which are particularly baffling. Why

should the old man be wearing thick gloves ? "

Gonsalez sprang to his feet, his eyes

blazing.

" What a fool ! What a fool !" he almost

shouted. " I didn't see those. Are you

sure, George ? " he asked, eagerly. " He

had thick gloves ? Are you certain ? "

Manfred nodded, smiling his surprise at

the other's perturbation.

" That's it ! " Gonsalez snapped his

finger. " I knew there was some error in my

calculations ! Thick woollen gloves, weren't

they ? " He became suddenly thoughtful.

" Now, I wonder how the devil he induced

the old man to put 'em on ?" he said, half to

himself.

The request to Mr. Fare was granted, and

the two men went together to the laboratory.

John Munsey was waiting for them.

" I discovered those spectacles by my

uncle's bedside," he said as soon as he saw

them.

" Oh, the spectacles ? " said Leon, ab-

sently. " May I see them ? " He took

them in his hand. " Your uncle was very

short-sighted. How did they come to leave

his possession, I wonder ? "

" I think he went up to his bedroom to

change ; he usually did after dinner," ex-

plained Mr. Munsey. " And he must have

left them there. He usually kept an emer-

gency pair in the laboratory, but for some

reason or other he doesn't seem to have put

them on. Do you wish to be alone in the

laboratory ?" he asked.

" I would rather," said Leon. " Perhaps

you would entertain my friend whilst I look

round ? "

Left alone, he locked the door that com-

municated between the laboratory and the

house, and his first search was for the spec-

tacles that the old man usually wore when

he was working.

Characteristically enough, he went straight

to the place where they wereâ��a big gal-

vanized ash-pan by the side of the steps

leading up to the laboratory. He found

them in fragments, the horn rims broken in

two places, and he collected what he could

and returned to the laboratory, and, laying

them on the bench, he took up the telephone.

The laboratory had a direct connection

with the exchange, and after five minutes'

waiting Gonsalez found himself in communi-

cation with Stephen Tableman.

" Yes, sir," was the surprised reply. " My

father wore his glasses throughout the

interview."

" Thank you, that is all," said Gonsalez,

and hung up the 'phone.

Then he went to one of the apparatus in a

corner of the laboratory and worked steadily
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for an hour and a half. At the end of that

time he went to the telephone again. An-

other half-hour passed, and then he pulled

from his pocket a pair of thick woollen

gloves and, unlocking the door leading to

the house, called Manfred.

" Ask Mr. Munsey to come," he said.

" Your friend is interested in science ? "

said Mr. Munsey as he accompanied Manfred

along the passage.

" I think he is one of the cleverest in his

own particular line," said Manfred.

He came into the laboratory ahead of

Munsey, and to his surprise Gonsalez was

standing near the table, holding in his hand

a small liqueur glass filled with an almost

colourless liquid. Almost colourless, but

there was a blue tinge to it, and to Manfred's

amazement a faint mist was rising from its

surface.

Manfred stared at him, and then he saw

that the hands of Leon Gonsalez were en-

closed in thick woollen gloves.

" Have you finished ? " smiled Mr. Munsey

as he came from behind Manfred ; and then

he saw Leon and smiled no more. His face

went drawn and haggard, his eyes narrowed,

and Manfred heard his laboured breathing.

" Have a drink, my friend ? " said Leon,

pleasantly. " A beautiful drink. You'd

mistake it for crÃ¨me de menthe or any old

liqueurâ��especially if you were a short-

sighted, absent-minded old man and some-

body had purloined your spectacles."

" What do you mean ? " asked Munsey,

hoarsely. " Iâ��I don't understand you."

" I promise you that this drink is in-

nocuous, that it contains no poison whatever,

that it is as pure as the air you breathe,"

Gonsalez went on.

" Damn you ! " yelled Munsey : but before

he could leap at his tormentor Manfred had

caught him and slung him to the ground.

" I have telephoned for the excellent Mr.

Fare, and he will be here soon, and also Mr.

Stephen Tableman. Ah, here they are."

There was a tap at the door.

" Will you open, please, my dear George ?

I do not think our young friend will move.

If he does, I will throw the contents of this

glass in his face."

Fare came in, followed by Stephen, and

with them an officer from Scotland Yard.

" There is your prisoner, Mr. Fare," said

Gonsalez. " And here is the means by which

Mr. John Munsey encompassed the death of

his uncleâ��decided thereto, I guess, by the

fact that his uncle had been reconciled with

Stephen Tableman, and that the will which

he had so carefully manoeuvred was to be

altered in Stephen Tableman's favour."

" That's a lie ! " gasped John Munsey.

" I worked for youâ��you know I did, Stephen.

I did my best for you."

" All part of the general scheme of decep-

tionâ��again I am guessing," said Gonsalez.

" If I am wrong, drink this. It is the liquid

your uncle drank on the night of his

death."

" What is it ? " demanded Fare, quickly.

" Ask'him," smiled Gonsalez, nodding to

the man.

John Munsey turned on his heels and walked

to the door, and the police-officer who had

accompanied Fare followed him.

ND now I will tell you what it is,"

said Gonsalez. " It is liquid air ! "

" Liquid air ! " said the Commis-

sioner. " Why, what do you mean ? How

can a man be poisoned with liquid air ? "

" Professor Tableman was not poisoned.

Liquid air is a fluid obtained by reducing

the temperature of air to two hundred and

seventy degrees below zero. Scientists use

the liquid for experiments, and it is usually

kept in a thermos flask, the mouth of which

is stopped with cotton-wool ; because, as

you know, there would be danger of a blow-up

if the air was confined."

" Good God ! " gasped Tableman, in horror.

" Then that blue mark about my father's

throat "

" He was frozen to death. At least his

throat was frozen solid the second that

liquid was taken. Your father was in the

habit of drinking a liqueur before he went

to bed, and there is no doubt that, after you

had left, Munsey gave the Professor a glassful

of liquid air, and by some means induced

him to put on gloves."

" Why did he do that ? Oh, of course,

the cold," said Manfred.

Gonsalez nodded.

" Without gloves he would have detected

immediately the stuff he was handling.

What artifice Munsey used we may never

know. It is certain he himself must have

been wearing gloves at the time. After your

father's death he then began to prepare

evidence to incriminate somebody else. The

Professor had probably put away his glasÂ«?--

preparatory to going to bed, and the mur-

derer, like myself, overlooked the fact that

the body was still wearing gloves."

" My own theory," said Gonsalez, later,

" is that Munsey has been working for years

to oust his cousin from his father's affections.

He probably invented the story of the

dipsomaniac father of Miss Faber."

Young Tableman had come to their

lodgings, and now Gonsalez had a shock.

Something he said had surprised a laugh

from Stephen, and Gonsalez stared at

him.

" Yourâ��your teeth ? " he stammered.

Stephen flushed.

" My teeth ? " he repeated, puzzled.
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"-Before Munsey could leap at his tormentor Manfred had caught him and slung him

to the ground."

" You had two enormous canines when I

saw you last," said Gonsalez. " You remem-

ber, Manfred ? " he said, and he was really

agitated. " I told you "

He was interrupted by a burst of laughter

from the young student.

" Oh, they were false ! " he said, awkwardly.

" They were knocked out at a Rugger match,

and Benson, who's a fellow in our dental

department and is an awfully good chap,

though a pretty poor dentist, undertook to

make me two to fill the deficiency. They

looked terrible, didn't they ? I don't wonder

your noticing them. I got two new ones

put in by another dentist."

" It happened on the thirteenth of Septem-

ber last year. I read about it in the sporting

Press," said Manfred ; and Gonsalez fixed

him with a reproachful glance.

"You see, my dear Leon"â��Manfred laid his

hand on the other's shoulderâ��" I knew they

were false,just as you knewthey werecanines."

When they were alone, Manfred said :â��

" Talking about canines "

" Let us talk about something else,"

snapped Leon.

(Another Adventure of The Four Just Men next mon'h.)
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o/tuejury

I DO not for a moment propose to discuss

the whole question of trial by jury,

nor indulge in an historical retrospect

with regard to the origin of that

institution. The right of a person accused

of a serious criminal charge to be tried by a

jury is practically unfettered, but it is by no

means as of right that questions in dispute

in civil cases should be settled in the same

way. Anyone who has experience of the

jury system will, I feel sure, agree that,

taken as a whole, it is the best form of

tribunal that can be provided, and I doubt

if ever the English-speaking races, at any

rate, will consent to any alteration which

deprives them of the right of trial by jury.

Primarily, juries are only supposed to deal

with questions of fact, and, in cases where

juries are empanelled, the findings of fact

are left entirely to them, it being for the

presiding judge to apply those facts as

found by the jury to the law as laid down

by him. The whole question of trial by

jury may be considered from many points of

view, as affecting (a) the community at

large; (6) the parties to the litigation;

(c) the advocates on either side who appear

for the respective parties ; (d) the judge who

tries the case. Although theoretically this

point of view ought to be the same in every

case, I have but little doubt that it varies

considerably.

Take the community first. The province

of the jury is to ascertain, if it can, the truth

of the facts that are sworn to in evidence

before it. This, if it means the absolute

truth, is a practical impossibility; all they

can do is to form their view of the facts,

and the chances that they will come to a

right decision upon what are the real facts

of the case are supposed to be greater

because their body consists of several persons

instead of only one individual. Increased

interest arises when one comes to consider

what it is that affects juries in forming their

determination as to what those real facts

are. Amongst the twelve or other number

of persons who form the jury, no doubt there

are some who have fixed ideas upon certain

subjects, and having once formed their

opinion upon that particular subject, they

are not easily turned into any other direction

when it comes under discussion, and so two

people may come to a totally different

opinion with regard to precisely the same

facts, both being absolutely honest, neither

being aware that he or she is swayed by any

preconceived idea.

How difficult it is to arrive at the absolute

truth of various statements of fact is proved

day after day in our Courts. You get an

accident witnessed by six people, all honest

and all anxious to tell the truth, but I doubt

very much if out of those six people you

would be certain of getting three sworn

statements which were absolutely consistent

from beginning to end. Then, too, there
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is this further diffi-

culty. It is un-

doubted that there

is a great deal of

perjury committed

in the witness-box.

Neither judges nor

counsel who have

practised tor a

number of years in

the Courts can have

any doubt about

this. Here again the

jury are exposed to

great difficulty, for

if a witness who is

swearing falsely knows his story well, and has

a plausible appearance and demeanour, it is

almost impossible to break that story down.

Some of the most serious miscarriages of

justice that have ever been brought about

in our tribunals have been brought about

by perjured evidence, and the most skilful

counsel at the Bar cannot by cross-examina-

tion break down a perjured story, carefully

prepared, unless he has material outside the

case itself which enables him to generally

discredit the witness and so create a presump-

tion of untruth against him. I say him, but

here the male must include the female, for

some women witnesses are most untruthful,

and as they are more untruthful, so they

are generally (and often under shelter of

their sex) more skilful in concealing that

want of veracity. If a witness only knew

how easy it is

to defeat a hos-

tile cross - exam-

ination by merely

acting on the

defensive and not

attempting to

launch out into

counter - attack,

there would be

many fewer

so-called brilliant

pieces of cross-

examination.

Even the counsel

who have made

the greatest re-

putation in that

line, who know

that the wit-

nesses they are

cross - examining

are not telling the

truth, have failed

utterly to demon-

strate that fact to

the satisfaction of

the jury, so that after all, from the point

of view of the community, it becomes a

question of getting the best results in the

best way out of the material to hand, and

any idea that absolute truth is arrived at

by every verdict is futile.

PERJURY IN ONE SYLLABLE.

I REMEMBER a very celebrated case

where probably one of the greatest cross-

examiners at the Bar was engaged in cross-

examining a witness, who, if the result was

right, was found by the verdict of the jury

to have perjured himself from beginning to

end of his testimony, yet, so far as the effect

of the cross-examination appeared on paper,

it was apparently useless, the witness hawng

all through confined himself to a monosyl-

labic " no " to the various questions and

suggestions put to him. Here the jury were,

of course, unanimous, as they must be in all

our Courts (unless a verdict of the majority

in civil cases is taken by consent), but if the

evidence of that particular case were read

from the shorthand notes it would be very

difficult to see how the jury could arrive at

the decision which they formed. It depended

entirely upon the opinion they had of the

demeanour of the witness in the witness-box,

and apparently they made up their mind

from what they saw more than from what

they heard. This is pre-eminently within

the province of a jury's power, and within

the scope of their duty. I do not think,

therefore, that we can assume that the real

interest of the community in trial by jury
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is dependent upon the jury arriving at the

absolute truth of any particular set of facts

put bsfore them, but theoretically the justi-

fication from the community's point of view

for trial by jury is the probability that

twelve persons are less likely to go wrong

upon their view of those facts than one

individual who might be called upon to

decide the point.

THE JUDGE HAS THE LAST WORD.

FROM the point of view of the parties,

quite different considerations come into

play. The object of the party is to win

the case, and so I think perhaps those who

have the weaker case are more likely to desire

that their case should be tried by a jury. So

many considerations from the psychological

point of view enter into the jury's deter-

mination of facts that in cases where on

one side sentiment, or prejudice, or sympathy

plays a large part, there is always supposed

to be a tendency on the part of juries to

decide in favour of that particular side.

The most common kind of action which I

have in my mind is an action against a large

corporation by a person who has been

injured as a result of some act or default

of a servant of that corporation, for whose

servant's act or default, unless it was negli-

gent, the corporation are not liable. But I

do not think the public realize how futile it

very often is to try a case where the plaintiff

really has no case, before a jury, in the hope

that they may squeeze a verdict by sympathy,

sentiment, or prejudice. After all, it must

be remembered that the judge has the last

word on the question of law, and many a

verdict of a jury has been set aside by the

presiding judge on the ground that it is bad

in law. There are no juries in the Court

of Appeal, although practically any appeal

on a question of fact is limited to the con-

sideration whether the jury could reason-

ably have found such a verdict upon the

evidence before them. If there is any

evidence upon which such a verdict could

be found, no Court of Appeal will set aside

that verdict merely because, had they been

sitting as jurors, they would themselves have

arrived at a different conclusion. So long

as trial by jury exists or has existed, there

will be verdicts found by those jurors with

which the presiding judge will disagree.

That is, however, an inseparable condition

of trial by jury, and many a time have I

heard a judge who has obviously and

openly said things indicating that, had the

decision of fact been left to him, he would

have found a different verdict, yet loyally

accept the verdict of the jury as right

because, as he put it, they, and not he, are

the judges of the facts.

THE SECRET OF WINNING VERDICTS.

FROM the point of view of the advocate,

an advocate can only hope for success

by identifying himself with his client

and allowing nothing to interfere with the

discharge of his duty to that client, so long

as the discharge of that duty involves no

breach of his professional or personal honour.

One of the most wholesome provisions in

our legal system is that which absolutely

forbids an expression of any personal opinion

by an advocate of the rights or wrongs of a

case in which he is engaged. Any departure

from this rule is always visited by the con-

demnation of the presiding judge, and no

self-respecting advocate, knowing this as he

does, would ever allow himself to be betrayed

into such a personal expression of opinion.

Obviously this rule must be right, as other-

wise it would open the door to unscrupulous

persons who, for the sake of the guineas

to be earned, would be prepared to express

an opinion which they did not really hold.

The consideration of the psychology of the

jury from the point of view of the advocate

must be almost identical with that of the

parties, but the real secret of successful

advocacy is to get to know in what way to

present the facts of the case so as to commend

the view being advocated to the favourable

consideration of the jury, and here the

question of psychology looms large.

I wonder how many good cases have been

lost, or bad cases won, by bad advocacy ?

Juries are very human and they are apt to

take notice of many things which do not

always attract much attention, such as the

demeanour of the advocate, useless repetition,

unjustifiable attacks upon witnesses, mis-

recollection or misrepresentation of evidence

already given. All these things very often

operate most strongly in causing the jury

to decide against that particular advocate,

for after all, if the famous story is true

of the great forensic fight between Mr.

Jones and Mr. Brown, two counsel in a

country town, one of whom was well known

by his local reputation and the other

unknown, and the jury, instead of find-

ing for A or B, the parties, found a

verdict for their own particular friend.

Mr. Jones, the advocate, then it may be

probably equally true that juries have found

verdicts against particular clients because

they did not like the advocate appearing for

that client. This may be a negation of

absolute justice, but human nature being

what it is, and human knowledge being

limited as it is, it is hopeless under the

existing conditions to expect that such results

can be entirely obviated.

From the point of view of the judge,

there can be no doubt that the only object
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the judge has in view is to see that the jury

find a verdict in accordance with what he

believes to be the true view of the facts.

Such a thing nowadays as a judge deliber-

ately trying to get a verdict against his own

honest belief is inconceivable, but the power

of a judge over a jury is not always easy to

calculate. I have known cases, and so have

other advocates of

experience, where a

too strongly ex-

pressed view .one

way in a case has

caused a jury to

decide exactly in the

opposite manner.

Only quite recently

in a case in which the

judge's summing-up,

although quite fair,

was beyond question

indicative in favour

of one side, the jury

were divided in the

proportion of ten to

two against the

judge's view. After

the case was over,

one of the jurymen

was heard to say

that the ten who

wanted to find one

way would have

secured a unanimous

verdict, but that the

two others had said

that it was quite

obvious that the

judge thought dif-

ferently, and as he

probably knew more

about it than they

;'The

is to

only object the judge

that the jury find

see

accordance with what he believes

true view of the facts."

did, they were going

to stand out for the

judge's view. Here is an instance of the

power of the judge, although his summing-

up was absolutely fair.

AN AMUSING STORY.

MAY I digress for a moment to tell a

somewhat amusing story ? Many years

ago I was engaged in a case for the

plaintiff, in which my opponent was a well-

known advocate, who now adorns the Bench.

It was an action for breach of promise of

marriage, and I was for the plaintiff, and

I must say that everybody, including my

opponent, thought that there should be a

verdict for the plaintiff. The judge evi-

dently thought so, for his summing-up left

no loophole for any other verdict, but to

everybody's intense astonishment the jury

came back with a verdict for the defendant.

Some weeks after this I happened to be

playing golf, not far from London, and going

into the club-house, where I was a guest, to

lunch, I noticed three or four men sitting at

a table whose faces were familiar to me. As

I passed I heard my name mentioned, and

turning round I at once recognized one of the

party as a juryman

in the case I have

referred to. My

curiosity being

aroused, I stopped

for a moment and

asked how they

found the verdict

that they did. He

laughed, and gave

this most amusing

explanation. "Well,"

said he, " the judge

who tried the case

had a reputation for

forming strong views

which were not

always upheld by

the Court of Appeal,

and so when the jury

retired to the jury

room to consider

their verdict, one of

them at once said :

' Well, it is quite

evident which way

the judge is. Now

we all know that it is

six to four that the

judge is wrong; why

go against the odds ?

Let's find for the de-

fendant.' " And they

did. How is the

has

a

in view

verdict in

to be the

psychology of that

particular jury to be

explained ? There is no doubt that the issue

of fact in that case was entirely for them,

and I think there is hardly any doubt that

their decision on the facts was wrong, and

yet in this case the judge was most anxious,

and took every opportunity to impress it

upon them, that they should find what, for

the purpose of the argument, must be ad-

mitted to be the right verdict, but yet for

some extraneous reason entirely outside the

case altogether they found a verdict which

was theoretically unjustifiable.

The difficulty of the advocate is that he

so seldom gets to know what takes place in

the jury room, because, although there is no

oath binding a juryman to secrecy as to the

decision or the process by which it is arrived

at, it would, I think, be highly inconvenient

if cases were liable to be reopened upon
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expressions of opinion delivered by individual

jurymen after the case had been decided.

Most judges have in their time been

advocates, and they must have the advocate's

experience and know what is most likely to

influence the jury, and it is noticeable how

some judges rarely, if ever, fail to get a jury

to find a verdict in accordance with the view

they have obviously formed of the case.

THE JURYMAN AND THE "SPORTING

TIMES."

ONE more instance of this psychology,

from actual fact. In the very early

days of my career at the Bar I was

engaged as junior in the defence of a woman

charged for murder of a new-born child. The

real question to be decided by the jury was

a medical one as to the cause of death, and

on this some very strong evidence was given

by a well-known surgeon who was a witness

for the Treasury. If his evidence was

accepted, a hostile verdict of the jury was

almost inevitable, in spite of the very strongest

sympathy which existed for the unfortunate

woman. The case was tried before one of

the most humane judges who ever adorned

the English Bench, and the humanity of his

summing-up had a great deal, no doubt, to

do with the verdict of acquittal which my

leader, by his brilliant speech, so triumphantly

secured. I happened to know the foreman

of the jury well, and, his professional vocation

being that of an undertaker, I did not think

he was likely to be moved by sentiment, so

I asked him one day soon after the trial how

he got over the evidence of the medical man

I referred to. " Oh ! " said he, " that was

the man who read the Sporting Times in

Court whilst the case was going on, and I

would not believe a man on his oath who

read a paper like that." So again, you see,

the extraneous view of a dominating member

of a jury came into play to discredit the

evidence of one of the most reliable witnesses

who ever appeared as an expert for the

Treasury.

I remember telling this story to Mr.

John Corlett soon after it occurred, and it

caused him the most intense amusement, he

being, as some of my readers may not be

aware, the proprietor and editor of the

Sporting Times, which had a large circulation

in spite of, or because of, the somewhat racy

character of its contents.

How, then, are you going to eliminate the

idiosyncrasies of jurymen from their verdicts ?

And now that persons of both sexes are

eligible to serve on juries, I am afraid the

danger of individual opinion colouring the

common decision will be much increased.

Personally, I welcome the appearance of

women on the jury, and so long as the

provisions of the Art- are carried Â«"*â�¢ Â»n^ the

discretion of the Court is exercised in pre-

venting women being called upon to decide

cases which from the very nature of the

evidence should be decided by men only,

and not submitted to women for decision, I

am sure that the advent of women on the

jury will tend to raise the tone rather than

lower the tone of their verdicts. If women

insist in getting to know some of the filthy

things which, alas, are known to men, the

inevitable result will be to lower the status

of the woman and not improve it. One

thing that gives rise to thought is whether

women are liable to be more influenced by

the personal appearance of witnesses. I am

afraid that their costume may cause more

emotion and commotion than their de-

meanour. I doubt if the public know how

important it is sometimes that witnesses

should " dress the part," and I remember

one case in particular where I insisted that a

witness whom I believed to be telling the

truth should leave his jewellery behind

before he went into the witness-box, for I

felt convinced that the quantity of it, and

its wondrous display, created a presumption

in favour of disbelief.

THE IMPORTANCE OF "DRESSING THE

PART."

HERE is another story which may in-

terest my readers, told of a well-known

advocate who, alas ! has been dead for

thirty years. It was a case at Quarter Sessions

and a young fellow was charged with stealing

a five-pound note upon a racecourse. When

arrested the first thing he did, according

to the policeman, was to eat the note. The

well-known barrister from London was taken

down specially to defend him, and in the

meanwhile the prisoner had been allowed

out on bail. When counsel saw his client,

the appearance of the latter was not calcu-

lated to impress the jury favourably with

his innocence, which, however, he stoutly

maintained. There were many cases for

trial that day, and the learned Recorder,

seeing the learned gentleman from London,

asked him if he would like to have his case

taken at once, but to everybody's astonish-

ment he declined the offer and said " he

would sooner have it taken last."

It was noticed, however, that he sat

throughout the day in court listening to the

other cases. In almost every case that was

tried, before the same jury, after the prisoner

had been convicted, a prison warder in

uniform would go into the witness-box and

read out a long string of previous convictions

against that particular prisoner. Of course,

no previous conviction can, as a general rule,

be proved against an accused person until

after the verdict of the jury; the reason

of this is obvious, in order that the jury
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1 As I passed I heard my name mentioned, and turning round I at once recognized one .

of the party as a juryman in the case referred to."

should not be prejudiced against the prisoner

by the knowledge of that previous convic-

tion. Well, after all the cases were over,

our friend's case was called on, and there

appeared in the dock a neatly-dressed and

most respectable young man, who was

indicted for feloniously stealing and receiving

a five-pound note, to which he pleaded

" Not guilty." The case proceeded, the

VoL UÃ�.-3Z

evidence was given, and a very well-known

member of the Bar appeared for the prosecu-

tion. Counsel for the defence asked very

few questions. In those days the prisoner

could not be called as a witness, and no

witnesses were called for the defence, so the

counsel for the prosecution summed the

case up before the prisoner's counsel spoke,

who then, rising to his feet, proceeded to
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address the jury somewhat in this way:

'' Gentlemen of the jury, I dare say you have

noticed that in every case that has been

tried before you to-day, or almost every

case, in which you have found your verdict of

' Guilty,' vou have had the satisfaction of

seeing in that witness-

box a man in uniform,

who has told you of

the lurid past of the

man you have just

convicted. Now, this

case is entirely differ-

ent. I challenge my

learned friend to con-

tradict me when I

say that this young

man's reputation is

unassailed and unas-

sailable. There is no

previous conviction

against him, there has

never been any pre*

vious charge against

him, Look at him:

does he look like the

sort of person who

.would steal a five-

pound note upon a

racecourse and, when

arrested, eat it ? "

With that he sat down,

and the prisoner was

acquitted. Here again,

what was the psy-

chology of the jury ?

The evidence for the

prosecution, if true, was conclusive; there

was no evidence called upon the other side,

and yet the jury, for some reason best

known to themselves, took the view that

their proper verdict was a verdict of " Not

guilty."

JUDGEâ��OR JURY?

LET me, however, say one word in dis-

criminating between civil and criminal

cases. The whole question of what is

known as the " onus of proof " is a matter

which is very often disregarded by the lay-

man. In any case where the responsibility

of the proof of any particular set of facts is

laid upon the person putting forward that

particular set of facts, it is necessary that

that responsibility should be discharged by,

at any rate, proving a prima facie case on

the facts alleged ; if the proof falls short, the

responsibility is not discharged, and, if the

responsibility is not discharged, then the

so in civil cases, but it is still stronger in

criminal cases. One of the greatest bulwarks

of criminal-justice is the presumption which

prevails that all persons (with some technical

exceptions which I need not enumerate)

accused of crime arc presumed by our law

to be innocent, until

the jury have found a

verdict of " Guilty "

against them, and if

the evidence which is

called for the prosecu-

tion does not displace

that presumption, and

demonstrate the guilt

of the accused person

beyond any reasonable-

doubt (that is to say,

the sort of doubt that

would enter into the

ordinary business rela-

tions of life), then that

accused person is en-

titled as of right to

be acquitted.

I once heard a great

advocate say that if

he was guilty of a

crime that was charged

against him he would

sooner be tried by a

jury than by a judge.

I am not altogether

sure that he was right,

for I know certainly

of more than one

case within my own

personal experience where, if the decision

had been left to the judge, the accused

person would have been acquitted, whereas

the jury, who did not thoroughly appreciate

the difficulty of deciding the question whether

the onus of proof was discharged or not, in

each case convicted the accused.

Trial by jury is an institution which is by

no means perfect, as nothing can be perfect

in this mundane world, but I for one hope

that it will never be abolished, and whatever

miscarriage of justice may ensue from a wrong

verdict by a jury, I cannot remember, in all

my professional career, a case where a person

of whose innocence I was personally convinced

has been convicted by the verdict of a jury

in a criminal case.

I cannot say the same of cases in the civil

courts, where I have often lost, and some-

times even won, verdicts which were contrary

to my personal opinion of the real merits of

the case.

A prison warder would read out a long

string of previous convictions."

jury are bound, according to our law, to Taken as a whole, trial by jury is a great

find that the case is not proved. This is institution, and long may it survive.
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THE young man came into the

club-house and flung his bag

moodily into a corner. There was

a frown on his usually cheerful

face, and he ordered a ginger-ale in the

sort of voice which an ancient Greek would

have used when asking the executioner to

bring on the hemlock. He sank into a chair

and stared straight in front of him.

Sunk in the recesses of his favourite

settee the Oldest Member had watched him

with silent sympathy.

" How did you get on ? " he inquired.

" He beat me."

The Oldest Member nodded his venerable

head.

" You have had a trying time, if I am not

mistaken. I feared as much when I saw

you go out with Pobsley. How many a

young man have I seen go out with Herbert

Pobsley exulting in his youth, and crawl

back at eventide looking like a toad under

the harrow ! He talked ? "

" All the time, confound it. Put me right

off my stroke."

The Oldest Member sighed.

" The talking golfer is undeniably the

most pronounced pest of our complex

modern civilization," he said, " and the

most difficult to deal with. It is a melancholy

thought that the noblest of games should

have produced such a scourge. I have

frequently marked Herbert Pobsley in action.

As the crackling of thorns under a pot. . . .

He is almost as bad as poor George Mackin-

tosh in his worst period. Did I ever tell

you about George Mackintosh ? "

" I don't think so."

' His," said the Sage, " is the only case of

Copyright, 1921, by

golfing garrulity I have ever known where a

permanent cure was effected. If you would

care to hear about it ? "

GEORGE MACKINTOSH (said the

Oldest Member), when I first knew

him, was one of the most admirable'

young fellows I have ever met. A hand-

some, well - set - up man, with no vices

except a tendency to use the mashie for

shots which should have been made with

the light iron. And as for his positive

virtues, they were too numerous to mention.

He never swayed his body, moved his head,

or pressed: He was always ready to utter

a tactful grunt when his opponent foozled.

And when he himself achieved a glaring

fluke, his self-reproachful click of the tongue

was music to his adversary's bruised soul.

But of all his virtues the one that most

endeared him to me and to all thinking men

was the fact that, from the start of a round

to the finish, he never spoke a word except

when absolutely compelled to do so by the

exigencies of the game. And it was this

man who subsequently, for a black period

which lives in the memory of all his con-

temporaries, was known as Gabby George

and became a shade less popular than the

germ of Spanish Influenza. Truly, corruptio

optinti pessima !

One of the things that sadden a man as he

grows older and reviews his life is the reflec-

tion that his most devastating deeds were

generally the ones which he did with the

best motives. The thought is disheartening.

I can honestly say that, when George Mackin-

tosh came to me and told me his troubles,

my sole desire was to ameliorate his lot.

P. G. Woclchouse.



The Salvation of George Mackintosh

That I might be starting on the downward

path a man whom I liked and respected

never once occurred to me.

I was reading my " Braid on the Push-

Shot " one night after dinner when George

Mackintosh came in. I could see at once

that there was something on his mind, but

what this could be I was at a loss to imagine,

for I had been playing with him myself all

the afternoon and he had done an eighty-one

and a seventy-nine. And, as I had not left

the links till dusk was beginning to fall, it

was practically impossible that he could

have gone out again and done badly. The

idea of financial trouble seemed equally out

of the question. George had a good job

with the old-established legal firm of Pea-

body, Peabody, Peabody, Peabody, Cootes,

Toots, and Peabody. The third alternative,

that he might be in love, I rejected at once.

In all the time I had known him I had never

seen a sign that George Mackintosh gave a

thought to the opposite sex.

Yet this, bizarre as it seemed, was the true

solution. Scarcely had he seated himself and

lit a cigar when he blurted out his confession.

" What would you do in a case like this ? "

he said.

" Like what ? "

" Well " He choked, and a rich blush

jjermeated his surface. " Well, it seems a

silly thing to say and all that, but I'm in

love ! "

" I see no objection to that," I said. " If

she is worthy of you."

" Worthy ! " He gasped. " She would

be worthy of Harry Vardon ! "

" Indeed ? "

" She won the Ladies' Medal last month."

" You are in love with Celia Tennant ? "

" Of course I am. I've got eyes, haven't

I ? Who else is there that any sane man

could possibly be in love with ? That," he

went on, moodily, " is the whole trouble.

There's a field of about twenty-nine, and I

should think my place in the betting is about

thirty-three to one."

" I cannot agree with you there," I said.

" You have every advantage, it appears to

me. You are young, amiable, good-looking,

comfortably off, scratch "

" But I can't talk, confound it ! " he burst

out. " And how is a man to got anywhere at

this sort of game without talking ? "

" You are talking perfectly fluently now."

" Yes, to you. But put me in front of

Celia Tennant, and I simply make a sort of

gurgling noise like a sheep with the botts.

It kills my chances stone dead. You know

these other men. I can give Claude Main-

waring a third and beat him. I can give

Eustace Brinkley a stroke a hole and simply

trample on his corpse. But when it comes

to talking to a girl, I'm not in their class."

" You must not be diffident.1'

" But I am diffident. What's the good of

saying I mustn't be diffident when I'm the

man who wrote the words and music, when

Diffidence is my middle name and my tele-

graphic address ? I can't help being diffi-

dent."

" Surely you could overcome it ? "

" But how ? It was in the hope that you

might be able to suggest something that I

came round to-night."

And this was where I did the fatal thing.

It happened that, just before I took up

" Braid on the Push-Shot," I had been

dipping into the current number of a maga-

zine, and one of the advertisements, I

chanced to remember, might have been

framed with a special eye to George's un-

fortunate case. It was that one, which I

have no doubt you have seen, which treats

of " How to Become a Convincing Talker." I

picked up this magazine now and handed it

to George.

He studied it for a few minutes in thought-

ful silence. He looked at the picture of the

man who had taken the course being fawned

upon by lovely women while the man who

had let this opportunity slip stood outride

the group gazing with a wistful envy.

" They never do that to me," said George.

" Do what, my boy ? "

" Cluster round, clinging cooingly."

" I gather from the letterpress that they

will if you write for the booklet."

" You think there is really something in

it? "

" I see no reason why eloquence should not

be taught by mail. One seems to be able

to acquire every other desirable quality in

that manner nowadays."

" I might try it. After all, it's not ex-

pensive. There's no doubt about it," lie

murmured, returning to his perusal, " that

fellow does look popular. Of course, the

evening dress may have something to do

with it."

" Not at all. The other man, you will

notice, is also wearing evening dress,, anrl

yet he is merely among those on the out-

skirts. It is simply a question of writing

for the booklet."

" Sent post free."

" Sent, as you say, post free."

" I've a good mind to try it."

" I see no reason why you should not."

" I will, by Duncan ! " He tore the page

out of the magazine and put it in his pocket.

" I'll tell you what I'll do. I'll give this thing

a trial for a week or two, and at the end of

that time I'll go to the boss and see 1ww he

reacts when I ask for a rise of salary. If

he crawls, it'll show there's something in

this. If he flings me out, it will prove the

thing's no good."
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We left it at that, and I am bound to say

â��owing, no doubt, to my not having written

for the booklet of the Memory Training

Course advertised on the adjoining page of

the magazineâ��the matter slipped from my

mind. When therefore, a few weeks later,

I received a telegram from young Mackintosh

which ran :â��

Worked like magic,

I confess I was intensely puzzled. It was

only a quarter of an hour before George

himself arrived that I solved the problem of

its meaning.

O the boss crawled ?" I said, as he

came in.

He gave a light, confident laugh. I

had not seen him, as I say, for some time, and

I was struck by the alteration in his appear-

ance. In what exactly this alteration con-

sisted I could not at first have said : but

gradually it began to impress itself on me

that his eye was brighter, his jaw squarer,

his carriage a trifle more upright than it

had been. But it was his eye that struck

me most forcibly. The George Mackintosh

I had known had had a pleasing gaze, but,

though frank and agreeable, it had never

been more dynamic than a poached egg.

This new George had an eye that was a

combination of a gimlet and a searchlight.

Coleridge's Ancient Mariner, I imagine, must

have been somewhat similarly equipped.

The Ancient Mariner stopped a wedding

guest on his way to a wedding ; George

Mackintosh gave me the impression that he

could have stopped the Cornish Riviera

express on its way to Penzance. Self-

confidenceâ��aye, and more than self-con-

fidenceâ��a sort of sinful, overbearing swank

seemed to exude from his verv pores. Even

at this early stage of the proceedings I was

not sure that I altogether approved of the

change.

" Crawled ? " he said. " Well, he didn't

actually lick my boots, because I saw him

coming and side-stepped : but he did every-

thing short of that. I hadn't been talking

an hour when "

" An hour ! " I gasped. " Did you talk

for an hour ? "

" Certainly. You wouldn't have had me

be abrupt, would you ? I went into his

private office and found him alone. I think

at first he would have been just as well

pleased if I had retired. In fact he said as

much. But I soon adjusted that outlook.

I took a seat and a cigarette, and then I

started to sketch out for him the history of

my connection with the firm. He began to

wilt before the end of the first ten minutes.

At the quarter of an hour mark he was

looking at me like a lost dog that's just found

its owner. By the half-hour he was making

little bleating noises and massaging my coat-

sleeve. And when, after perhaps an hour

and a half, I came to my peroration and

suggested a rise, he choked back a sob,

gave me double what I had asked, and invited

me to dine at his club next Tuesday. I'm

a little sorry now I cut the thing so short.

A few minutes more, and I fancy he would

have given me his sock-suspenders and made

over his life-insurance in my favour."

" Well," I said, as soon as I could speak,

for I was finding my young friend a trifle

overpowering, " this is most satisfactory."

" So-so," said George. " Not un-so-so.

A man wants an addition to his income when

he is going to get married." .

" Ah I " I said. " That, of course, will

be the real test."

" What do you mean ? "

" Why, when you propose to Celia Tennant

You remember you were saying when we

spoke of this before "

" Oh, that ! " said George, carelessly.

" I've arranged all that."

â�¢â�¢ What ! "

" Oh, yes. On my way up from the

station. I looked in on Celia about an

hour ago, and it's all settled."

" Amazing ! "

" Well, I don't know. I just put the

thing to her, and she seemed to see it."

" I congratulate you. So now, like

Alexander "

" Alexander who ? "

" If you will permit me to finish. Like

Alexander, you have no more worlds to

conquer."

" Well, I don't know so much about that,"

said George. " The way it looks to me is

that I'm just starting. This eloquence is a

thing that rather grows on one."

" You must not let it interfere with your

golf."

He gave a laugh which turned my blood

cold.

" Golf ! " he said. " After all, what is

golf ? Just pushing a small ball into a

hole. A child could do it. Indeed, children

have done it with great success. I see an

infant of fourteen has just won some sort of

championship. Could that stripling convulse

a roomful of banqueters, as I have done ? I

think not ! To sway your fellow-men with a

word, to hold them with a gestureâ��that is

the real salt of life. I don't suppose I shall

play much more golf now. I'm making

arrangements for a lecturing tour, and I'm

booked up for fifteen lunches already."

Those were his words. A man who had

once done the lake hole in one. A man

whom the committee were grooming for the

amateur championship. I am no weakling,

but I confess they sent a chill shiver down

my spine.
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GEORGE MACKINTOSH did not, I am

glad to say, carry out his mad project to

the letter. He did not altogether sever

himself from golf. He was still to be seen

occasionally on the links. But nowâ��and I

know oÃ nothing more tragic that can befall a

manâ��he found himself gradually shunned,

he who in the days of his sanity had been

besieged with more offers of games than he

could manage to accept. Men simply would

not stand his incessant flow of talk. One by

one they dropped off, until the only person

he could find to go round with him was old

Major Moseby, whose hearing completely

petered out as long ago as the year '98.

And, of course, Celia Tennant would play

with him occasionally : but it seemed to me

that even she, greatly as no doubt she loved

him, was beginning to crack under the

strain.

.So .surely had I read the pallor of her face

and the wild look of dumb agony in her

eyes that I was not surprised when, as I sat

one morning in my garden reading " Ray On

Taking Turf," my man announced her

name.

She sat down on the grass beside my chair

and looked up at my face in silent pain.

We had known each other so long that I

knew that it was not my face that pained

her, but rather some unspoken malaise of

the soul. I waited for her to speak, and

suddenly she burst out impetuously as

though she could hold back her sorrow no

longer.

" Oh, I can't stand it ! I can't stand

it!"

" You mean ?" I said, though I

knew only too well.

" This horrible obsession of poor George's,"

she cried, passionately. '' I don't think he

has stopped talking once since we have been

engaged."

" He is chatty," I agreed. Has he told

you the story about the Irishman ? "

" Half-a-dozen times. And the one about

the Swede oftener than chat. But I would

not mind an occasional anecdote. Women

have to learn to bear anecdotes from the

men they love. It is the curse of Eve. It

is his incessant easy flow of chatter on all

topics that is undermining even my devo-

tion."

" But, surely, when he proposed to you,

he must have given you an inkling of the

truth. He only hinted at it when he spoke

to me, but I gather that he was eloquent."

" When he proposed," said Celia,

dreamily, " he was wonderful. He spoke for

twenty minutes without stopping. He said

I was the essence of his every hope, the tree

on which the fruit of his life grew ; his

Present, his Future, his Pastâ��oh, and all

that sort of thing. If he would only confine

his conversation now to remarks of a similar

nature, I could listen to him all day long.

But he doesn't. He talks politics and

statistics and philosophy, andâ��oh, and

everything. He makes my head ache."

" And your heart also, I fear," I said,

gravely.

" I love him ! " she replied, simply. '' In

spite of everything, I love him dearly. But

what to do ? What to do ? I have an

awful fear that, when we are getting married,

instead of answering ' I will,' he will go

into the pulpit and deliver an address on

' Marriage Ceremonies of All Ages.' The world

to him is a vast lecture-platform. He looks

on life as one long after-dinner, with himself

as the principal speaker of the evening. It

is breaking my heart. I see him shunned

by bis former friends. Shunned ! They

run a mile when they see him coming. The

mere sound of his voice outside the club-

house is enough to send brave men diving

for safety beneath the sofas. Can you

wonder that I am in despair ? What have

I to live for ? "

" There is always golf."

" Yes, there is always golf," she whispered

bravely.

" Come and have a round this afternoon."

" I had promised to go for a walk "â��

she shuddered, then pulled herself togetherâ��â�¢

" for a walk with George."

I hesitated for a moment.

" Bring him along," I said, and patted

her hand. " It may be that together we

shall find an opportunity of reasoning with

him."

She shook her head.

" You can't reason with George. He

never stops talking long enough to give you

time."

" Nevertheless, there is no harm in trying.

I have an idea that this malady of his is not

permanent and incurable. The very violence

with which the germ of loquacity has attacked

him gives me hope. You must remember

that before this seizure he was rather a

noticeably silent man. Sometimes I think

that it is just Nature's way of restoring the

average, and that soon the fever may burn

itself out. Or it may be that a sudden

shock At any rate, have courage."

. " I will try to be brave."

" Capital ! At half-past two on the first

tee, then."

THE steady drone of a baritone voice as

I alighted from my car and approached

the first tee told me that George had

not forgotten the tryst. He was sitting on

the stone seat under the chestnut tree,

speaking a few well-chosen words on the

Labour Movement.

" To what conclusion, then, do we come ? 'â�¢
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" Men simply would not stand his incessant flow of talk. One by one they dropped off,

until the only person he could find to go round with him was old Major Moseby, whose

hearing completely petered out as long ago as the year "98."
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he was saying. " We come to the foregone

and inevitable conclusion that "

" Good afternoon, George," I said.

He nodded briefly, but without verbal

salutation. He seemed to regard my remark

as he would have regarded the unmannerly

heckling of someone at the back of the hall.

He proceeded evenly with his speech, and

was still talking when Celia addressed her

ball and drove off. Her drive, coinciding

with a sharp rhetorical question from George,

wavered in mid-air, and the ball trickled off

into the rough half-way down the hill. I

can see the poor girl's tortured face even

now. But she breathed no word of reproach.

Such is the miracle of woman's love.

" Where you went wrong there," said

George, breaking off his remarks on Labour,

" was that you have not studied the dyna-

mics of golf sufficiently. You did not pivot

properly. You allowed your left heel to

point down the course when you were at

the top of your swing. This makes for

instability and loss of distance. The fun-

damental law of the dynamics of golf is that

the left foot shall be solidly on the ground

at the moment of impact. If you allow

your heel to point down the course, it is

almost impossible to bring it back in time

to make the foot a solid fulcrum."

I drove, and managed to clear the rough

and reach the fairway. But it was not one

of my best drives. George Mackintosh, I

confess, had unnerved me. The feeling he

gave me resembled the self-conscious panic

which I used to experience in my childhood

when informed that there was One Awful

Eye that watched my every movement and

saw my every act. It was only the fact that

poor Celia appeared even more affected by

his espionage that enabled me to win the

first hole in seven.

ON the way to the second tee George

discoursed on the beauties of Nature,

pointing out at considerable length

how exquisitely the silver glitter of the lake

harmonized with the vivid emerald turf near

the hole and the duller green of the rough

beyond it. As Celia teed up her ball, he

directed her attention to the golden glory

of the sand-pit to the left of the flag. It

was not the spirit in which to approach

the lake-hole, and I was not surprised

when the unfortunate girl's ball fell with a

sickening plop half-way across the water.

" Where you went wrong there," said

George, " was that you made the stroke a

sudden heave instead of a smooth, snappy

flick of the wrists. Pressing is always bad,

but with the mashie "

" I think I will give you this hole," said

Celia to me, for my shot had cleared the

water and was lying on the edge of the

green. " I wish I hadn't used a new

ball."

" The price of golf-balls," said George, as

we started to round the lake, " is a matter

to which economists should give some

attention. I am credibly informed that

rubber at the present time is exceptionally

cheap. Yet we see no decrease in the price

of golf-balls, which, as I need scarcely inform

you, are rubber-cored. Why should this be

so ? You will say that the wages of skilled

labour have gone up. True. But "

" One moment, George, while I drive," I

said. For we had now arrived at the third

tee.

" A curious thing, concentration," said

George, " and why certain phenomena should

prevent us from focusing our attention

This brings me to the vexed question of

sleep. Why is it that we are able to sleep

through some vast convulsion of Nature

when a dripping tap is enough to keep us

awake ? I am told that there were people

who slumbered peacefully through the San

Francisco earthquake, merely stirring

drowsily from time to time to tell an

imaginary person to leave it on the mat.

Yet these same people "

Celia's drive bounded into the deep ravine

which yawns some fifty yards from the tee.

A low moan escaped her.

' Where you went wrong there "

said George.

" I know," said Celia. ' I lifted my head."

I had never heard her speak so abruptly

before. Her manner, in a girl less noticeably

pretty, might almost have been called

snappish. George, however, did not appear

to have noticed anything amiss. He filled

his pipe and followed her into the ravine.

" Remarkable," he said, " how funda-

mental a principle of golf is this keeping the

head still. You will hear professionals tell

their pupils to keep their eye on the ball.

Keeping the eye on the ball is only a secon-

dary matter. What they really mean is that

the head should be kept rigid, as otherwise

it is impossible to "

His voice died away. I had sliced my

drive into the woods on the right, and after

playing another had gone off to try to find

my ball, leaving Celia and George in the

ravine behind me. My last glimpse of them

showed me that her ball had fallen into a

stone-studded cavity in the side of the hill,

and she was drawing her niblick from her

bag as I passed out of sight. George's voice,

blurred by distance to a monotonous mur-

mur, followed me until I was out of earshot.

I was just about to give up the hunt for

my ball in despair, when I heard Celia's

voice calling to me from the edge of the

undergrowth. There was a sharp note in it

which startled me.
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I came out, trailing a portion of some

unknown shrub which had twined itself about

my ankle.

" Yes ?" I said, picking twigs out oÃ my

hair.

" I want your advice," said Celia.

" Certainly. What is the trouble ? â�¢ By

the way," I said, looking round, " where is

â�¢your fiancÃ© ?"

" I have no fiancÃ©," she said, in a dull,

hard voice.

" You have broken off the engagement ? "

" Not exactly. And yetâ��well, I suppose

it amounts to that."

" I don't quite understand."

" Well, the fact is," said Celia, in a burst

of girlish frankness, " I rather think I've

killed George."

" Killed him, eh ? "

It was a solution that had not occurred

to me, but now that it was presented for

my inspection I could see its merits. In

these days of national effort, when we are

all working together to try to make our

beloved land fit for heroes to live in, it was

astonishing that nobody before had thought

of a simple, obvious thing like killing

George Mackintosh. George Mackintosh was

undoubtedly better dead, but it had taken

a woman's intuition to see it.

" I killed him with my niblick," said

Celia.

I nodded. If the thing was to be done at

all, it was unquestionably a niblick shot.

" I had just made my eleventh attempt

to get out of that ravine," the girl went on,

" with George talking all the time about the

recent excavations in Egypt, when suddenly

â��you know what it is when something

seems to snap "

" I had the experience with my shoe-lace

only this morning."

" Yes, it was like that. Sharpâ��suddenâ��

happening all in a moment. I suppose I

must have said something, for George

stopped talking about Egypt and said that

he was reminded by a remark of the last

speaker's of a certain Irishman "

I pressed her hand.

" Don't go on if it hurts you," I said,

gently.

" Well, there is very little more to tell.

He bent his head to light his pipe, and wellâ��

the temptation was too much for me. That's

all."

" You were quite right."

" You really think so ? "

" I certainly do. A rather similar action,

under far less provocation, once made Jael

the wife of Heber the most popular woman

in Israel."

" I wish I could think so too," she mur-

mured. " At the moment, you know, I was

conscious of nothing but an awful elation.

Butâ��butâ��oh, he was such a darling before

he got this dreadful affliction. I can't help

thinking oÃ G-George as he used to be."

She burst into a torrent of sobs.

" Would you care for me to view the

remains ?" I said.

" Perhaps it would be as well."

She led me silently into the ravine.

George Mackintosh was lying on his back

where he had fallen.

" There I " said Celia.

And, as she spoke, George Mackintosh

gave a kind of snorting groan and sat up.

Celia uttered a sharp shriek and sank on her

knees before him. George blinked once or

twice and looked about him dazedly.

" Save the women and children ! " he

cried. " I can swim ! "

" Oh, George ! " said Celia.

" Feeling a little better ?" I asked.

" A little. How many people were hurt Ã "

" Hurt ? "

" When the express ran into us." He

cast another glance around him. " Why,

how did I get here ? "

" You were here all the time," I said.

" Do you mean after the roof fell in or

before ? "

Celia was crying quietly down the back

of his neck.

" Oh, George ! " she said, again.

He groped out feebly for her hand and

patted it.

" Brave little woman ! " he said. " Brave

little woman ! She stuck by me all through.

Tell meâ��I am strong enough to bear itâ��

what caused the explosion ? "

It seemed to me a case where much un-

pleasant explanation might be avoided by

the exercise of a little tact.

" Well, some say one thing and some

another," I said. " Whether it was a spark

from a cigarette "

Celia interrupted me. The woman in her

made her revolt against this well-intentioned

subterfuge.

" I hit you, George ! "

" Hit me ?" he repeated, curiously.

" What with ? The Eiffel Tower ? "

" With my niblick."

" You hit me with your niblick ! But

why ? "

She hesitated. Then she faced him

bravely.

" Because you wouldn't stop talking."

He gaped.

" Me ! " he said. " I wouldn't stop talk-

ing I But I hardly talk at all. I'm noted

for it."

Celia's eyes met mine in agonized inquiry.

But I saw what had happened. The blow,

the sudden shock, had operated on George's

brain-cells in such a way as to effect a com-

plete cure. I have not the technical know-
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ledge to be able to explain it, but the facts

were plain.

' Lately, my dear fellow," I assured him,

'' you have dropped into the habit of talking

rather a good deal. Ever since we started

out this afternoon you have kept up an

incessant flow of conversation ! "

George Mackintosh stared at me. Then a

crimson blush mantled his face.

"So I did ! It's all beginning to come

back to me. Oh, heavens ! "

" Can you forgive me, George ? " cried

Celia again.

He took her hand in his.

..

Â»t i

"

" As she spoke, George Mackintosh gave a kind of snorting groan and sat up. Celia

"Me ! On the links ! It isn't possible."

" It is only too true, I fear. And that is

why this brave girl hit you with her niblick.

You started to tell her a funny story just

as she was making her eleventh shot to get

her ball out of this ravine, and she took

what she considered the necessary steps."

â�¢' Can you ever forgive me, George ? "

cried Celia.

" Forgive you ? " he muttered. " Can

you forgive me ? Meâ��a tee-talker, a green-

gabbler, a prattler on the links, the lowest

form of life known to science ! I am un-

clean, unclean ! "

" It's only a little mud, dearest," said

Celia, looking at the sleeve of his coat. " It

will brush off when it's dry."

" How can you link your lot with a man
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who talks when people are making their

shots ? "

" You will never do it again."

" But I have done it. And you stuck to

me all through ! Oh, Celia ! "

" I loved you, George."

The man seemed to swell with a sudden

emotion. His eyes lit up, and he thrust one

uttered a sharp shriek and sank on her knees before him."

hand into the breast of his coat while he

raised the other in a sweeping gesture. For

an instant he appeared on the verge of a flood

of eloquence. And then, as if he had been

made sharply aware of what it was that he in-

tended to do, he suddenly sagged. The gleam

died out of his eyes. He lowered his hand.

" Well, I must say that was rather decent

of you," he said.

A lame speech, but one that brought an

infinite joy to both his hearers. For it

showed that George Mackintosh was cured

beyond possibility of relapse.

" Yes, I must say you are rather a corker,"

he added.

" George ! " cried Celia.

I said nothing, but I clasped his hand ;

and then, taking

my clubs, I re-

tired. When I

looked round she

was still in lus

arms. I left them

there, alone to-

gether in the great

silence.

And so (con-

cluded the Oldest

Member) you see

that a cure is pos-

sible, though it

needs a woman's

gentle hand to

bring it about.

And how few

women are capable

of doing what

Celia Tennant did.

Apart from the

difficulty of sum-

moning up the

necessary resolu-

tion, an act like

hers requires a

straight eye and a

pair of strong and

supple wrists. It

seems to me that

for the ordinary

talking golfer

there is no hope.

And the race seems

to be getting more

numerous every

day. Yet the finest

golfers are always

the least loqua-

cious. It is related

of the illustrious

Sandy McHoots

that when, on

the occasion of

his winning the

British Open Championship, he was inter-

viewed by reporters from the leading daily

papers as to his views on Tariff Reform,

Bimetallism, the Trial by Jury System, and

the Modern Craze for Dancing, all they

could extract from him was the single

word " Mphm ! " Having uttered which, he

shouldered his bag and went home to tea. A

great man. I wish there were more like him.
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IT was at that point upon the way to

Thun where the white dust-carpeted

road is squeezed between the tree-

clad hillside and the flower-gemmed

gardens of the villas bordering the lake that

the third tyre exploded like a bomb. Upon

the noise of it, the pale girl in the back of

the car carried a quick, involuntary hand to

her heart, and the big grey man beside her

exclaimed in rasping French. The rabbit-

faced chauffeur humped a shoulder defensively

and drew the car up at the side of the road.

" It is the heat," he said, plaintively,

turning deprecating, uneasy eyes on his

employer as he prepared to descend from

his seat. " And now I must mend it; I have

no more spares."

The big man made a small, impatient

grimace. " How long will it take ? " he

demanded.

The chauffeur shrugged with outspread

palms. " Half an hourâ��forty minutes," he

suggested, hopefully. " If M'sieur and Made-

moiselle would care to walk a littleâ��there

are seats in the shade of the trees farther on."

" What d'you think about it, Cecil ? " The

big man bent to the girl at his side. " Would

you like to get out for a little while ; or is

it too hot for you ? "

The very dust of the road was aglow with

the sun-blaze, and the still surface of the lake

beyond the gardens shimmered with the

heat-haze. It was the afternoon of such a

day as visits Switzerland once or twice in a

summer, when the sunshine stands between

the hills like deep water and the air is quelled

and stagnant with heat. The girl raised her

head slowly, as if with an effort, and seemed

to sigh faintly. She was perhaps twenty-two

years of age, little and slight; her attitude

as she leaned back in the wide seat, beside

the robust bulk of the man who leaned over

her, enhanced her effect of a delicate fragility.

The face she lifted to the glare of the sun
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was wan with an invalid pallor; she might

have been ghostly but for a touch of auburn

lustre in her fair hair and the quiet life in her

dark eyes.

" Yes," she answered. " I'd like to get

out for a little."

" Right! " said the big man, cheerily, and

flung open the door of the tonneau. " Get

on with it," he bade the chauffeur in French.

" Come after us when you're through, and

don't smother us with dust when you

come."

With strong and gentle hands he helped

the girl down, handling her with careful

tenderness. He was a large man, thick-

bodied, great in the shoulders, heavy-

browed, with lips wide and firm under his

close-clipped grey moustache. What was

salient in him, as he stood and moved, was a

quality as of assurance and security in every

posture and motion, a manner as though

powerâ��the habit and knowledge of itâ��had

penetrated every function of his being till

it flavoured even the least of his actions.

The rabbit-faced chauffeur, flimsy-bodied

and uncomely, watched him with furtive,

slavish eyes as he lifted the girl bodily from

the step and set her beside him in the road.

" Now," he said, " we'll go slowly till we get

to the shade and then we'll sit down. Take

hold of my arm, honey."

His strong good-nature was like a benign

tyranny. " Yes, father," said the girl, in
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her faded, sick-room voice that yet liad

musical modulations in it, and passed her

thin arm through the crook of his big elbow.

Together they crossed to the side-walk and

moved slowly along it towards where, beyond

a bend in the road, a cluster of tree-tops held

promise of shade. The chauffeur, standing

limp by the machine, watched them depart

ere he fell to work ; he needed to be free of

that dominance before he could develop any

initiative of his own.

The pair of them, the large forceful man

and the small frail girl, moved slowly through

the sunlight. Warren Hall, who owed

obedience to no man or men, had come

hither upon the word of a Paris doctor,

leaving to partners and assistants the great

complexity of affairs that was his life. Here,

where the dawn and evening breezes came

freighted with the healing virtues of the

great mountains, where yet the levels lay

low enough to put no strain upon an impaired

heart, he looked to find health for the

daughter who drooped beside him while he

walked. Together they had sought it for

her in many places where luxury and hope

are for sale to those who can pay lavishly ;

they had gathered in weariness and dis-

appointment a strange lore of those cara-

vanserais where the wealthy infirm of Europe

congregate and languish ; and now at last

they had found themselves a refuge in the

little antique town of Thun, through which

the volume of the lake pours itself in swift

glassy torrents.

" It's hot, isn't it ? " said Warren Hall.

He looked down at her, his big face, that

could harden to granite, soft and solicitous.

" You feeling any better to-day, Cecil ? "

She raised her eyes to his and gave him a

brief smile. It was as though a light had

flashed upon her face, and for an instant the

languor and wanness of her countenance

were warmed to vividness and life. It was

a gift she made him, and she knew his

instant response to it in the sudden pressure

of his big arm upon hers.

" I think so," she answered. " Iâ��I like

this place, father. I couldn't bear those big

hotels and all those sick people any longer."

" That's fine," he said ; and possibly

among the many who hated and feared him,

some would have pitied him at that moment

for the sudden happiness that showed in

him. " That's fine, Cecil ! Oh, we'll get

you well yet, all rightâ��well enough to look

after your poor old father in his old age.

You're looking better, too. I can see the

difference in you since we came here."

It was at that moment in their carefully

slow progress that the girl stopped and

stood. He came to a halt instantly upon

the gentle drag of her arm, and his cheeriness

dissolved to an instant anxiety.

" Why, Cecil ! " he began.

She tried to smile at him again, but there

was no mirth upon her lips.

" It'sâ��nothing," she said, breathlessly.

" Onlyâ��perhaps the heat. Ifâ��if I could

sit down ! Hold me, father !" /

SHE was leaning against him and he passed

a deft arm under hers and around her.

Over her head, where it bowed against

his burly shoulder, his big face was grim and

dark. It was moments such as these that were

to be fearedâ��death-traps hidden along the

way by which they groped for lifeâ��when the

halting heart in the girl's bosom flogged itself

to an insane gallop towards destruction and

death. He could feel it now as he held lier

to him, the wild irregular beating of it

perceptible through her clothes and his. He

cast desperate eyes back along the road to

where the chauffeur knelt beside the car and

pried at the burst tyre.

The man's back was to him ; he would

have shouted to him to drive the car hither

as it was, but he feared to startle her. The

road was empty in both directions. He

backed against the white fence of the garden

behind him, shifted his hold upon the girl to

give her an easier posture, and set his iron

jaw to wait till the spasm should have

passed.

It was a couple of minutes before at last

she lifted her head and moved to slacken his

arm. He let her go at once, but kept a hand

lightly upon her. They looked at each other.

" Well," he said, in matter-of-fact tones ;

" that was sudden ! "

" Yes," she answered. There was a touch

of colour in her cheeks for the moment as

though she were flushed with effort.

" Easier now ? " he asked.

"'Yes ; it's gone now," she said.

It was thus they spake together always

when the lurking menace had shown itself.

So much at least they had in commonâ��they

could not tell one another of the cold fear

that was theirs in those moments, she with

death imminent before her, he with loss and

grief reaching over her bent head at him.

They stood looking at one another ; they

seemed to be alone together upon the white

road in a complete solitude ; so that the

voice that suddenly spoke to them across the

fence from the garden startled them both.

" Is anything wrong ? " it said.

They turned, the girl with that involuntary

movement of her hand towards her heart.

Beyond the fence a tall, slender woman, clad

from neck to skirt-hem in an earth-soiled

blue overall, stood regarding them. Upon

her head she wore a broad-brimmed hat of

rough straw such as labourers wear in the

fields around Thun ; she had gauntlets of

undressed leather on her hands, and in one of
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them she carried a gardening-trowel. In the

shadow of her hat she showed a face com-

posed, enterprising, and adequate.

Warren Hall took in the ensemble of her

with a single shrewd glance ; men and women

are the chief materials in most trades, and

he was an expert in his. He raised his hat.

" Why, ma'am," he replied, " my daughter

here â�� I fancy the heat's been a little too

much for her. Our car burst a tyre back

there, and we got out to stroll along a little

way an' she found she couldn't manage it."

The tall woman needed longer to estimate

their quality than Warren Hall had required

for hers. She bent on them a gaze that was

frankly an inspection, and even walked

nearer to the fence to look along the road and

verify the existence of the car. It was done

so calmly and openly, so much in the manner

of a decent formality, that Warren Hall

failed to feel indignation at it all.

" Your man will probably be some time,"

said the tall woman then. " Would you

care to come in and sit down where it's

cooler ? "

" Why, thank you," said Hall, awkwardly.

For himself he would have .refused, but his

daughter was another matter. " You're

very kind."

He took the girl's arm in his. A gate let

them through to the garden with its blaze

of geraniums, and they followed their hostess

up the steps and in at the door of the villa.

" We'll go right through," she dropped over

her shoulder to them as they entered, and

led the way along a brief corridor to the

room at its farther end. As she thrust open

the door of it to enter, it was as though light

and colour, blended like tones in a chord,

leaped out upon them. There were the wide

blue water-floor of the lake, the green and

black and snow of the opposite mountains,

and sunlight tempered and purged of its

heat through a filter of shadow.

" Now," said their hostess, standing with

hand on the door, " if you'll make yourselves

comfortable here " â�� she motioned with the

gardening-trowel towards the deep chairs

that stood about the place â�� " I'll see what

I can do about tea."

Warren Hall began a phrase of deprecatory

thanks, but she nodded curtly and departed

in the middle of it, letting the door swing to

behind her.

, what do you think of that ? "

he said, amusedly. He turned to

his daughter. She had already

seated herself in one of the low chairs,

and now lay back in it facing the great

calm glory of the lake. Before her, the

wide French windows were open to the

broad veranda ; shadow, grateful as water

to a thirsty man, flooded the place. She

looked up at him as he turned, and he saw

upon her face a repose as of utter content.

"'Comfortable, honey ? " he asked.

" Father ! " she said. " Fatherâ��look at

this room ! "

" Why ? " he said, not understanding.

" What's the matter with it ? "

" Isn't itâ��isn't it perfect ! " He stored

at her ; it was a long and sad time since he

had seen so much of interest and gladness in

her. " Oh ! It's lovely ! I could get well

here ! "

" You could, eh ? "

He stared about him. He was not readily

sensitive to the impressions that moved her

so easily, and it was only gradually that he

saw what had stirred her. The room was

square and low-ceilinged for its size ; besides

the view over the lake, a wide latticed window

in its western wall looked away to the hill-

throned castle and the steep red roofs of

Thun. A wide hearth lined with glazed

tiles was opposite the French windows ; and

the floor was bare, with bright rugs here and

there. It contained nothing that was ob-

viously costly or rare ; and yet he perceived,

as he gazed about him, while the girl watched

him smiling, that somehow beauty, the grace

of sheer Tightness of proportion and equip>-

ment, was instinct in the place.

" Yes," he admitted, cautiously. " There's

something about it ; I don't just know what

it is. And you think you could get well

here, do you ? "

" I'm getting better already," she smiled.

" I never want to move from this chair. I

can feel this room holding me in its arms

and keeping me safe. After all those hotels

and sanatorium placesâ��it's heaven." â�¢

He was still standing, watching her under

lowered brows. She was scarcely recog-

nizable as the limp and feeble creature lie

had lifted from the car so short a while

before, nor as the girl who had all but died in

his arms upon the road. There was a glow

in her, awakened life in her face, and her eyes

were soft and bright.

" Well," he began, " if that's how you feel

about it, Cecil, I guess "

He had to break off there, for the door

behind him opened and their tall hostess re-

appeared. She had slipped off the soiled

blue overall and laid aside the straw hat,

the gauntlets, and the trowel, and revealed

herself now in a workmanlike skirt of worn

tweed and white blouse.

" Making yourselves at home ? That's

right," she said, in her clear, assured voice.

" There'll be tea in a minute. You'd lika

some tea, wouldn't you ? "

The tea arrived, on her heels, as it were ;

and it was while they sat, balancing their

cups, that Warren Hall began to move

towards his purpose.
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I'm getting better already,' she smiled. ' I never want to move from this chair.

I can feel this room holding me in its arms and keeping me safe.' "
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"This is a nice home you've got here,

ma'am," he said. ." You live here the year

round, I suppose ? "

The tall woman shook her head. " It

isn't mine," she replied. " It's my brother's.

He just lends it to me sometimes when he's

away. ' To-morrow he comes back, and then

I'm off to England again."

" To-morrow, eh ? " Hall considered.

" We're staying in Thunâ��at the Keller

Hotel. I hope I'll have a chance to meet

your brother some time. My name's Hallâ��

Warren Hall." *

It was proper that to that she should reply :

" Not the Warren Hall ? " For if he was not

Pierpont Morgan, he wasâ��well !â��Warren

Hall, and the difference was not vast. But

she only nodded.

" You're American, aren't you ? " she

inquired.

" Yes," said Hall.

" I dare say you'll meet my brother in

Thun," she went on. " He walks in nearly

every day. Carr's his nameâ��Seymour Carr.

He's a painter."

" A painter, eh ? ".

" That's what he calls himself," she smiled.

" Really, I think it's just an excuse for doing

nothing. But since he managed to get a

picture into the Salon there's no arguing

with him."

She continued to prattle and Hall to

interpose appropriate replies. He managed,

however, to elicit that the painter had built

the house himself and owned the land on

which it stood. Cecil, lying back in her

chair, said nothing ; Hall, glancing at her

from time to time, saw that her face still

preserved its tranquil gladness.

IT had it yet when, the tyre at last

repaired, the big car bore them back to

â�¢Thun.

" Well," said Hall, glancing down at her

at his side, " feeling rested, honey ? "

She smiled and nodded. 'It was the

heat, I think," she said. " All I needed was

just to sit in that wonderful room andâ��and

soak in it. I'm all right now.''

" I see you are," said Hall. Then, after a

pause : " Cecil, it was a pleasant room all

right ; I noticed that, but just what was it

in the place that put you right like that ? I

haven't seen you so well and bright for

years ; and if we can find out what did it,

I've got to get it for you. Was it anything

that's got a name in any language I know ? "

She smiled again ; never before had she

been so prodigal of smiles.

" I don't know it if it has," she said.

" Butâ��didn't you feel it at all, father ?

Just that quietness and coolness, and every-

thing around soâ��so right."

" H'm ! " he said. " But quietness and

"coolness "we can get any time, Cecil. The

other thing, too, I guess ! 'And if it comes

to that, I can get you that very room. I

can get you anything that'll put that rested

and contented look-in your face, dear." :

She glanced up at him quickly. ' " Not

that room, father," she said. " Places like

thatâ��no, one can't get them ! "

" Can't one, though ? " He sat up and

squared his massive shoulders, looking down

on her. He had never turned to Cecil the

face with which he had fought his way to

wealth and power ; for her it had never

failed to soften ; but now, for an instant, the>

granite of it showed through his smile.

" Can't one, hey ? Well, now, just you!

watch me I "

But she did not smile again ; instead she

shook her head soberly, and into her bright

face there crept once more the forlornness

and the languor. Warren Hall watched her

with eyes that narrowed and hardened.

It was two days later that he stood again

in the room of healing and saw across the.

veranda the mighty calm presences of the

lake and the mountains. He would have

waited longer, made inquiries, reconnoitred

his ground, and prepared his attack to its

last detail ; but the day before Cecil had

suffered another heart-fit, and after it, limp

and exhausted upon her bed, with the fat

little Swiss doctor watching her with eyes

full of foreboding, she had spoken weakly.

" I wish I were there now," she had

murmured, and Hall had understood. From

that moment he had delayed only to assure

himself that the owner of the house had

returned to it.

The young man who presently appeared

carried in his hand the visiting card which

Hall had handed to the maid who admitted

him. Like his sister, he was tall and spare,

and there was the same genial assurance and

directness of address. With it went a

touch of whimsicality ; he smiled from the

card to his visitor as though something in

Hall's identity amused him.

" Mr. Warren Hall ? " he inquired. " But

you aren't the Paris man, are youâ��the

millionaire, I mean ? "

Hall nodded. " I'm the man you mean,"

he answered. " Mr. Seymour Carr, isn't it ?"

" That's me," said Carr, and laughed. " I

say, did my sister let you in the other day ?

What a lark ! Fancy entertaining Warren

Hall unawares ! You haven't come to buy

pictures, I suppose ? "

' I don't mind doing that, too," answered

Hall. " I'll buy pretty well anything you

like as long as you'll sell me what I want as

well."

As he spoke, he was taking the measure of

his man. Upon the face of it, it should be

easy enough for him, who had bought and
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sold so many and such diverse things in his

day, to have his way with a trifler of this

type ; but he was not yet assured.. Strong

wills he had bent to his uses ; subtle brains

he had out-manoeuvred ; but the man of

whims, the man of light and odd preferences

â��him he approached with caution.

Seymour Carr laughed again. " Have a

chair," he suggested, and took one himself.

Warren Hall seated himself facing him. " I

haven't any pictures here, you know. They're

in my studio in Chelsea. I only got back

from there yesterday. Did you see that

thing of mine in the Salon ? "

Hall shook his big head. " I didn't, but

I will," he said. " But it wasn't pictures

that I came about to-day, Mr. Carr. That'll

be for another time."

" Not pictures ? " Carr was lighting a

cigarette. He glanced across, still smiling.

" And me fancying I was going to skin a

millionaire at last ! "

" I shouldn't wonder if you did, after all,"

said Hall. " One thing I didn't come for :

I didn't come to bargain. I came to pay

your price."

" Sounds good enough," said the other,

lightly. " What is it you want to buy. by

the way ? "

" I want to buy this house," answered

Hall.

THE other stared at him through his

drift of cigarette smoke. There were

some seconds of silence.

" Sorry," said Carr at length. " But the

house isn't for sale."

He flicked the' ash from the tip of his

cigarette, replaced it in his mouth, and sat

ga/ing tranquilly at the other. Warren

Hall frowned, as in thought.

" I know it isn't on offer, Mr. Carr," he

said, " and I want you to understand that I

must have some pretty good reason for

walking into a stranger's house and asking

him to let me have it. Now, whether you

sell or don't sell '

Carr, still smoking calmly, interrupted.

" I don't sell," he replied. " I said so."

" A moment, Mr. Carr," urged Hall. " I

want you to know how I come to do a thing

like this. Your sister probably told you it

was on account of a young lady that she

invited me in here ? "

Carr nodded. " Your daughter, wasn't

it?"

" My daughter," confirmed Hall. He

gathered himself together for what he had to

say. He was noted among his associates

for his gift of effective statement. The

other, watching him half-amusedly, saw the

large, strong face take on a new seriousness ;

it was suddenly simple and reverend. Care-

fully, then, in plainest words he told his

Vol. Ð«.-33.

hearer of Cecil, his only living relative. He

told of the search through inland spas and

Riviera pleasure-cities for the means of life

and health, of the dreariness of the great

specialized hotels and nursing homes, of the

dwindling and re-kindling of hope. It was

a good story ; he felt his way with it to his

hearer's interest ; and so came at last to the

events of the day before last.

" I don't quite understand it myself," he

said. " But if you'd seen her like 1 didâ��â�¢

first half-dying outside your fence and then

sitting here with all the weariness gone

from her faceâ��well, you'd understand that

I wouldn't stop at much to get her what she

needs."

Carr had not moved. As Warren Halt

finished, he tossed the butt of his cigarette

to the veranda.

" It's a wonderful compliment to my

room," he said, " and I appreciate it very

highly. Just a fancy of hers, though, of

course ; invalids have these fancies, don't

they ? "

" They do," answered Warren Hall. "And

they die of "em."

" Oh, well, I'm sure your daughter won't,"

parried Carr. " You can afford to give her

something much more splendid than this."

He rose as he spoke and the elder man rose

likewise.

" You're fond of the place ? " asked the

latter. " Built it yourself, didn't you ? "

Carr nodded. " Oh, yes ; I suppose I am

rather fond of it," he answered. " I prac-

tically designed it, you seeâ��had an idea I'd

have a house to fit me instead of a hand-me-

down one. And I think I've got it. It Â¡Ñ�

rather a good room, isn't it ? "

" I'm wondering what it cost you," said

Hall.

The other turned a wary eye on him. " Oh,

about forty thousand francs," he said.

" And that includes the site. Not what

you'd call expensive, Mr. Hall, is it ?"

" No," said Hall. " It isn't. And if you

wanted to sell itâ��which you don't !â��I

shouldn't call ten times that too much for

my purpose."

The young man met his gaze coolly.

" Four hundred thousand, eh ? By Jove !

What a chance I'm losing ! "

" About that," said"H.all. " Call it a level

half-million to save arithmetic."

" The bidding is lively," remarked Carr.

" Are you sure you wouldn't go to a million ?"

" No," said Warren Hall, gravely. " I'm

not sure of anything of the kind."

The other whistled. " Camels will soon

be going through needles' eyes at this rate,"

he said. Then, with a touch of irritation :

" But it's no use, Mr. Hall. I don't want

your million and I do want my house. I'm

sorry about your daughterâ��very sorry ;
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but you yourself wouldn't admit a chance

stranger's claim to buy your roof over your

head because his daughter wanted it, would

you ? So, I'm afraid-

Warren Hall held up his large white hand

to still him.

" Listen ! " he said. " We've not under-

demand or here within twenty-four hours.

Now will you talk business ? "

The young man had flushed slightly under

the other's insistence.

" Yes," he answered, crisply, " I will ;

and I'll try to make you understand at last.

I have all the money I want and the house

' Warren Hail hailed at the turn by the trees. They had not heard his tread. Young Carr

stood each other. I want this houseâ��d'you

get that ? I want it! You've refused a

million francs and I'm not blaming you,

because you can get more. You know who

I am and you've an idea that I can pay.

You're rightâ��I can ! Well, I said I didn't

come here to bargain. I agree to your

price ! I don't know what it is, but I agree

to it 1 You can have the money in Paris on

is not for sale. And that's all I have to

say."

For full half a minute they faced each

other in silence. It was not Warren Hall s

first experience of a situation in which money

was valueless ; things that are unbuyable at

any price are common enough. But here

was a thing withheld, as it seemed to him,

in reasonless folly.
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-" he began, at last, but checked

Well, I needn't bother you any

" Then-

himself.

more, Mr. Carr," he said, in ordinary tones.

I'll just say ' good morning ' and be getting

back to Thun."

If he was suffering under a sense of defeat,

it did not appear on him as he showed him-

subdued but tenacious good-humour which

men knew for his fighting manner, he de-

parted by motor for the capital.

Of his activities in Berne, of the secretaries

who came from Paris to meet him, of the

lawyers and conveyancers whom he bought

to his discreet service, little was said at the

put out an arm ; she swayed to it like a wind-blown stalle and he bent his lips to hers."

self in Thun. At lunch he was cheery, with

intervals of thought, and in the afternoon,

after a couple of meditative cigars, he sent

off a number of telegrams to his Paris offices.

Later, as the fruit of further meditation, he

announced to his daughter that law business

would require him in Berne for some days

and that he would leave next morning.

And the following day, cheery yet, with that

time and less is now remembered, for Warren

Hall was always a master of the art of the

attack from cover. The " some days " for

which he was to have been absent, however,

prolonged itself to close upon three weeks.

It was a Sunday afternoon when the big car,

pitching like a ship in a sea-way over the

cobblestones of Thun, brought him back to

the Hotel Keller.
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Money's Worth

The young ladyâ��Mademoiselleâ��FrÃ¤ulein

(according, respectively, to her maid, to the

highly expert nurse, and the hotel manager)

was well, was better than she had ever been.

She was at the moment walking with a

friend in the little woods at the back of the

hotel garden ; she had said she would be in

to tea.

" Right ! " said Warren Hall. "I'll just

stroll along an' meet her ! "

He passed sedately enough across the

parched lawns to where the little forest of

saplings bounded the garden. But once

within their shelter, he cast off his leisurely

dignity and hastened with long strides along

the little tortuous path. It was not only

that he longed with all his being for his

daughter ; he came to her in triumph. The

mole-work in Berne had unearthed the

hoped-for treasure. His cohort of searchers

and experts had nosed out through" records

of past transfers and conveyances that flaw

in the title to young Carr's land which may

occur so easily in a kindly and trustful

community, and he had bought up the rights

of everyone who might conceivably enforce

a claim to the place. The house was his for

the snatching and his hands were avid for the

clutch. He was bringing it to Cecil for a gift.

He peered to either side of him through the

slender trunks as he went, eager to discover

her. And suddenly he came upon her.

There was a stream, an irrigation ditch by

trade, but in effect a swift brook of deep

clear water, that traversed the wood ; the

path, rounding a clump of larger trees,

joined it at a sharp angle and crossed it by a

little bridge. Upon the band-rail of this

leaned the girl, and beside herâ��yes, it was

young Carr.

Warren Hall halted at the turn by the

trees. They had not heard his tread upon

the soft black earth of the path. They were

speaking togetherâ��and the rush and tinkle

of the swift waters covered their words from

him. He stood staring ; even yet he had

not understood. But presently they stood

up from the rail ; young Carr's back was to

him, but Cecil's face was in full view. At

sight of it he caught his breath. No languors

now ; no deadness of weary pallor ; no

blank flag of life's tired surrender. The face

she raised to the other was alight with soft

fires, vivid, tender, and glorious. Young

Carr put out an arm ; she swayed to it like

a wind-blown stalk and he bent his lips to

hers.

Warren Hall turned and, moving on tiptoe,

hastened back along the path. His fighter's

face was set in a sheer amaze ; he hurried

like one that fears to be followed. It was

not till he reached the sun-burnt lawns that

he slackened speed and composed himself to

outward calm.

" Gosh ! " The words of his youth re-

turned to him. " Cecilâ��and him ! That

darned house is going to cost me more than

1 reckoned ! "

ACROSTICS.

DOUBLE ACROSTIC No. 95.
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SIXTEENTH SERIES: RESULT.

Eight solvere answered the entire series with c

correctness. Six of them win prizes of two guineas each,

and will be ineligible for further euccese during the seven-

teenth scries, now running ; one solver Ã eut no name and

address ; and one, Wynell, was a prize-winner la<t time.

The successful solvers are : Arden, Mr. R. W. Bates.

R.N. f'ollege, Dartmouth ; Beggar. Mr. B. G. Pearce,

5, Kthelbert Road, Bromley, Kent ; Danumvarach, Major

Drummond, Falcon Lodge, Putney ; Dun, Mr. D. O.

Robertson, Torrie, Enhorne Road, Newbury, Berks;

Nolue, MÂ«s. R. M. Milne, Eggardun. Dartmouth ; Reg,

Mr. H. Lees, 3, Campdcn House Chambers, London, W.8.
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YOU know how the story goes, of

course. Husband and wife just

about to retire to bed. Wife

yawns, husband knocks out his

pipe on the grate, and remarks :â��

" Well, better turn in, I suppose."

Wife replies, " Yes " ; then adds, lan-

guidly : " I meant to call round and ask

the Cartwrights to dinner on Thursday."

Husband, after prolonged pause :â��

" I'll pop round and ask them now, if

you like. They never go to bed till very

late."

" I wish you would, dear."

Husband pulls on a cloth cap and goes out.

Wife yawns again, and picks up the Ladies'

Boudoir and idly examines charmeuse gown

and notes the prices of gloves at Foxtrot

and Fieldfern's. Yawns again more audibly.

Collects sewing and places in work-basket.

Takes the kitten out and locks it up in the

scullery. Yawns and walks languidly up-

stairs. Turns on the light and spends fifteen

minutes examining face at various angles

in the glass. Begins to disrobe. Thinks,

sleepily: " Tom's a long time."
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Brushes out her hair and admires it con-

siderably. Conceives a new way of dressing

it for future festivities. Disrobes further.

Yawns. Disrobes completely and re-robesâ��

dressing-gown.

" It's too bad being all this time ! "

Vitality slightly stirred in the direction of

resentment and a kind of mild apprehension.

Lies on the bed and drowsily reviews the

experiences of the day. Dreams. Suddenly

starts with a consciousness of cold. Gropes

for her wrist-watch. A quarter past one !

Jumps from the bed, feeling the cold hand of

fear on her heart. Runs downstairs and

stares helplessly out of the front door.

Pauses to consider a thousand possible

eventualities. Returns to bedroom and com-

pletely re-robes, not forgetting to do her hair

neatly and powder her nose. Puts on cloak

and goes out. Cartwright's house all in

darkness. Bangs on the front door and

rings bell. Head of old Mr. Cartwright at

first-floor window.

" Who the devil's that ? "

" It's me. Where's Tom ? "

" Tom ! Haven't seen him for weeks ! "

" Good God ! Let me in."

Cartwright family aroused. Panic. Faint-

ing-scene in drawing-room. Brandy, smelling

salts, and eau-de-Cologne. Young George

Cartwright mounts his bicycleâ��rides to the

police-station ; on the way talks to police-

man on point duty. No, no one heard any-

thing of a thin man with a snuff-coloured

moustache. At police-station no accidents

so far reported. Chief inspector will make

a note and await developments. Night passes,

and the following day. No news.

Weeks, months, years elapse. Eight years

slide easily by. The wife survives her grief.

She marries the local organist, a blond and

commendable young man. They continue

to live in the same road. Children gather

round her knee. One, two, three, twins ;

an interval, six, seven, handsome blond

children. They grow up.

Twenty-two years elapse. They are sitting

at tea. The father, the mother, and the

eldest son, a handsome young man in a grey

flannel suit. He kisses his mother, and

says :â��

" I must go now, mother dear. I have to

take a Bible-class."

He goes out (presumably to the Bible-

class). The mother smiles with pride, the

father glows with benignity, and helps him-

self to another buttered muffin. Everything

perfect. Suddenly the door opens, and an

old man with a long grey beard and a

perambulating manner wanders into the

room. He stares at the wife and mumbles :â��

" Did you say Thursday or Friday ? My

memory is not what it was."

And the wife stares at the old man, and

then at the blond organist. And the blond

organist stares at the mother of his beautiful

children, and then at the bearded interloper.

And they all stare at each other and feel

very embarrassed.

THE story is familiar to you ? Well,

perhaps so. It is the story of the

eternal triangle, the most useful of

geometrical forms in the construction of a

Romantic pattern.

Heigho ! the trouble with human triangles

is that they are never equilateral. Two

sides together are invariably greater than

the third side. Jim Canning was the third

side of a triangle, and he got flattened out.

In fact, his wife used to flatten him out on

every possible occasion. She was bigger

than he, and she was aided by the tertmm

quid, Ted Woollams, who was nothing more

or less than a professional pugilist. What

was Jim to do ? In every well-conducted

epic the hero performs physical feats \\hich

leave you breathless. He is always tall and

strong and a bit too quick with the rarier

for any villain who crosses his path. But

what about a hero who is small and elderly,

of poor physique, short-sighted, asthmatical,

with corns which impede his gait ? You

may say that he has no place in the heroic

arena. He should clear out and go and

get on with his job, and leave heroism to

people who know how to manage the stuff.

And yet there was something heroic in 1he

heart of Jim Canning ; a quick sympathy,

and an instinct for self-sacrifice.

He used to keep a second-hand furniture

shop, which, you must understand, is a

very different thing from an antique shop.

Jim's furniture had no determinate character

such as that which goes by the name of

Chippendale, Sheraton, or Heppelwhite. It

was just " furniture." Well-worn sofas,

broken chairs and tables, mattresses with

the stuffing exuding from holes, rusty brass

beds with the knobs missing, broken pots

and mirrors and dumb-bells, even clothes

and screws, false teeth and birdcages, and.

ancient umbrellas. But his speciality was

old iron. Trays and trays and baskets filled

with scraps of old iron.

His establishment used to be known in

Camden Town as "The Muck-Shop." At

odd times of the day you might observe his

small, pathetic figure trundling a barrow

laden with the spoils of some hard-pressed

inhabitant. He was always known as a fair

dealer. He paid a fair price and never took

advantage of ignorance.

His marriage was a failure from the very

first. She was a big, strapping woman, the

daughter of a local greengrocer. Twelve

years younger than Jim, vain, frivolous,

empty-headed, and quarrelsome. Her reasons
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for marrying him were obscure. Probably

she had arrived at the time when she wanted

to marry, and Jim was regarded as a success-

ful shopkeeper, who could keep her in luxury.

He was blinded by her physical attractions,

and tried his utmost to believe that his wife

was everything to be desired. Disillusion-

ment came within the first month of their

married life, at the moment, indeed, when

Clara realized that her husband's business

was not so thriving as she had been led to

believe. She immediately accused him of

deceiving her. Then she began to sulk and

neglect him. She despised his manner of

conducting businessâ��his conscientiousness

and sense of fair-dealing.

" If you'd put some ginger into it," she

once remarked, " and not always be thinking

about the feelings of the tripe you buy

from, we might have a house in the Camden

Road and a couple of servants."

This had never been Jim's ambition.

Many years ago he had attended a sale at

Shorwell Green, on the borders of Sussex,

a glorious spot near the Downs, amidst

lime trees and little running streams. It

had been the dream of his life that one day-

he would retire there with the woman he

lovedâ��and her children. When lie put the

matter to Clara, she laughed him to scorn.

'' Not half ! " she said. " Catch me living

among butterflies and blinking cows ! The

Camden Road is my game."

Jim sighed, and went on trundling his

barrow. Well, there it was ! If the woman

he had married desired it, he must do what

she wanted. In any case it was necessary

to begin to save. But with Clara he

found it exceedingly difficult to begin to

save. She idled her day away, bought

trinkets, neglected her domestic offices,

went to the pictures, and sucked sweets.

Any attempt to point out to her the folly

of her ways only led to bitter recrimina-

tions, tears, and savage displays of temper,

even physical violence to her husband.

Then there came a day when Jim fondly

believed that the conditions of their married

life would be ameliorated. A child was

born, a girl, and they called her Annie.

Annie became the apple of his eye. He

would hurry back from the shop to attend

at Annie's bath. He would creep in at

night and kiss the warm skin of her little

skull. He would think of her as he pottered

around amidst his broken chairs and tables,

and utter little croons of anticipatory pleasure.

Annie ! She would grow up and be the main-

stay of his life. He would work and struggle

for her. Her life should be a path of roses

and happiness. His wife, too, appeared to

improve upon the advent of Annie. The

baby absorbed her.

Two years of comparative happiness fol-

lowed. Jim began to save. Oh, very slowly,

very, very slowly ! He still had less than

three hundred pounds put on one side forâ��

that, vague future of settled security. But

still, it was a solid beginning. In another

ten or fifteen years he would still beâ��well,

not quite an old man. An active man, he

hoped. If he could save only one hundred

pounds a year !

IT was at this period that Ted Woollams

appeared on the scene. He was the son of a

manager of a swimming bath. On Sundays

he used to box in " Fairyland " for purses

of various amountsâ��he was a redoubtable

middle-weight. During the week he swag-

gered about Camden Town in new check

suits, his fingers glittering with rings. He

met Clara one evening at a public dance.

The mutual attraction appears to have been

instantaneous. They danced together the

whole evening, and he saw her home.

And then began the squeezing out of the

third side of the triangle. Jim was not

strong enough for them. At first he pro-

fessed to see nothing in the friendship. He

described Ted as " a jolly young fellow, a

great pal of my wife's." And Ted treated

him with a certain amount of respect. He

called in at odd times, stayed to meals,

drank Jim's beer, and smoked Jim's tobacco.

The triangle was quite intact. It was Annie

who caused the first disruption. She dis-

liked the prize-fighter, and screamed at the

sight of him. This led to reprisals when he

had gone, and Jim's championship of the

child did not help to cement the always

doubtful nature of the affection between

husband and wife. There were cross words

and tears, and once she pushed him over a

chair, and in the fall he cut his temple.

A few days later Ted Woollams called in

a great state of agitation. He wished to

see Jim alone. It appeared that a wonderful

opportunity had occurred to him. It was a

complicated story about a quantity of bonded

brandy which he had a chance of acquiring

and selling at an enormous profit. He wanted

to borrow fifty pounds till Saturday week,

when he would pay Jim back sixty. Jim

said he would lend him the fifty, but he

didn't want any interest.

When Saturday week came Ted said the

deal had fallen through, but he would let

him have the money back the following

Saturday. In the meantime he came to

supper nearly every night. Sometimes he

drank too much beer. Then Clara began to

dress for the part. She bought expensive

frocks and had the accounts sent in to Jim.

She neglected the child.

The months drifted by, and Ted was

always going to pay, but he became more

and more part and parcel of the household.



5Â°4

" Old Iron

" As the boxer advanced upon Jim, the latter thought : ' He's going

Jim's savings began to dwindle. He pro-

tested to both his wife and Ted, but they

treated him with indifference. The boxer

began to abuse his familiarity. He would

frequently tell Jim that he was not wanted

in the drawing-room after supper. When

spoken to about the money he laughed, and

said :â��â�¢

" Oh, you've got plenty, old 'un. Lend

us another fiver."

On one occasion Jim was foolish enough

to lend him another ten pounds, under the

spell of some heartrending story about a

poor woman in the street where Woollams

lived. This lopsided triangle held together

for nearly four years. Jim was unhappy

and distracted. He did not know how to

act. He could not leave his wife, for the

sake of the child. If he turned her outâ��

and he had no legal power to do soâ��E-he

would probably take Annie with her. And

the child was devoted to him. They were

great friends, and it was only this friendship

which prevented him indulging in some mad

act. Several times he ordered Woollams

out of the house and forbade him to come

again, but the boxer laughed at him and

called him an old fool. He knew that his

wife was practically keeping him. They

went to cinemas together, and often dis-

appeared for the whole day ; but she always

returned at night. It was sometimes two

or three in the morning when she returned.

Jim had no proof of actual unfaithfulness.

Neither could he afford to hire detectives, a

course of action which, in any case, appeared

to him distasteful. Far from saving a

hundred pounds a year, he was spending

more than his income. His savings had

dwindled to barely forty pounds. His

business was stagnant, but still he trundled

his barrow hither and thither, calling out

" Old iron ! Old iron ! " and he struggled to

pay the fair price.

During a great period of his life Jim

had enjoyed an unaccountable but stanch

friendship with a gentleman named Isaac

Rubens. Isaac Rubens was a Jew in a

slightly similar way of business to himself,

and he conducted a thriving business at the

corner of the Holy Angel Road. Isaac was

in many respects a very remarkable man.

Large, florid and puffy, with keen eagle eyes

and an enormous nose, he was a man of
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to kill me.' He thrust out his arms in an ineffectual defence."

profound knowledge of the history and value

of objets d'art. He was, moreover, a man of

his word. He was never known to give or

accept a written contract, and never known

to break a verbal one. The friendship be-

tween these two was in many respects

singular.

When this trouble came upon Jim he

immediately repaired to his friend's house

and told him the whole story.

" Oh, dear ! Oh, dear ! This is a bad busi-

ness ! A bad business ! " exclaimed Isaac,

when it was over. His moist eyes glowed

amidst the general humidity of his face.

" How can I advise you ? An erring wife is

the curse of God. You cannot turn her

away without knowledge. Thank God ! my

Lenaâ��but there, among my people such

lapses are rare. You have no evidence of

unfaithfulness ? "

" No."

" You must be gentle with her, gentle but

firm. Point out the error of her ways."

"' I'm always doing that, Isaac."

" She may get over itâ��a passing infatua-

tion. Such things happen."

" If it wasn't for the child ! "

" Yes, yes, I understand. Oh, dear ! Oh,

dear ! Very distressing, my friend. If I can

be of any assistance "

He thrust out his large hands helplessly.

It is the kind of trouble in which no man

can help another, and each knew it. Jim

hovered by the door.

" It's nice to have someone toâ��talk to,

anyway," he muttered ; then he picked up

his cap and shuffled away.

ANNIE was nine when the climax came.

An intelligent, pretty child, with dark

hair and quick, impulsive manners.

Her passionate preference for her father did

not tend to smooth the troubles of the house-

hold. She attended the grammar-school and

had many girl-friends. She saw very little

of her mother.

One evening Jim returned home late. He

had been on a visit to his friend Isaac. He

found Annie seated on the bottom stair, in

her nightdress. Her face was very pale and

set, her eyes bright. She had been crying.

When she saw her father, she gasped :â��

" Daddy Oh, Daddy I "

He seized her in his arms and whispered:â��
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" What is it, my dear ? "

Then she cried quietly while he held her.

He did not attempt to hurry her. At last

she got her voice under control, and gasped,

quietly :â��

" I had gone to bed. I don't know why-

it was. I got restless in bed. I came

down again, softly. I peeped into the

sitting-room Oh, Daddy ! '

" What ? \Vhat, my love"? "

" That man That man and "

" Your mother ? "

" Yes."

11 He was

" He was kissing her, and Oh ! "

Jim clutched his child and pressed her

head against his breast.

" I went in He struck me."

" What ! "

" He struck me because I wouldn't promise

not to tell."

" He struck you, eh ? He struck you !

That man struck you, eh ? "

" Yes, Daddy."

" Where is he ? "

" They'reâ��up there now. I'm frightened."

" Go to bed, my love. Go to bed."

He carried her up the stairs and fondled

her, and put her into bed.

" It's all right now, my love. Go to

sleep. Pleasant dreams. It's all right.

Daddy will look after you."

Then he went downstairs.

A SOUND of laughter greeted him

through the door of the sitting-room.

He gripped the handle and walked

deliberately in. Ted Woollams was stretch-

ing himself luxuriously on the sofa. His

heavy, sensual face appeared puffy and a

little mussed. Clara was lying' back in

an easy chair, smoking a cigarette. Jim

did not speak. He walked up to Ted

and without any preliminary explanation

struck him full on the nose with his

clenched fist. For a moment the boxer

appeared more surprised than anything.

His eyes narrowed ; then the pain of the_

blow appeared to sting him. He rose from

the sofa-with a growl. As he advanced upon

Jim the latter thought : â��

" He's going to kill me. What a fool I

was not to strike him with a poker ! "

He thrust out his arms in an ineffectual

defence. There was something horribly

ugly, ugly and revolting, in the animal-like

lurch of the man bearing down on himâ��the

demon of an inevitable doom. Jim struck

wildly at the other's arms, at the same time

thinking :â��

" My little girl 1 I promised to look after

her."

A jarring blow above the heart staggered

him, and as he began to crumple forward

he had a quick vision of the more destroying

fate, the something which came crashing to

his jaw. He heard his wife scream ; then

darkness enveloped him.

A long and very confused period followed.

When he was once more a complete master

of his brain he realized abruptly that he

was in the ward of a hospital. His jaw was

strapped up tight and was giving him great

pain ; a nurse was feeding him with milk

through a silver tube. He wanted to talk

to her, but found he could not speak. Then

he recalled the incident of his calamity.

Well, there it was. He had been brought

up in a hard school. Old iron ! The instinct

of self-preservation prompted him to bide

his time. Doubtless his jaw was broken : a

long job, but he would get well again. At

the end of the journey Annie awaited him.

What was the child doing now ? Who was

looking after her ?

To his surprise, on the following afternoon

his wife appeared. She came and sat by

the bed, and said :â��

" Going on all right ? "

He nodded. She looked uneasily around,

then whispered :â��

" You needn't have taken on like that.

Ted's going on to America to-morrowâ��

fulfilling engagements."

Jim stared at the ceiling, then closed his

eyes. Ted no longer interested him. He

wanted Annie, and he could not ask for her.

Clara stayed a few moments, chatted with

the nurse, and vanished. Why had she

come ? Later in the day he was removed

to the operating theatre, and they reset his

jaw. The shift of time again became un-

certain. A long while later, he remembered

a kindly-faced man in a white overall

saying :â��

" Well, old chap, who struck you this

blow ? "

He bent his ear down to Jim's lips, and

the latter managed to reply :â��

" A stranger."

Isaac came, hurried and concerned, and

pressed his hand.

" Well, well. I've found you, old friend !

A neighbour told me. Distressing indeed.

They say you must not talk. Well, what

can I do ?"

Jim indicated with his hands that he wished

to write something down. Isaac produced

an envelope and a pencil, and Jim wrote :â��

" Go and see mv little gal Annie send her to

me keep an eye on her."

Isaac nodded gravely, and went away.

There appeared an eternity of time before

the child came, but when she did all his

dark forebodings vanished. She came smiling

up the ward, and kissed him. They held

each other's hands for a long time before

she spoke.
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â�¢'" They would not tell me where you were.

It was old Mr. Rubens. Oh, Daddy, are

you getting better ? "

Yes. he was getting better. Much better.

During the last two minutes he had improved

enormously. He felt that he could speak.

He managed to mumble :â��

" How are you, my love ? "

" All right. Mother has been very cross.

That horrid man has gone away. Mr. Rubens

said you hurt your face. How did it happen,

Daddy ?"

" I slipped on the stairs, my dear, and

fell."

Annie's eyes opened very wide, but she

did not speak. He knew by her manner

that she did not believe him. At the back

of her eyes there still lurked something of

that horror which haunted them on the

night when she had discovered " that horrid

man " embracing her mother. It was the

same night that her father " slipped on the

stairs." The child was too astute to dis-

sociate the two incidents, but she did not

want to distress him.

" I shall come every day," she announced.

He smiled gratefully. She stayed and

chatted with him until the Sister proclaimed

that visitors were to depart.

FROM that day the convalescence of Jim

Canning, although slow, was assured.

Annie and Isaac Rubens were regular

visitois, but during the seven weeks he

remained in hospital Clara only visited him

twice, and that was to arrange about money.

On the day that he was discharged he had

drawn his last five pounds from the bank.

" Never mind, never mind," he thought

to himself. " We'll soon get that back."

And within a few days he was again

trundling his barrow along the streets, calling

out in his rather high tremolo voice : " Old

iron ! Old iron ! "

There followed after that a long period

in the life of the Canning family which is

usually designated as " humdrum." With

the departure of Ted Woollams, Clara settled

down into a listless prosecution of her

domestic, routine. She seldom spoke to her

husband, except to nag him, or to grumble

about their reduced circumstances ; and

these for a time were in a very serious state.

For months the financial position remained

precarious. A period of hunger and ill-

temper and sudden ugly brawls. But gradu-

ally Jim began again to get it under control.

Clara had not lost her taste for good living,

but she was kept in check by the lack of

means. She was furtive, sullen, and resent-

ful. Jim insisted that whatever they had to

go without, Annie was to continue with her

schooling.

They never spoke of Ted Woollams, but

Jim knew that he had only gone away for

four or five months. Jim struggled on

through the winter months, out in all weathers

in his thin and battered coat. Sometimes

twinges of rheumatism distorted his face,

but he mentioned it to no one, not even

Isaac.

It was in April that a sudden and dramatic

change came into Jim's life. One morning

he was alone in the shop, struggling with the

unsolvable problem of getting things straight

and sorted out Beneath a bed he rame

across a jumble of indescribable things :

bits of iron and broken pots, odd boots,

sections of brackets, nameless odd-shaped

remnants covered with dust and grime. He

sighed. He remembered this lot quite well.

He had picked it up at the end of a sale

for a few shillings : not that they appealed

to him as a good bargain, but because he did

not want to feel that he had completely

wasted his day. He had brought them back

and dumped them under the bed, intending

to go through them later on. That was

many months ago, long before he had been

to trie hospital, and there they had remained

ever since.

Jim's ideas of dusting were always a little

perfunctory. With a small feather brush

he flicked clouds of dust from one object to

another. No, there was nothing here of any

value, though that piece of embroidery

might fetch five shillings, and the small

oblong box which someone had painted

inside and out a dark green might be worth a

little more. He picked it up and examined

it. A ridiculous notion to paint iron ! But

there, people were fools, particularly his

customers. Of course, it might be copper or

brass. In that case it would be worth more.

He pulled out a long jack-knife and scraped

the surface. The paint was old, but in-

credibly thick. It must have had a do/en

coats or so. When he eventually got down

to the surface he found a dark blue colour

" Urn ! " thought Jim. " That's a funny

thing."

And he scraped a little more, and found

some brown and white.

" That's enamel," he said out loud ; " an

enamel box. Urn ! I'll show that to Isaac.

An enamel box might be worth several

pounds."

He put the box on one side, and continued

tidying up. That evening, after supper, he

wrapped the box up in a piece of newspaper

and took it round to his friend.

Isaac adjusted his thickest glasses and

examined the spot where Jim had scratched.

Then he went to the door and called out : â��

" Lizzie, bring me some turpentine."

When the turpentine was brought, Isaac

began to work away at the surface with a

rag and penknife.
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It took him nearly half an hour to reveal

a complete corner of the box. Then he sat

back and examined it through a microscope.

Jim waited patiently. At last Isaac put it

down and tapped the table. .

" This," he said, deliberately, " is a

Limoges enamel box of the finest period. It

is copper inlaid with enamel. It is an

amazing find. Where did you obtain it ? "

" I bought it at a sale of the effects of an

old lady named Brandt, at Greenwich.

She died intestate, and had no relatives."

" You are in luck's way, Jim Canning."

" But why was it painted dark green ? "

" There are many mysteries in our pro-

fession. It was probably stolen, many years

agoâ��possibly a century ago. The thief

knew that the piece was too well known to

attempt to dispose of for some time. So for

security he painted it in order to hide it.

Then something happened. He may have

died, or been sent to prison. The box passed

into other hands. Nobody worried about it.

It was just an old iron box. It has probably

been lying in a lumber-room for years."

" It's been lying in my shop for five

months. Is it worth a great deal, Isaac ? "

Isaac thoughtfully stroked his chin.

" I am of opinion that if it is undamaged,

and if the rest of it is up to the standard of

this part we have disclosed, it is worth many

thousand pounds."

Jim looked aghast.

" But I only gave six-and-sixpence for the

lot ! "

" It is the fortune of our profession."

The upshot of it was that Jim left the box

in Isaac's hands to deal with as he saw fit.

At first Isaac wished to waive the question

of commission, but when Jim pointed out

that but for Isaac's superior knowledge he

would probably have sold it for a five-pound

note, the Jew agreed to sell it on a ten per

cent, basis. Fair bargaining on both sides.

Jim returned home, almost dazed by the

news. Was it fair to obtain such a large

surn'of money in such a way ? He had done

nothing to deserve it. And yetâ��who should

have it, if not he ? The old lady had not

even any relations. She was an eccentric

who lived alone with a crowd of cats. An

enamel box was no attraction to a cat.

HE said nothing about his find to his

wife or to Annie He did not wish

to buoy them up with false hopes.

Perhaps, after all, Isaac might be mistaken,

or he might have over-valued the object.

A thousand pounds ! A dazzling sum. Why,

he could almost retire upon it toâ��Shorwell

Green, where it was so quiet and peaceful.

But no ! Clara would not agree to that. The

Camden Road ! He detested theCamden Road,

but still, there it was. Clara was his wife.

He went baok to his work as though

nothing had happened. Weeks went by,

and Jim heard nothing about the enamel

box ; and then, one morning, he received a.

note from Isaac asking him to call round at

once.

When he entered his friend's shop he knew

that something exceptional had happened.

Isaac was excited. He glowed and smiled,

and was almost jocular.

" Come into my little room," he said.

When they were seated, he elabora tel v

produced a cheque from his vest-pocket and

handed it across the table to Jim.

" Here is your little share. I have kept

my commission."

It was a cheque for Â¿4,140. Isaac had

sold it for Â¿4,600 to a well-known collector.

The rest of that day was like a dream to

Jim. Truly, he returned and pretended to be

busy. In the afternoon he even went out

and trundled his barrow, calling out, " Old

iron ! Old iron ! " but he did it more by

force of habit.

" I need not do this any more," he thought.

His mind was occupied witli many visions.

It was a bright spring day, with light, fleecy

clouds scudding above the chimney-pots.

How beautiful it would be in that Sussex

vale ! The flowers would be out, and the

young pollard-willows reflected in the cool

streams. Pleasant to lie on the bank and

fish, and forget this grimy life. And Annie,

racing hither and thither, picking the butter-

cups and marguerites, and nestling by his

side. He could do all this. Freedom !

Freedom, by one of those queer twists of

fate.

And yet he dreaded breaking the news to

Clara. She would immediately demand a

complete social upheaval. A new house,

new furniture, luxuries, and parties, and

social excitements. He arrived home late.

During supper he was very silent.

" I will tell her afterwards," he thought.

Annie was in bed. She should be told;t0-.'.

morrow. But to-night it must be broken ta-

Clara. After all, it was true, she u/asrhis

wife. It was the fair thing to do. He trietj

to recall the moments of passion and tenderÂ»

ness of the early days of their honeymoonÂ»,

but all the other ugly visions kept dancing

before his eyes. He lighted his pipe and

gazed around the untidy room. Perhaps she

would improve. Perhaps the changed con-

ditions would soften her, and make her more

amenable. But still she was his wife, and

if she wished to live in the Camden Road,

well

It was nearly dark, and Clara went out of

the room humming. She seemed peculiarly-

cheerful to-night. Almost as if she knew.

He fingered the cheque in his breast-pocket.

She had gone upstairsâ��probably to fetch a
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novel. She adored a certain kind of novel.

When she came down he would lay the

cheque on the table and say :â��

" Look, Clara ! See what has happened to

us! "

And then he would be a little tender with

her, try to make her understand how he felt.

They would start all over again.

And then happened a variant of that

hypothetical case described at the beginning

of this story. Only in this case it was the

woman who went out.

Jim was sitting there with his fingers on

the cheque that was to be their means of

reconciliation, and with the tears already

banked in his unuttered speech, when Clara

put her head in at the door. She had her

hat on. She said :â��

" I'm going to the post."

Jim removed his hand from his breast-

pocket. He sat back, and heard the door

slam.

" I'll tell her when she conies in."

But Clara never came in. He waited half

an hour, and then he thought :â��

" She's gone to some dissipation with a

friend. Oh, well, I must wait up till she

returns, I suppose. I'm sorry she has

disappointed me on â�� a night like this,

though."

He sat dreaming in the chair, till he became

suddenly painfully aware of cold. It was

quite dark. He lighted the gas. It was

one o'clock. He felt his heart beating with

a physical dread. Something had happened

to Clara. Perhaps she had been run over,

at the very moment when everything was

going to change for the better for her. He

blundered his way out into the hall, where a

gas-jet flickered feebly, and groped for liis

I am of opinion that if it Ñ� undamaged it is worth many thousand pounds."
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overcoat. On it he found a note pinned.

He turned up the gas higher, and read :â��

" I'm going off to Ted Woollams. I'm sick

of you and the stinking little house. Ted's

made a bit in America, and I give you the

address. You can do what von like about it,

but it's no good you ever trying to get me

back. . "CLARA."

It was characteristic of Jim Canning that

this note made him cry. He was so sensitive

to its utter callousness and ingratitude. Then

he dabbed his eyes with his old red handker-

chief and went upstairs. He tapped on Annie's

door; then he opened it, and said, quietly :â��

" Annie, it's all right, my dear. It's only

me. May I come in ? "

The sleeping child was awake abruptly.

She held out her arms.

" I ought not to have woke you up, my

love, only I felt a littleâ��lonely. Annie,

would you like to come away with me to a

beautiful place in the country, where it's all

woods and flowers and little streams ? "

" Oh, Daddy, yes ! And would there be

lambs, too, and little black.pigs and brown

calves ? "

" Yes, my dear, all those things; and

birds too, and quietness and freedom."

" But, Daddy, could we ? "

" Yes, dear ; I've had some good luck."

Annie was very wide awake now, and she

sat up and clapped her hands.

" Oh, Daddy, when can we go ? "

" Quite soon, my dear. Perhaps in a few

weeks."

When he had closed the door he dabbed

his eyes again, and thought :â��

" It was unthinking of me. I oughtn't to

have woke her up; butâ��she is all I have."

A WEEK later he wrote to Clara :â��

" Dear Clara,â��I understand that for

the last week you have been living ivith

Ted Woollams. I do not critticize your action.

We are all as God made us. I shall in the dew

course take divorse proceedings not as a act

of hoslillity to you but that you mav matrv

the man of your choice and be respectable.

I also shall share with you the result of a good

deal last week in order that you may not want

and so close with check for fjzo-jo. I think this

fair.

" JIM.

It was Isaac who helped him over all the

difficult problems which occurred at that

time, and it was Isaac who persuaded him

that he was overdoing the " fairness" to

Clara. He said that, in the circumstances,

he had no moral obligations to Clara, and

that ,^500 would be lavish. So in the end

Jim altered the cheque to that amount.

It was Isaac who took over the little shop,

which he used as a kind of dumping-ground

for his superfluous stock. And it was Isaac

who, a year after, returned letters addressed

to Jim in a handwriting he recognized,

" Gone away. Address not known." And

it was he who, in later years, bore the brunt

of the wild invective of a drunken harridan

who said that her husband had deserted her

and would not hand her any of the fortune

he must have inherited. He shook his head

sadly and replied that he knew nothing.

Mr. Canning and his daughter had left

London. He thought they had gone to

Australia.

When she had gone, he said to himself :â��

" It would distress Jim to know that a

woman who had once been his wife had sunk

to such a condition."

As he passed through to the room at the

back he smiled, and thought :â��

" How fortunate she did not come in

here ! "

On the table was a large bowl of red and

white roses, with the label and card still

lying on the table. On the card was inscribed,

" With love to Uncle Isaac.â��A." The post-

mark on the label was a village in Sussex.
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SOME time ago I remarked on the

grave paucity of really satisfactory

fiction heroines. The degeneracy of

the villain is even more depressing ;

where there are still ten passable heroines one

can hardly find one reasonably competent

villain.

The decline of villainy is, of course, only

part of a general decayâ��the decay of that

once glorious thing, melodrama. In my

heart of hearts I believe that all good people

still love melodrama ; I would myself go

anywhere to see a really fine specimen. But

those authors who might be competent to

write fine melodramaâ��it is really one of the

greatest of the arts, and Shakespeare was

its greatest professorâ��will not do it.

The tiniest twig of a fact can be traced

back to some mighty hidden root, and it

would be easy to connect this falling off of

villainy with the weakening of a set of ideas

which once despotically ruled all mankind

worth talking about. Melodrama, the

dramatic flower of which the bud was the

old religious play in which the vices and

virtues were personified, belongs essentially

to a world of faith, a world which believes

in a perpetual conflict of which the soul of

man is the battlefield, and believes, moreover,

that man himseli lias the will and power to

determine that conflict as he pleases.

The capital letters which our fathers

employed for Good and Evil were not used

simply for ornament ; they were meant to

express capital facts. Good was Good and

Evil was Evil ; each had shape and limit, and,

as it'were, went about in its own skin.

When men believed in God and the Devil

in much the same way that I believe in

Mr. Asquith and Mr. Lloyd George (there is

no political acerbity behind this purely

chance comparison), they naturally tended

to divide decisively the supposed followers

of each. The " Coalition mind " did not

exist. The sheep were on one side, the

goats on the other.

But when God and the Devil are dis-

established in favour of something called

biological necessity, and microbes are feared

much more than demons, it is natural that

the old sharp distinction between good

people and bad people should be blurred.

" Goodness " tends to be little more than

good luck ; badness can always be excused

as misfortune. At the Old Bailey, indeed,

they are old-fashioned enough to ignore the

philosophical tendency of the time. If I

have forged a cheque it will be an insufficient

defence that there is no such thing as free

will. If I have chopped my grandmother to

pieces I cannot plead in mitigation the

pressure of an unjust social environment.

Even in private life most of us do see

some people as good and some as bad ; we

won't cash cheques for one man, or invite

another to dinner. But few of us have the
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courage to say, as our fathers did, that there

are real villains, men and women utterly

bad, human wolves, tigers, or serpents,

whose light is darkness, and whose deeds

are always evil. We don't like morally

unpleasant people, just as we don't like

men with a chronic snuffle. But we do feel

that they are not quite accountable.

Now, the old author and reader had none

of this uncertainty. They felt that people

could be as good or bad as they liked, and

that a low bank balance, or the shape of his

head, or the state of his thyroid gland, was

no excuse for a man's villainy. To hate a

villain was as much a Christian duty as to

respect a saint. The good man is always

depicted as equally ready to help a lame

dog over a stile or a '' rogue to the gallows."

The one is no more an act of grace than the

other.

The real villain in the old novels was, in

a word, the Devil, represented by one or

more persons assumed to be in his personal

service. The real villains in the modern

intellectual novel are nature, " red in tooth

and claw," the social system, and economic

lawâ��all cloudy things presenting no very

definite surface for a kick. One could make

a real being of Satan, and the ancient moralist

twisted his spiked tail with the zeal of an

American patriot. But a germ or the law

of exchanges has no tail to twist, and if we

are only automata it is clearly as irrational

to blame some

poor mortal for

a hereditary- ten-

dency to murder

as to blame

another for a

weak chest.

Hence the

modern tolera-

tion. Hence,

also, the modern

pessimism. In

abolishing the

black devil, we

have bred legions

of blue devib.

was not precisely a model character, but

one would never guess it from his novels,

where the villains invariably have a bad

time. Dickens has no trace of pity for his

wicked men, and not much for his wicked

women. He gloats over the doom of Fagin.

He rejoices almost indecently after he has

contrived that Dennis, the hangman, shall

be himself " worked off." It is with utter

gusto that he brings the old house in " Little

Dorrit " crashing on the wicked foreigner,

whose moustache went up and whose nose

went downâ��a character who, by the way,

illustrates rather aptly the simplicity of view

already noted, for Dickens says of him,

through a Frenchwoman, that he is one of

those " people who have no good in themâ��

none ; people whom it is necessary to detest

without compromise ; people who must be

dealt with as enemies of the human race ;

people who must be crushed like savage

beasts and cleared out of the way."

Then, again, we have the extraordinary

relish Dickens shows over the deaths of the

dry and relentless lawyer Tulkinghorn, the

mean murderer Jonas Chuzzlewit, and the

detestable schemer Carker, the " man with

white teeth." Even his comic villains affect

him with a spirit of savage vindictiveness.

Silas Wegg, soused in a cartful of scavenger's

mud ; Mr. Pecksniff, struck down by a

walking-stick (" which I have every reason

to believe has Knobs on it ") ; Mantalini,

condemned to a

" dem'd horrid

grind " at the

mangle â�� the

reader, grateful

for his entertain-

ment, feels no

malice against

any of them.

But Dickens did.

He honestly de-

tested them, and

pursued them to

the last chapter

with real venom.

Now conceive

Mr. H. G. Wells

setting out to

re-write Dickens.

We should not

be asked to kick

Uriah Heepwhen

he was down ; we

should be rather

invited to con-

sider him the

victim of a

vicious scheme

IN "DAVID COPPERFIELD." of education.

Mr. Snags by,

OF PITY FOR HIS WICKED MEN." wi t h his sovereign
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(or rather half-crown) cure for human ills,

would be simply an idiot vaguely troubled

by a social conscience.

- â�¢ Mr. Pickwick would certainly not be an

admirable character.

â�¢Mr. Wells would

make short work of

his benevolence,

which after all was

only rendered pos-

sible by an unblush-

ing ; " exploitation "

of the workers, since

Mr.' Pickwick had

admittedly large

â�¢private means. The

brothers Cheeryble

would share much

the same fate. Half

the Dickens good

characters, in short,

would come out as

at least semi-villains;

half the villains, es-

pecially the offenders

against sex morality,

would be at worst let

off with a caution ;

and the worst villains

of all would be per-

mitted to plead that

they had never had

a real chance. The

real villain would be

the social system,

and the specially

"good " would be ar-

raigned as its dupes

or as its designing

apologists.

Thackeray, as

something of a

society man, tended

rather to social than

to moral divisions,

and, though inher-

ently more old-

fashioned in many

ways than Dickens,

more closely re-

sembles the modern

writer in the poverty

of his villains and the

unreliability of his

heroes. Barnes

N e w c o m e is the

nearest approach he

has to a true villain,

and there is some-

thing rather unconvincing and unnatural in

his development from an average man of the

world to an emphatically bad lot. But occa-

sionally Thackeray, like Dickens, gets angry,

and belabours his less engaging characters;

Vol. lxi.-34.

SIR FRANCIS LEVISON,

IN "EAST LYNNE."

A SUPERBLY COMPLETE VILLAINâ��BOLD, BAD

AND BARONETICAL."

no writer could make less pretence to that

"divine impartiality" which was the boast

of a later school.

Curiously enough, the Victorian women

novelists of the

higher class were

more tolerant of vil-

lains than the men.

Thus George Eliot

showed a good deal

of the modern ten-

dency to mix up

vice and virtue ; she

started with a quite

well-meaning person

(I am thinking

specially of the

young squire in

"Adam Bede"), and

turned him, more or

less expostulating,

into a villain. Char-

lotte Bronte carried

a little further the

business of mingling

the r6les ; she takes

an undoubted Vic-

torian villain, a

libertine m practice,

bigamist in inten-

tion, and transforms

him, without any

expostulation on his

part, into a most

undoubted hero.

But Charlotte

Bronte was an ex-

ceptional woman

and an exceptional

writer. When we

come to the lesser

lights of â�¢ Victorian

literature we find

that they,' like

Dickens, are incap-

able of compromise.

Their bad people are

bad, wholly bad, and

nothing but bad, and

bad by their own

fault, without any

mitigating circum-

stances of ancestry,

education, or insuf-

ficient finance. They

reaped the hemp they

sowed, and it served

them right.

Thus Mrs. Henry

Wood, in " East Lynne," has a superbly

complete villain in Sir Francis Levisonâ��

bold, bad, and baronetical. He is actually

described as ' that bold, bad man"â��

that famous phrase is not an invention of
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satireâ��and we are told that he spoke in a

" tone of thrilling gentleness, gratifying to

the ear, but dangerous to the heart." It

was highly dangerous to Lady Isabel, married

to Mr. Carlyle, an honest country lawyer

who, the author is careful to explain, had

been " educated as a gentleman."

Levison persuades Lady Isabel that her

husband does not love her. " Be revenged

on that false hound," he whispers passionately

in her ear, and it is at this stage that the

" bold-bad man dared to put his arm round

her." Levison, after treating Lady Isabel

very badly, is arrested for murder while

standing for Parliament, and duly hanged

till he is dead. He was a quite extraor-

dinarily effective villain ; he had sold seventy-

five thousand " East Lynnes " up to 1877,

the date of my copy. He was darkâ��the

" blond beast " was then unheard of, and

all the desirable qualities went with blue

eyes, and hair of the colour of untwisted

ropeâ��and he wore a " magnificent diamond

ring " on one of the fingers of a very white

hand. It would be thought rather loud and

Hebraic nowadays.

The readers of Miss Braddon were also sure

of very accomplished villains ; she was even

daring enough to invent a beautiful female

villain, and, above all, to endow her with

golden hair. But rather weakly Lady Audley

was also given a touch of insanity ; it would

have been so much more satisfactory had

she pushed one man down a well and tried

to burn another from sheer badness. Miss

Braddon is

guilty of an-

other weakness

over Steeve

Hargreaves ;

after admitting

that he is half

an idiot she

makes him

wholly a villain

and hangs him

without mercy;

" the gallows

outside York

Castle ended

the life of a

man who had

ne ve r been

either help or

comfort to any

one of his fel-

low-creatures."

That might be.

But what was

his counsel

doing not to

plead insanity ?

More con-

vincing are the

COUNT FOSCO.

IN " THE WOMAN IN WHITE."

' WILKIE COLLINS SUCCEEDED IN CONNECTING OBESITY WITH

THOROUGH-GOING WICKEDNESS."

villains of Wilkie Collins. In " The Woman

in White " he has the brilliant idea of

creating a very fat villain, Count Fosco.

Fat is, with most authors, a sign of

virtue, at least of harmlessness ; Collins,

much daring, succeeded in connecting

obesity with thorough-going wickedness.

Despite his weight, however, Fosco was

dignified, magnificently regular in features,

and grandly calm in expressionâ��a sort

of elderly Napoleon. There is a touch of

prophetic feminism in his portrayal : he

" got round " women by talking to them

" as seriously and sensibly " as if they were

men. The Count, whose huge body is

finally seen behind the glass at the Morgue,

in Paris, is an excellent example of the

well-bred. Machiavellian Continental villain

â��a type unhappily extinct and likely to

remain so.

For it was necessary that such a villain

should be, if not actually French or Italian,

at least touched with Latin culture. It was

necessary that, sooner or later, a blunt

Englishman should seize him by the throat

and say " You damned Frenchman." The

politeness due to an Ally will no longer

permit of this treatment. Our villains must

now be Germanic, and a German villain can

never have the requisite qualities of finesse.

The villains of the war books show the

difficulty. They are painstakingly wicked.

But they have none of the thrill that

attached to the gracefully feline Continental

villain of other times.

A still better

villain, perhaps,

was Godfrey

Ablewhite, of

"The Moon-

stone," whose

introduction

suggests the

under - current

of revolt

against Vic-

torian goody-

good yness. It

was, in fact,

rather daring

of Wilkie Col-

lins at that

time to make

a pillar of

philanthropy

both thief and

libertine. We

get the same

poi n t, more

viciously made,

in Hardy's

" Tess of the

D'Urbervilles,"

when young
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Alec D'Urberville gets

"converted.'1 But

D'Urberville has hardly

enough brains to be a

good villain ; he is only

an evil appetite.

Robert Louis Steven-

son did not disdain the

villain. John Silver is

a vigorous essay in one

genre; heisasthoroughly

villainous as anybody in

Dickens. But there is

this difference : Dickens

detested his Quilps and

Rigauds ; Stevenson

most evidently liked

Long John. We have

the same feeling regard-

ing the Master of Bal-

lantrae, Stevenson's

most carefully drawn

villain. The reader's

sympathy (following the

author's) is all on his

side, wicked as he may

be. He is so much

more of a man than the

rather colourless brother,

on whom he takes his

protracted vengeance.

As we come nearer

our own time the manu-

facture of villains falls

manifestly within a

lower plane of literary

industry. The Hall

Caine villain may be re-

presented by Lord

Robert Ure, the vicious

man about town, an

example of the infamy

of the ' ' lavender-gloved

tribe." He was "engulfed in a high stiff

collar," which should have sufficed to keep

him out of mischief, and he had a habit

of " screwing an eyeglass into his eye " ;

rather ugly, with soft, sleepy eyes, he was

(despite his innate caddishness) " fit for

good society, with the stamp of good breed-

ing." When he finds his way of life attacked

by John Storm, the cle.ical hero, he retaliates

in a curious fashion. He buys John's church

and builds a music-hall on its site. Very

up-to-date in his time. Lord Robert Ure is

now as antique as the Assyrian bulls in the

British Museum. He owed his momentary

vogue to the singular notion that he was

sketched from the life, and a typical repre-

sentative of a whole class of " society "

profligates.

Mr. Anthony Hope has done much to keep

alive the old tradition of villainy. Some of

his villains are subtle, like the Pasha in

" Phroso." Others are

given to a dashing taste

in homicide. Rupert of

Hentzau is obviously

" after " â��some would

say a long way afterâ��

Dumas. He has points,

however. He is hand-

some, he smiles a smile

of wicked and elegant

satire, and laughs softly,

to the discomfiture of

all true men ; he gets

through all the drudgery

of his wickedness â��

blackmail included â��

with distinction and

finesse. Finally, he is

an incomparable swords-

man, and reminds you

constantly that the devil

is a gentleman, with a

weakness for gentlemen.

But there is one vul-

nerable point about

Mr. Hope as a villain-

author ; he shares it

with Mr. Stanley Wey-

man and others of the

modern swashbuckler

school. He lets his vil-

lains off on inadequate

grounds. We get worked

up to a situation in

which the villain is quite

powerless. The hero is

on top of him ; he has

his pistol at the villain's

forehead ; he could kill

the villain as easily as

he could shell peas.

But the villain is wanted

for another run. There-

comes in, since nothing

else will avail. The hero suddenly feels

that he " cannot kill this man," and lets

him go, to be a source of endless distress till

the last chapter.

Now Dumas never made any such mistake.

Dumas knew plenty about psychology when

he wanted it ; note the skill with which the

musketeers are differentiated in every act

and word during thirty years of change.

But he knew also that if the exigencies of

the story demand that the villain shall writhe

his way out of his captor's clutches the

thing must be done properly, and with good

reason shown. Miladi escapes when she

seems to be at the end of her tether. So does

Mordaunt. But Miladi works for several

chapters on Felton, and there is always

a real reason if Athos has compunction

in disposing of Mordaunt. Nobody is

stopped in full hue and cry by this sudden

LONG JOHN SILVER,

IN "TREASURE ISLAND."

HE IS AS THOROUGHLY VILLAINOUS AÃ�

ANYBODY IN DICKENS."

fore " psychology
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conviction, that the thing simply can't be

done.

A good deal of fiction " psychology,"

indeed, is much on a par with that of

Nicholas Nickleby's play. " Just as you are

raising the pistol to your head a clock strikes

ten. You pause. You recollect to have heard

a clock strike ten in your infancy. The pistol

falls from your handâ��you are overcomeâ��

you burst into tears, and becomeavirtuousand

exemplary character for ever afterwards."

Mr. Le Queux and Mr. Oppenheim

share what is almost a corner in the spy

villain. There was a day when the now-

forgotten sensationalist, Hugh Conway,

seemed likely to establish a fame of his own

in this line; his Macari in "Called Back"

was a most efficient monster, who mingled a

taste for private murder with a passion for

political assassination. Mr. Le Queux com-

petently carries on the tradition. His villains

are generally of whatever nationality happens

to be unpopular for the moment. Once on a

time they were Czarist Russians ; now they

are probably Bolshevists. One fears there

was a time when they were mainly French;

during most of the war they were certainly

German. In periods of perfect inter-

national amity Mr. Le Queux falls back

on Italy; Italian villains never stale.

Of the greater writers of the day,

Mr. Conrad alone

maintains a high

standard of villainy.

Possibly the disil-

lusioned public will

take more villainy

from the South Seas

than from the home

counties; at any rate,

outlandish villainy is

more easy to work,

and the results pan

out more convin-

cingly in proportion

to the trouble taken.

Schomberg, in " Vic-

tory," is probably the

best of all German

villains. With "blink-

ing, cushioned eyes,

thick lips, very chest-

nut beard,looking full

of malice," his chief

characteristic is vin-

dictiveness. His vil-

lainy is truly of the

first order, but as he

is a real study, and

not a mere bogey-

man invented for war

service, he displays

the limitations of the

Teuton.

of

MACARI, IN "CALLED BACK."

' HUGH CONWAY'S SPY VILLAIN WAS A MOST

EFFICIENT MONSTER."

That is to say, there is an element of

stupidity in his wickedness ; his schemes are

ingenious and painstaking, but they are

always marred by a very German conceit

and a very German ill-temper. Mr. Conrad's

desperadoes, though magnificent of their

kind, hardly rise to the rank of true villains.

The true villain must be capable of a com-

plicated effort sustained throughout the book,

or he does not convince; every honest reader

knows from his inward monitor how easy it

must be to perform detached masterpieces in

villainy, and only a plot that extends over

three hundred pages can really rouse his

admiration.

We now come to a class of people who

ought to be villains and are not. Mr. Wells

is responsible for many of them. They do

everything that the old villain used to do.

They make not the smallest pretence to

morality. They lie, and thieve, and miscon-

duct themselves in the most unabashed way.

But Mr. Wells will not have them as villains.

Instead, he invests them with quite lovable

qualities, and refuses to admit any justice

in their ending up at Worm-

wood Scrubs. Thus Uncle

Ponderevo, in " Tono Bun-

gay," is a thoroughly bad

lot, by all the old standards

fiction rectitude. He

appropriates trust-

money, becomes a

millionaire company

promoter, and finally

flies the country as a

fraudulent bankrupt.

Dickens would have

killed him in a wood,

like Tigg Montagu, or

made h i m commit

suicide in a warm

bath, like Mr. Merdle.

Almost any of the old

novelists would have

made an example of

him. Mr. Wells gives

him an exceedingly

likeable personality ;

he would have us

know that there are

plenty of worse men

about, and that he is

only one of the many

works of Mr. Wells's

real villain, the social

order.

There is Mr. Brit-

ling, again. He has

done nothing to bring

him within the crim-

inal law. But his self-

confessed irregularities

would certainly bring
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Ð°Ð» old house down

on him, or get him

cut to pieces by an

express, if Dickens

were arbiter of his

fate. Mr. Wells, on

the other hand, makes

him the only really

sensible and right-

feeling man in the

book. Mr. Britling

thinks and feels for

everybod Ñ� ; he " puts

us all right," for all

the world as if he

were Mr. Dick.

I can only recall

one person remotely

resembling a villain

in Mr. Wellsâ��Prince

Somebody in "The

War in the Air."

Mr. Wells must have

disliked him, or he

would not have spat-

tered him about so

much with an ex-

plosive bullet.

Mr. Wells is always

merciful to sinners ;

it is the righteous

alone who some-

times upset his im-

partiality. To him

a villain is no more

a villain than a cock-

roach is a pest in the

eyeof Mother Nature;

he is only a bit of

common humanity,

acted on by the acid

of circumstance.

Mr. Arnold Bennett, on another plane, takes

a similar view. His Denry Machin would be

pure villain on the old valuation. He begins

by falsifying his marks at school, goes on to

tamper with his employers' papers, becomes

an unregistered moneylender, breaks off his

engagement by a trick, and bribes a footman

to cause an opportune carriage accident.

But to Mr. Bennett he is not in the least a

villain ; he is simply a man of business with

more than average push and go.

Mr. Bennett's novels teem with rogues ;

they possess no villain ; people like Machin

are no more villains, in the fiction sense, than

Gil Bias, who also did many things deserving

jail, and came out calmly triumphant and

perfectly respectable and self-respecting.

With Mr. Hornung (whose death we have

just had to lament) the " divine impar-

tiality " of the Wells-Bennett school is left

behind. The villain is no longer treated with

scientific calm, but is invested with sentiment.

SCHOMBERG, IN "VICTORY."

PROBABLY THE BEST OF ALL GERMAN VILLAINS.

and actually made the hero. Sir

Arthur Conan Doyle occasionally

introduced a sympathetic criminal,

but was steadily on the side of the

angels of law and order, represented

by Sherlock Holmes and the respect-

able Dr. Watson. The sympathetic

criminal might, as a

special favour, be al-

lowed to die without

^.-*" the rope, or even

without the hand-

cuffs, but he had to

go under somehow.

* * With Raffles we

are in a very dif-

ferent world. Raffles

is the villain as hero.

He, and not those

he preys on, or those

who strive to check

his preying, asks and

receives sympathy.

Raffles marks the

full extent of the

distance we have

travelled from the

days of Fagin and

Bill Sikes. And it

is curious to recall

that Dickens was

attacked, among

others by Thackeray

(who .wrote in re-

proof the repulsive

" Catherine "), for

making crime at-

tractive.

But it needs not

the extreme case of

Raffles to illustrate

the woeful decay of

the older kind of villain. I can quite under-

stand the refusal of the serious novelist to

recognize the villain as a separate human

sub-species. But why the unabashed story-

teller should be so affected by a literary

fashion set in higher quarters I have never

been able to understand. For undoubtedly

there is a latent demand for villains. I have

even known modern young women read

through "The Wandering Jew" because, once

well embarked on the Amazonian current of

Rodin's villainy, they simply had to follow

the stream. And Sue's novel is about equal

in bulk to the letter A in the ' EncyclopÅ�dia

Britannica."

We have sketchy villains, of course, in

plenty ; the cheap article seems still to be a

commercial " proposition." But the elaborate

jewelled and engine-turned villain apparently

does not repay the trouble of manufacture.

It seems a pity. For some of the old villains

were really very, very goodâ��in their day.



MR. CRAY, his short and rather fat

legs dangling in mid-air, was seated

on a grey stone wall which bordered

a portion of the Corniche Road,

smoking a very good cigar, at peace with

himself and the world. About a hundred

yards lower down, his chauffeur was engaged

in tedious but necessary repairs to the

limousine car drawn up under the shadow of

a eucalyptus tree. Mr. Cray was not in the

least hurry to resume his journey. Motoring

in these lofty altitudes made no great appeal

to him. He was thoroughly contented here,

basking in the warm sunlight, enjoying his

cigar, and lazily speculating as to the doings

of a mysterious crowd of people of whom he

could catch glimpses every now and then,

moving about behind the trees on the other

side of the road.

A gate exactly opposite to him, leading into

an orchard, was suddenly opened, and a

young woman made her unexpected appear-

ance. She was apparently English, she was

becomingly dressed, pretty, although ob-

viously addicted to the use of strange cos-

metics, and she crossed the road towards

[.PHILLIPS
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him with a friendly smile. Mr. Cray, whose

sole desire at that moment was for com-

panionship, raised his hat.

" Good morning," he ventured.

" Good morning," she replied, pleasantly.

" I wonder if you have such a thing as an

English match ? I can't get these horrid

French things to strike."

Mr. Cray produced at once a well-filled

box.

" Help yourself," he invited, generously.

" Fill your own box if you've got one.

There's very little in this quarter of the globe

that isn't good enough for Joseph P. Cray,

but the match proposition is about as bad

a one as ever I've struck."

The young lady accepted his offer without

demur, lit a cigarette, and leaped nimbly on

to the wall by his side.

" So your name is Joseph P. Cray ? " she

remarked, affably. " You're American, of

course ? My name is Daisy Lindel. Ever

seen me ? "

Mr. Cray shook his head regretfully.

" I can't say that I have," he admitted.

"I've a pretty good memory for faces like

Copyright, 1911, by E. Phillips Oppenheim.
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yours, too. Have you been in these parts

long ? "

She laughed gaily.

" I didn't mean seen me about. I meant

on the films."

" God bless my soul ! "Mr. Cray exclaimed.

" That's what all those people are doing on

the other side of the wood, I suppose. Ac-

counts for your make-up, too."

The young lady nodded, taking out a

pocket looking-glass and studying herself.

" I do look pretty beastly, don't I Ã� " she

observed, dabbing her face here and there

with a handkercliief. " I'd have explained

when I came up, but I thought you knew

what we were doing."

" That's all right," Mr. Cray assured her.

" Glad of your company. I can see you've

got a real pretty face under your make-up."

" You Americans are so forward," she

murmured.

" We know good things when we see them,"

Mr. Cray declared. " Doing a film, eh ?

Well, that's interesting. What's the story ? "

" Too long to tell you," she replied. " The

point is, there's a murder at that cottage

opposite, and the body's dragged out into

that wood. They've been hauling a poor

fellow about there until he declares he hasn't

a sound bone in his body."

" Pretty strenuous, that," Mr. Cray re-

marked. " Kind of peaceful place for a

murder."

They both gazed at the little dwelling

opposite. It was a long, one-storey, pea-

sant's cottage half covered with a flowering

creeper, with a small garden in front and a

gate leading into the orchard.

" Just the kind of place," the girl mur-

mured, " to make one feel really sentimental.

One can imagine a perfect love story being

lived there, so different from our sordid little

flirtations and make-believes."

She looked dreamily across the strip of

dusty road and sighed. Mr. Cray sighed, too.

" Love is such a wonderful thing," she said,

softly.

" Sure ! " Mr. Cray agreed.

" Are you married ? " she asked, with-

drawing her eyes from the clematis-wreathed

porch, and gazing into his clean-shaven,

good-natured face.

Mr. Cray coughed.

" In a kind of way," he admitted. " That

is to say, my wife likes to live in Indiana

State."

" Where is that ? " she inquired.

"In the United States of America, way

back across the Continent."

She looked at him pityingly.

" And you have to come over here all

alone ! "

" Seems kinder hard luck, doesn't it ? " he

'aid, cheerfully. " The fact is, I haven't been

back home since the war. I was out in

France with the Y.M.C.A., and when we got

through I didn't feel I could face these new

laws, monkeying up side-streets for your

liquor, or taking a drink behind a screen at a

chemist's. Most of my friends were coming

across pretty regularly, so I just stayed over

on this side."

" I see ! Aren't you very lonely some-

times, Mr. Cray ? "

He edged a little nearer.

" Sure !" he admitted. " I love company,

too. Whereabouts are you folk staying ? "

" At the Villa Hyacinth," she told him.

" There's a bus runs every hour into Monte,

and we have two cars as well, but we really

aren't as far out as we seem."

" I'd like it if you could take a little dinner

with me one night," Mr. Cray suggested,

boldly.

" I'd like it, too," she assented. " I

haven't many friends in the company. The

producer's ver\r nice, but he has his wife

staying over at Nice, and I can't bear the

man I do most of my scenes with. Are you

free this evening ? "

" Sure ! " Mr. Cray agreed. " I'll fetch

you if you say the word, or will you be at the

HÃ´tel de Paris at eight o'clock ? "

" HÃ´tel de Paris ! How delightful ! " she

exclaimed. " You needn't trouble to fetch
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me, Mr. Cray, but I'd be glad if you'd take

me home. Here comes our photographer.

He's going to take some ' stills ' of the

cottage."

Mr. Cray nodded.

" Someone moving about inside," he re-

marked, looking at one of the windows.

The photographer arrived, exchanged

greetings with the young lady, and adjusted

his instrument on the other side of the wall,

almost out of sight. He was still busy

focusing when, from the side door of the

cottage, a young man suddenly appeared,

and with a couple of strides reached the

middle of the road. He was neatly enough

dressed in the blue smock and trousers of

the peasant, but his whole appearance was

dishevelled and passionate. His black hair

was unkempt, his blue eyes were ablaze, his

fists were clenched. He was like a man

beside himself with anger. He was young,

scarcely more than a boy, deeply sunburnt,

and with powerful frame and shoulders.

As he passed Mr. Cray and his companion

he broke into a little stream of furious words.

Then he sprang over the wall and disappeared,

running down the hillside. Mr. Cray glanced

after him, a little puzzled.

" Did you get that ? " he asked the girl.

" He talked too fast for me.'1

" I didn't understand a word," the young

lady confessed. " My French isn't any good,

any way."

She looked after the disappearing figure.

" He was terribly handsome," she ob-

served. " I wish our camera man had been

here."

Mr. Cray nodded.

" He seemed kinder flustered. I guess

his dejeuner wasn't to his liking. These

foreigners get so crazy over nothing."

" Dijeuner," the girl sighed " Don't!

I ate my sandwiches before eleven o'clock."

Mr. Cray smiled. His car had just come

into sight, slowly rounding the hill.

" I guess I can fix that," he said. " I've

a glass of white wine, and sandwiches enough

for a crowd, in my car here."

The girl gazed at Mr. Cray's rotund figure

and at the approaching motor. There was

a look of adoration in her face.

" You are an angel," she declared. "From

the moment I saw you on the wall, I felt that

you were meant to bring happiness into my

life. You are sure there will be enough

sandwiches ? "

Mr. Cray smiled confidently.

" I guess you will say so when you see the

basket," he replied. " I'm taking a little

trip alone to-day, but 1 expected a friend

who had to go over to Nice at the last

moment."

" Heaven bless your friend ! " the girl

exclaimed, fervently. " I am consumed with

jealousy, but I will revenge myself by devour-

ing her sandwiches."

" You don't need to worry any over my

friend," Mr. Cray declared, as he opened the

door of the car and stretched out his hand

for the luncheon basket. " Peter Gibson,

his name is, of the Gibson Shoe Company,

out in Lynn. Some plant he owns, I can

tell you."

" I love him for his sex," the young lady

declared, accepting a sandwich from the very

magnificent collection which Mr. Cray had

spread out. " I should have hated you to

have been faithless before we met."

MR. CRAY produced a bottle of wine

and a corkscrew, and a very agreeable

little picnic followed. The photo-

grapher, having completed his " stills," was

summoned to join in the feast. The sandn

wiches were followed by cheese biscuits,

and fruit which caused the young lady to

scream with delight. The photographer

took his tactful leave, and Miss Daisy

Lindel, who had already explained to

her companion at great length the precise

reason why she was not playing lead in the

present film, now proceeded to confide to

him the cause of her family loss of fortune

and her subsequent appearance upon the

stage.

" The thought of this sort of thing," she

declared, biting sorrowfully into a pear,

" would have broken my father's heart.

However, I'm happy enough. Work is good â�¢

for us all, and I couldn't sit down and be the

only one of my family to do nothing."

These side-lights upon the young lady's

family history, and their agreeable little

picnic, were suddenly broken into by a

further untoward happening connected with

the cottage opposite. The front door was

thrown open and a woman ran screaming out

into the road. Her hands were high above-

her head, her face seemed distorted with

horror. She ran towards the two, shouting

and gesticulating, pointing first to the cottage

and then down the hill, across the field. Mr.

Cray slipped off the wall.

" I can't get all she says," he told his

companion, " but it seems that someone

has been hurt in the cottage, and she is

accusing the young man of having done it.

I'd better go and see what's wrong. Jean,

you rascal, come here."

The chauffeur made his appearance from

the tree behind which he had been consuming

his lunch. In something less than thirty

seconds he and the woman were in the midst

of an impassioned duet, and all three were

on their way to the cottage. The young

lady sat upon the wall and waited. Down

the road came a peasant in a brown linen

suit, riding a bicycle.
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" It is FranÃ§ois ! " the woman shouted,

waving to him. " Come to me, little one.

A terrible thing has happened ! "

They waited for FranÃ§ois, a giant of over

six feet, who dismounted from his bicycle

and listened with ejaculations like pistol

shots to a repetition of the woman's story.

Then they all went into the cottage. The

woman threw open the door of the little

living-room. Then Mr. Cray saw that they

were in the presence of tragedy.

THE room, almost painfully neat, was

devoid of any signs of a struggle.

The white stone floor was spotlessly

clean. Strings of onions, a few birds, and

a rabbit hung from a beam in the ceiling.

There were antimacassars upon the oak

chairs, a neat array of crockery upon the

dresser. Seated in a high-backed chair

was an old man with a long grey beard.

His head was thrown back, his eyes and

mouth were open. From the left side of

his body protruded the hilt of a knife.

There was a splash or two of blood upon

the floor beneath and upon the side of

the chair. He was without a doubt dead.

As they saw him, the woman fainted, but

recovered again almost immediately to join

in the fierce chorus of questions and com-

mentary. Mr. Cray lifted the man's wrist

and felt it for a moment. Then he turned

away, left the cottage, and walked back into

the sunlight. The girl slipped from the wall

and came towards him.

" What has happened ? " she asked.

" What seems to be a murder," Mr. Cray

answered, gravely. " There is an old man

there quite dead. I think the woman is

trying to say that he was stabbed by his

son, the boy who ran past us across the field

and into the wood."

" How horrible ! " the girl exclaimed,

turning suddenly pale. " In that cottage,

too, where everything looks so peaceful !

Why, it must have been done whilst we were

sitting here talking. And that boy ' He had

such a beautiful face."

" I guess they're a queer, passionate lot,

some of the country folk round here," Mr.

Cray observed. " If I were you, young lady,

I'd just get back to the others now. I guess

I'd better go on to the village and get a

doctor. HÃ´tel de Paris to-night at eight

o'clock."

" Lovely ! " the girl murmured.

They crossed the road together. Mr. Cray

held open the gate which led into the wood.

" It's too bad this should have happened,"

he said. " Kind of broke up our little time

together."

She was still pale, but she was rapidly

recovering herself.

" Anyhow," she declared, " it has been the

happiest half-hour I have had since we'vo

been out here."

She made her way up through the trees

with a parting wave of the hand. Mr. Cray

turned back and entered the cottage.

Ð� Ð� a few minutes before eight that evening

Miss Daisy Lindel descended from the

omnibus which had brought her from

the villa and entered the HÃ´tel de Paris. Mr.

Cray was waiting for her, and together they

made their way into the restaurant, where

her new friend was received with the deep

respect which his knowledge of food and wine,

his urbane manner, his discreet but lavish

tips earned for him in whatever restaurant

he chose to patronize. The head-waiter him-

self, a very magnificent personage, conducted

them to their well-chosen table. Half-a-

dozen underlings, of various grades and

offices, showed breathless interest in Mr.

Cray's deliberately chosen dinner. A gasp

of mingled relief and approval escaped from

them when the menu was finally laid aside,

the last word spoken. They melted away

to give place to a solemn-looking functionary

with a mayoral chain around his neck. To

him Mr. Cray whispered only the magic

words " Pommery "06," and then devoted

his attention to his companion.

" I am so glad you recognized me without

my make-up," she said.

" I should have recognized you anywhere,"

her host assured her. " Say, what did the

rest of the company think about your coming

out to dine with me ? "

The girl, who was leaning towards her

companion with her elbows on the table,

twirled a ring absently around her finger

once or twice. Then she looked suddenly up

and smiled at him.

" I told an awful fib," she confessed, simply.

" I told them that I knew you in London."

" Well, well 1 " Mr. Cray murmured, con-

solingly. " A little fib like that don't do

anybody any harm. From henceforth the

date of our acquaintance is fixedâ��Savoy

Hotel theatrical party last September. Now

I guess we are well on the way to being old

friends."

She laughed gaily, and became very soon

entirely at her ease. She wore a black gown

of guileful simplicity, her brilliant hair was

becomingly arranged, her eyes were bright

anil her smile pleasant. Nevertheless, there

were odd moments when, notwithstanding

her obvious content with her surroundings

and with her companion, her face clouded

over and her eyes wandered away into space.

" Something on your mind ? " Mr. Cray

inquired presently.

She nodded.

It is that boy's face," she confessed. " I

can see him now, coming out of the cottage
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a.id crossing the road towards us. He was

like a madmanâ��the way he jumped the wall

and ran down the hillside, muttering to him-

self. Yet it wasn't a bad face. Tell me

what happened."

" Well, I did what I could," Mr. Cray said,

thoughtfully. " I went along in the car

as far as the nearest village, and brought

back the doctor and a gendarme."

" Do they think that it was the boy who

did it ? " she asked.

" Things kind of point that way," Mr. Cray

admitted. " The household consisted of

Jacques Cassiat, the murdered man, his

second wife, and Jacques, the son by his

first wifeâ��the boy we saw. From what some-

one told my chauffeur it was a miserable

mÃ©nage. The old man was mean but doting.

He wouldn't even pay his son wages for the

work he did on the bit of farm, and the woman

seems to have helped to make bad blood

between them whenever she could."

" And who was the other man ? "

" FranÃ§ois Lafont, his name was," Mr.

Cray replied. " He owns the next plot of

land."

The girl shivered a little.

" These things are commonplace enough to

read about," she remarked, " but it gives one

a strange feeling to have been within half

a yard of anyone who has just committed

a murder. Did you see how blue that boy's

eyes were, and what a finely-shaped forehead

he had ? "

Mr. Cray sipped his wine thoughtfully.

" I kind of cottoned to that young man

myself," he admitted. " So much so that

I'm taking a bit of trouble to get at the

rights of the matter."

She looked puzzled.

" Yes ? " she murmured.

" I'm one of those harmless old blunderers,"

Mr. Cray explained, " who go about the world

poking their noses into other people's busi-

ness. I've a kind of natural taste for ad-

ventures and for straightening out problems

when I come across them. I get more kicks

than thanks, but I've had some amusement

out of it. With regard to this present little

affair, there don't seem, on the face of it,

much room for interference from anybody.

The boy will be arrested probably to-night,

and maybe he'll confess right away. If so,

of course, there's an end of it. If he don'tâ��

if he really has any sort of a story to tellâ��

well, I shall pay a lawyer to get at the rights

of it. I have been to the police-station

myself already. Say, how would you like

to spend the rest of the evening, Miss Daisy ?

There's the Opera right over the way, or

we could go across to the Rooms ? 'â�¢'

" The Opera would be heavenly," the young

lady declared. " I adore music."

" I took seats on the chance," her host

announced. " We'll just have a cup of

coffee in the lounge and get along over."

The remainder of the evening passed in the

most pleasant fashion. Mr. Cray and his

companion thoroughly enjoyed the music,

thoroughly enjoyed each other's company,

and strolled back towards the HÃ´tel de Paris

about half-past eleven, on excellent terms

with one another.

" Just a mouthful of supper across at the

CafÃ©," Mr. Cray insisted, " and a glass of

wine, and I'll take you right back."

" It sounds delightful," she murmured.

THEY called first at the hotel, at Mr.

Cray's suggestion, and in the lounge

they were accosted by a tall, dark

man dressed in sombre black, with a small

black tie, a very high, white linen collar, and

carrying a black cape upon his arm. Mr.

Cray introduced him to his companion.

" Monsieur Droumbet, the avocat," he

explained. " I went in to see him this

afternoon, and asked him to let me know of

any developments in that little affair we

saw something of this morning."

" The young man Jacques Cassiat was

arrested at seven o'clock this evening,'

the avocat announced. " He was seated on

a bench on the promenade."

" Did he confess ? " Mr. Cray asked,

eagerly.

" On the contrary," the avocat replied.

" he had every appearance of being shocked,

both at the news of the old man's murder and

at the fact that he was suspected of it. He

declared that he had meant to return home

himself later. He admitted the quarrel, but

declared that his father was strong and well

when he left him."

Mr. Cray smiled.

" This news," he said, " confirms my own

impression of the case. I am very much

obliged, Monsieur Droumbet. At what hour

will the magistrate's examination take place

to-morrow morning ? "

" At eleven o'clock, monsieur."

" At a quarter to eleven I shall be at your

office," Mr. Cray announced.

" I shall await your pleasure, monsieur,"

was the polite reply.

M. Droumbet bowed first to Miss Daisv

Lindel, then to Mr. Cray, and afterwards

to no one in particular.

" What's your hurry ? " Mr. Cray remon-

strated. " We thought of stepping across to

the CafÃ© de Paris for a sandwich and a bottle

of wine. Won't you join us ? "

M. Droumbet shook his head. He was

apologetic but emphatic.

" Monsieur Cray will excuse me," he

begged. " For the visitor those places are

very well. For me who practises my pro-

fession here, it would be ruin to be seen at
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" In the lounge they were accosted by a man dressed in sombre black. Mr. Cray introduced

him to his companion. ' Monsieur Droumbet, the aoocat' he explained."

them. I shall expect Monsieur Cray at a

quarter to eleven to-morrow morning."

He departed with a farewell flourish of the

hat. Mr. Cray looked after him with some

concern.

" Say, I don't see where his fun comes in,"

he remarked. " Maybe he keeps canaries,

or plays on the piano. Let's be getting

across now."

" Are you going to pay him to defend the

boy ? " she asked, as they stepped back into

the scented night, and turned their faces

towards the hotel, from which the sound of

music travelled to their ears.

" I guess soâ��something of the sort," Mr.

Cray assented.

" You dear, generous man ! " she mur-

mured, squeezing his arm.

T the Cafe de Paris it appeared that Mr.

Cray was also a well-known client.

A table in the best part of the room

was at once prepared for him, his brief orders

met with instantaneous response, and the

Bacchanalian high priest who tendered him

the wine list received his commands with

marks of the deepest respect. To complete

his companion's happiness, Mr. Cray proved

himself an expert in the modern dances

which were being lavishly indulged in, and

as he led her, breathless, back to her place,

she declared that she was having the most

enjoyable evening of her life.

" Why, if all the crowd aren't here ! "

she exclaimed a little later, waving her hand

towards a distant corner of the room.

" There's Mr. Harding, the producer, and

Miss May, our leading lady, and Mr. Spens,

â�¢the photographer, whom you met this

morning. They don't seem to be able to

find a table."

" Ask them right

insisted, hospitably,

them here."

The girl beckoned

enthusiasm.

" You won't be able to escort me home

now," she whispered.

" Damn ! " Mr. Cray muttered, with

mendacious emphasis.

across," Mr. Cray

' We'll find room for

her friends without
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A dozen waiters flew to do their wealthy

patron's bidding. The table was promptly

rearranged and extended. Pleasant cour-

tesies were exchanged with the newcomers,

and the evening proceeded merrily, with Mr.

Cray a self-established host. It was three

o'clock before the party broke up. Mr. Cray

and Spens were the last to leave the room.

"I'm afraid I'm giving you a lot of

trouble," Mr. Cray said politely.

The camera man removed a large cigar

from the corner of his mouth. Whatever

cares he might have had in private life,

the memory of them had escaped him.

The champagne had been potent and plenti-

ful, and his state was beatific.

" No trouble at all, old boy," he declared.

" Pleasure do anything for you. What a

night ! What, a place ! What a life ! "

The little omnibus rolled on amidst a

chorus of thanks from its occupants, and a

little, bouquet of kisses from the ladies to

which Mr. Cray gallantly responded. He

watched the vehicle turn the corner of the

square. Then he went home to bed.

EVEN the examining magistrate himself,

a grey and ponderous gentleman, seemed

conscious of the sense of drama which

pervaded the musty room with its high win-

dows and bare, polished floors, in which

next morning he conducted his preliminary

investigation into the circumstances atten-

dant upon the murder of Jacques Cassiat.

Before him stood the wretched youth,

Jacques Cassiat, junior, a gendarme on

either side ; on his left hand, his clerk ;

on his right hand, installed in a seat

of honour, sat Mr. Cray, who, in

addition to his passport, made a point of

always carrying with him credentials of the

highest order. Furthermore, seated some

distance away was the widow of the mur-

dered man, with the neighbour, Francois

Lafont. The two whispered to one another

frequently. Once, when the boy had burst

into a tirade against her unkindness to his

father, she had passed her arm as though for

protection through her companion's. Neither

seemed entirely at ease. Their presence in

court during the boy's examination was

unusual and unexplained. Neither of them

found it pleasant.

The magistrate broke a somewhat pro-

longed silence, glancing up from the notes

which he had made during his examination

of the boy. He turned to the latter, pursing

out his lips, settling his horn-rimmed spec-

tacles a little more firmly upon his nose, and

tapping upon the desk with his penholder.

" Jacques Cassiat," he said, " you are in

custody, probably to be charged with the

murder of your father, Jacques Cassiat,

senior, of the Orchard Farm. You obsti-

nately deny your guilt. Yet it has been

proved that you left the house after a violent

quarrel with your father, that those quarrels

were of almost daily occurrence, and that he

was found stabbed in his chair by the first

person who entered the room after your

departure. In the face of these facts, do

you still obstinately deny your guilt ? "

" I am not guilty," the boy declared

passionately. " I swear that I never raised

my hand against him ! Before the good

God -"

M. Droumbet, the avocat, had risen to his

feet. He brandished his arm before the

boy's face.

" Remember !" he cried, and the boy broke

off in his passionate outburst.

M. Droumbet turned to the magistrate.

" Monsieur le magistrat," he began, and his

voice was charged with portentous meaning.

" I beg to be allowed to submit evidence on

behalf of the accused."

The magistrate nodded. In the back-

ground, Francois Lafont and the woman by

his side unlocked hands and sat a little apart.

They both leaned forward to listen. The

woman's black eyebrows nearly met. The

man's lips had parted, showing unpleasant

yellow teeth. '

" I beg to ask your honour to examine

this photograph," the avocat continued, pass-

ing one up to the magistrate.

The magistrate studied the picture which

had been submitted for his inspection.

" That is a photograph of Orchard Farm,"

M. Droumbet went on, " taken by a

photographer employed by an English cinema

arm, who waits without for your examina-

tion. I ask you, sir, to look at the window

on the left. What do you see ? "

" I see," the magistrate replied, " the

blurred but distinguishable form of a manâ��

an old manâ��looking out of the window."

" That man, sir," the avocat declared,

" was Jacques Cassiat ! And listen," he

added, throwing out his arms with a theatrical

gesture, " that picture was taken after the

wrongfully accused boy there had left the

house ! The figure at the window is the

figure of his father, who went to the window

to watch the departure of his son."

" Have you witnesses ? " the magistrate

inquired.

" The photographer himself," was the

triumphant reply, " Monsieur Cray, the

American gentleman of great importance

who sits by your side, and a young lady from

the cinema company. All three will testify

that the photographer took up his position

and secured his picture after that unfortunate

young man had crossed the road and de- .

scended the hill."

The magistrate turned towards Mr. Cray,

who bowed his head.



E. Phillips Oppenheim

525

" I am prepared to bear witness to that

upon my oath," he said.

The magistrate turned back to M.

Droumbet.

" This is very extraordinary evidence,

monsieur l'avocat," he said. " We are here

to sift the matter. If the boy did not kill

his father, then who did ? "

" Monsieur," was the prompt reply, " be-

fore I go farther, I have to request you to

remove the gendarmes from guarding that

young man, and to place them at the door.

I myself will be responsible for Jacques

Cassiat."

The magistrate made a sign and the thing

was done. M. Droumbet continued.

" Monsieur le magistrat," he pronounced,

' perjury has been committed in this court

within the last hour. You have been told a

lie ! You have been told a lie to shield the

guilty man ! "

THERE was an intense silence. FranÃ§ois

Lafont was leaning farther forward in

his seat now, breathing heavily. The

courage born of the wine shops where he had

spent the early morning was evaporating.

The woman's eyes were like points of fire.

" The man Lafont there," the avocat con-

tinued, with a sudden sweep of the arm,

" was in the outhouse, where the woman

by his side was washing clothes, whilst the

quarrel between father and son was at its

height. I can prove that he was there.

Let us assume that he entered the house,

that he seized the opportunity of that quarrel

and that poor boy's precipitate departure

to commit the evil deed which secured for

him the old man Cassiat's savings, and to

make his mistress of to-day his wife of to-

morrow."

" A lie ! " the woman shrieked. " Mon-

sieur," she added imploringly to the magis-

trate, " stop that man ! "

Lafont, by her side, was shaking like a man

in an ague.

" I can prove," the avocat continued, " that

that man Lafont left the house after the poor

boy Cassiat, that he left it secretly, keeping

all the time under cover of the grey stone

wall whilst he made his way to his own home.

Arrived there, he fetched out his bicycle

and came along the road on a casual errand.

It was no casual errand, monsieur le magistrat.

He came back to sec the work which he had

done ! My facts are facts. The American

gentleman of importance who sits by your

side can testify to their truth. It was he

who saw the man, whom I now accuse as

the murderer of Jacques Cassiat, skulking

from the house where he had committed

that foul deed ! "

Lafont was on his feet. The woman was

shouting and shrieking at him.

" She made me do it ! " he cried. " It was

she who placed the knife in my hand ! She

threw her arms around his neck ! She would

have strangled him if I had not struck ! "

" Liar ! Coward ! Poltroon ! " the woman

shrieked, as she fell upon her companion

and forced her hands against his mouth.

" You give yourself to the guillotine ! You

have a heart of putty ! "

The gendarmes separated them. The

magistrate made a sign, and their hands fell

heavily upon Lafont's shoulder.

" You confess, Lafont ? " the magistrate

cried, with outstretched finger. " It is use-

less to deny your guilt."

" I killed the old man," Lafont faltered,

each word seeming to stick in his throat.

" We talked of it often, she and I. She put

it into my head as she put the knife into my

hand."

The woman spat at him. Lafont was

marched away. The boy, a little dazed,

crept over to where Mr. Cray was seated,

and kissed his hand.

" It was monsieur who discovered the

truth," he murmured.

" My young friend," Mr. Cray replied,

" truth always discovers itself."

The magistrate took up a knife and began

to pare his nails.

" A most interesting morning," he said.

" Monsieur will do me the honour of taking

dÃ©jeuner with me ? "

" Any morning except this morning, with

pleasure," Mr. Cray replied. " It chances

that I have an engagement."

" To-morrow, then," the magistrate agreed,

rising to his feet. " Au revoir, monsieur !

In the name of the Law, I thank you."

Mr. Cray drew a little breath as he left the

fusty court and stepped into the brilliant

sunshine. Everywhere were signs of a busy

and genial life. Women flitted about like

butterflies in their pursuit of pleasure. The

little tables outside the CafÃ© de Paris were

almost all taken. Miss Daisy Lindel waved

her parasol.

" Is everything all right ? " she asked,

anxiously.

The sun was very warm and the west wind

fragrant. Mr. Cray shook himself free from

that web of ugly memories.

" The boy is free," he assured her.

She gave a little sigh of relief, and Mr.

Cray seated himself in the chair which she

had been guarding. There was an almost

feverish zest in the order which he gave to a

passing waiter. Then he became conscious

that the boy was lingering at the edge of

the little array of tables, lingering there

wistfully, as though he still had a word to

say. Mr. Cray beckoned to him. Jacques

Cassiat hastened up and stood there, bare-

headed.
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' The man LaÃont there,' he continued, with a sudden

sweep of the arm, ' was in the outhouse whilst the quarrel

between father and son was at its height. 1 can prove

that he was there.' "

"If mon-

sieur would ac-

cept my ser-

v i Ñ� e," he

begged, ner-

vously finger-

ing his cap.

Mr. Cray

shook his head,

smiling.

"Take my ad-

vice, Jacques,"

he said. " Get

back to your

farm and re-

member these

last twenty-

four hours only

as a dream."

"It shall be

as monsieur

says," the boy

replied reluct-

antly ; " b.u t

monsieur will

remember," he

added, his.

hand pressed

for a moment

against his

heart, " there

will be a pain

here until the

day when mon-

sieur shall re-

quire some ser-

vice of me." [

He moved

away almost at

once and

turned up the

hill, a strange

figure in his

peasant's

clothes and

with his fine,

free carriage.

They watched

him until he

was out of

sight.

"I should

like to see him

in a film," Miss

Daisy Lindel

declared.

Mr. Cray

only smiled.

A nolher

Adventure of

Air. Cray

next nw.i h.
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UNTIL comparatively re-

cently, the world of art

associated the name of Edmund Dulac

principally with the very beautiful water-

colour drawings which he made in illustration

A CHANCE LOST TO VELAZQUEZ.

(King Al/Ð¾Ð»Ñ� Xlll.)

' l> there Ð» more modern king than I ? "

to such classics as " The Arabian

Nights " and " The RubaiyÃ¢t of

Omar Khayyam." To-day they are hailing

him as one of the leading caricaturists of

modern times. To-morrow, who knows but

that he may become famous as a

portrait painter, or as a designer

of scenic effects ? He has already

met with considerable success in

these branches of art, besides many-

others, and there seems to be no

limit to his versatility.

In this article, however, we are

concerned mainly with Mr. Dulac's

activities as caricaturist. Glancing

at the accompanying specimens of

his work, we are immediately im-

pressed by the artist's skill in

obtaining remarkable likenesses of

the various public figures whom he

chooses to portray. But there is

even more in these caricatures than

meets the eye, for, with a few

exceptions, Mr. Dulac made them

entirely from memory, being per-

sonally acquainted with his subjects,

or having seen them at some time

or other in the House of Commons

or at a club. In a few isolated cases

he has been obliged to rely upon

photographs for his impressions,

but these have always been unsatis-

factory.

" There are comparatively few

notabilities whom I have not had

an opportunity to study at some

time or other," he said, " and once

I have taken a mental photograph of

a man's features I generally manage

to remember them indefinitely. For-

tunately, I do not require to make

any preliminary sketches from life
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Mr. Dulac's work certainly

supports this contention, for some

of his drawings are almost por-

traits, whilst those in which he

has resorted to slight exaggerations

are treated with such delicacy and

restraint that they convey no sug-

gestion of malice. Behind them

all one senses a spirit of good-

humoured banter that is part of the

personality of the artist himself.

His method of working is rather

unusual in that, although his pre-

liminary sketches are made in

pencil, he never uses an eraser.

Instead, he prefers to cover his

rough sketch with tracing paper

and to redraw the entire subject,

carefully altering a line here and

there as he proceeds, and some-

times, when dissatisfied, making

quite half-a-dozen tracings before

the desired effect is obtained.

Many of Mr. Dulac's victims have

been highly amused upon seeing

the artist's humorous impressions

â�¢ THE LEGEND OF ST. JEROME.

{ (Mr. George Bernard Shaw and the British Lion.)

" A very gentle beast, and of a good con-

science."â��Midsummer Night's Dream.

when preparing my caricatures. All

that I need is to be allowed to

watch my ' victim ' for five or ten

minutes in order to study his

movements and mannerisms, and if

possible to hear him speak. That

may seem strange to you, but it is

of paramount importance for me to

hear a man's voice in order to get

a true impression of his personality.

It is quite easy to gather an en-

tirely wrong impression of a person

from a photograph, or even from

seeing him in the flesh. But as

soon as he speaks he reveals his

true self. How often do we hear

some such remark as : ' He looks

a perfect gentleman, but when he

opens his mouth ! '

' After all, it is the personality

of the subject that really counts,

for the mere distortion of facial

peculiarities does not constitute a

true caricature."

VoL Ð«.-35.

"ECCE HOMUNCULUS!"

(Suggestion for a new Masterpiece by Mr. Epttein.)

1 he Importance oÃ Being Unconventional
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ot themselvesâ��which were originally

published in the Outlook, and subse-

quently exhibited at the Leicester

Galleries, Leicester Square.

The drawing of the King of Spain

is a satire upon the old-world pomp

and ceremony which still exists in the

Spanish Court, and to which the very

modern monarch manages to adapt

himself so admirably when occasion

demands. Incidentally the features

of King Alfonso, particularly the

chin, are not unlike those of the

Philip of Velazquez upon which this

caricature is a skit.

The caricature of G. Bernard Shaw

is interesting as another example of

the artist's skill in burlesquing various

styles of art, for the composition of

the picture is an imitation of an old

fifteenth-century wood engraving.

A "GREAT ADVENTURE"

but not quite the greatest.

(Mr. Arnold Benncll in His Famaui Pottery Act.)

'THE HEIR PRESUMPTIVE."

(The Rl. Hon. Winston Churchill. M.P.)

Trying it on.

The satire upon the work

of Mr. Epstein was made in

allusion to the much-dis-

cussed statue of Christ,

which the sculptor exhibited

not long ago, and is a pic-

torial comment upon the

latter's daringly unconven-

tional methods. (It will be

remembered that his statue

of Christ was practically

clean shaven, and in direct

opposition to all orthodox

ideas.) Mr. Dulac has de-

picted Mr. Epstein making

a statue of Napoleon with

an enormous moustache !

The study of Mr. Arnold

Bennett in his " Great Pot-

tery Act " is full of quiet

humour. In connection with

this, Mr. Dulac made some

interesting comments.

" Nearly all people of out-

standing personality develop

certain traits which lift them
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So distinct and permanent are the

mental impressions which Mr. Dulac

stores in his brain that he is able

to make remarkably true water-

colour portraitsâ��as distinct from

caricaturesâ��of friends who are

well known to him, without ever

requesting them to sit for him.

Naturally, this gift is a great asset

to him in all portraiture that he

undertakes, and the success of his

caricatures has given quite a fillip

to the demand for his services as a

portrait painter.

Born in Toulouse, of French

parents, Mr. Dulac is British by

naturalization, and speaks English

with only the slightest trace of

accent. It was originally intended

that he should enter the legal pro-

fession, of which his father was a

member, and he actually spent two

years in the study of law, but the

artistic strain inherited from his

forefathers asserted itself, and he

was eventually allowed to follow his

PERFECT PEACE.

(Mr. Balfaar.)

A Reminiscence of San Remo.

from the common rut. Sometimes

their eccentricities are only slight,

but one feels that they would grow

rapidly unless they were kept well

in hand. That is what I endeavour

to convey in my caricatures. Of

course, Mr. Bennett's hair is not

quite so untidy and his collar is

not so large as I have drawn it,

neither does he stand quite so awk-

wardly as I have depicted him. Yet,

from an actual impression of his

own personality, I feel that Mr.

Bennett's tendencies point in the

direction I have indicated, and that

if he were not to keep a check

upon himself he would in all

probability develop into such a

character as I have depicted."

The brilliant study of Miss Irene

Vanbrugh is particularly worthy of

mention, not only for the originality

of the idea, but for the remarkably

characteristic facial expressions.

Yet the caricature was made en-

tirely from memory.

THE MOODY DEAN.

(The Very ReÂ». W. R. Inge.)

â�¢Alas, poor (Pre-hlst)Yorickf
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natural bent, com-

mencing his studies

in art at the famous

Julian's ateliers in

Paris.

All his life he has

dabbled in caricature

as a pastime, and

among his most trea-

sured possessions are a

number of humorous

studies of the various

tutors which he made

during the hours when

he was supposed to be

studying law. Never-

theless, none of his

work in this direction

was published until

1915.

He is still in his

thirties, and will go a

long way yetâ��though

in what new branch

of artistic endeavour

he will shine next it

is hard to say. His

caricatures are re-

markable, but then so

are his water-colour

drawings, his original

COMEDY AND TRAGEDY.

(Miu Irene Vanbrugh.)

Mistress of Both.

designs for furniture,

his colour schemes for

stage effects and cos-

tumes, the quaint little

wooden figures of

various public person-

alitiesâ��including the

King and Queenâ��

which he has carved

with an ordinary pen-

knife for his own

amusement, and the

beautiful musical in-

struments which are

also of his own design

and making, and upon

which he plays with

evident talent.

To describe him

merely as a carica-

turist would be to dis-

regard all the other

branches of his pro-

fession in which he ex-

cels. It would be like

describing the Prime

Minister as an orator.

Edmund Dulac is a

true artist, to whom

nothing in art seems

impossible.

AN EXERCISE IN ANAGRAMS.

/.V the following letter each word, or group of words, in heavier type may be transformed into a single English

word, thus making perfect sense when the whole letter is read. When two or

anagram a proper name or place-name is indicated.

lo, The Neap Dales,

Sole of Kent.

Dear Sir Hot Perch,

You will be glad to hear that I am now well

enough to eat a plumber almost daily in open taxi toil

of my vexed a cat garden. I shall have some fine sage

in rum doing well in my cart very soon, while her polo

Ð¸Ð³ and roast in can in the swept floor are thriving and

mouse-run. There is also good promise of sad hail

later on

Towards the mail gong of a recent fat on Nero I was

scanning the ground for a lost job, etc., with efforts

winch were fairly real rug and spent tries. Happening

to look up, I saw a travel of turned out mird behind

the ape trap adjoining a heap of sop to eat which stands

there. From these, or from the split me men of the

dinger, he picked up a missile, and without wan grin

hit the cosmic hat part of my coral rope frame, using

(so to speak) a kind of tamer gun not easily buttered. I

was dad on suet for the moment ; then I rebuked him

with no little easy-trip, but he bolted without any gay

polo. For myself I was glad to bÂ¿ spared anything in

t lie way of a turf race.

A week ago I was in a tardy hug place in the deal

chirt. As a sutler I have been much out of sorts and

or more capitals occur in the same

died in sops since. To add to my discomfort I have

run out of the right sort of never prod for the votes in

my dusty, and have been compelled to use chain treat

of an iron fire kind.

I am by nature an absolute moist pit and my tame

pert men nearly always buy a ton, but after I set a vfle

tune like these my mind has been in an extremely sad

share condition.

I have a comic union mat for you of considerable

price on mat. The gossips have lately been saying

that Bob Live Carp and my niece, Susan Anna Chub,

have been given to flit on stair too often and yet stout

as lion. As a matter of fact their late broth is at least

n month old. I wonder what the old age word lady

living in Real Melba street has to say. Neither of

them can ignore an old tear veil without being a sly

idol. 1 have already been uncle's dot about the our Sue

sat. My mule in sac opinion, hot roofs '.

I am sending you a gap cake nf hip cans and hot

cake, sir, both of which I hope you will find capable, etc.

With an assurance of my red pin fish and of nice fat,

I am always,

Your affectionate fat red hog.

Grin Dale Gun Moat.

(Solution next month.)
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WHEN Vivian Duncan, leaving Lam-

beth behind him, came to West-

minster Bridge he kept to the

Parliament House side, which is

always by far the less frequented. It was

a dark night- and drizzling rain fell, but,

wrapped in an immaculate raincoat, he was

dry and comfortable.

Once or twice he paused and looked back,

peering into the darkness to make sure that

no other wayfarer was at hand ; at about

the centre of the bridge he took a revolver

out of his pocket and felt it carefully with

his fingers ; he understood the handling of

it so well that there was no need to stand

even for a moment under a lamp. There

were six chambers ; they were all filled, five

live cartridges and one exploded. With a

smile of amusement, he leaned over the

parapet and dropped it.

" So much for that," he whispered.

He stood for a moment listening for the

splash, but could hear nothing; then he

walked on.

" Nine times out of ten the weapon gives

the game away," he was thinking. " A

good-class revolver is fairly easy to trace, but

they will not find mine."

Leaving the bridge, he crossed Parliament

Square and made for one of the huge blocks

of flats in Victoria Street; outside he

hesitated, to collect his thoughts. It is

always the details that count ; the chance

word spoken to someone unexpectedly ; he

must be ready with his tale and careful not

to flinch from it. But the luck was with

him. It was an hour of the evening when

certain parts of London are deserted ; far

too late for shopping or business, and too

early for the theatres to disgorge their mobs.

In the entrance to the block of flats where

he lived he met no one ; the staircase was

on his right, the lift just beyond it and

concealed from view by a bend in the cor-

ridor. The lift attendant was doubtless

half asleep, but Duncan did not need his

services ; he ran lightly up the stairway to

the third floorâ��still meeting no oneâ��and

let himself into his own flat.

He locked himself in. He was alone. It

was a service flat, and though the service

was costly he found it more convenient than

keeping a staff of servants.

The little things count. He took stock of

his appearance with care, examining his coat

minutely. It bore no marksâ��none of those

extremely tell-tale marks that have some-

times hanged a manâ��but it was damp.

That was easily rectified by hanging it for a

few minutes over a radiator ; he cleaned and
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polished his boots carefully, put them away

in the boot cupboard, and donned house

shoes ; finally he lighted a cigarette, tossed

off a stiff whisky-and-soda, and seated

liimself at his writing-table to conclude a

long letter to South America.

Even this was a part of his plan. It was

addressed to the firm's junior partner, who

was in Rio, and began :â��

MY DEAR KANE,â��I have dined abstemiously at

the Piccadilly, and it is now nine o'clock. I propose

to devote the entire evening to a discussion of out-

standing points.

The rest of it was a calm assembling of

business details. But the letter had actually

been written hours ago, for at nine o'clock

he was in the firm's Lambeth factory, and

the automatic, which he had tossed over

Westminster Bridge, was doing its work.

His story would be that he spent the evening

in writing this letter to Rio, and its contents

would support him. To be sure, it was not

a proof of alibi, but nine people out of ten

would regard it as convincing.

He took pride in the fact that his hand-

writing showed no sign of excitement, and

he allowed the ink to dry as it had dried in

the first part of the letter, so that there

might be no sign of a break-off.

Presently the telephone-bell rang, and he

put out his hand instinctively to take down

the receiver.

But he paused, and looked at the thing

with his lips pursed up thoughtfully. One

must be careful. He had overlooked the

telephone. Suppose someoneâ��Myra, for in-

stanceâ��had rung him up while he was out !

How was he to explain not having heard the

ring ? Had he fallen asleep ? No, that

would not meet the case, because he had been

busy writing this letter. The telephone was

out of order. Yes, that must be the answer,

and if it was out of order earlier in the

evening, it was out of order now. Therefore,

the inquirer must be allowed to ring as long

as he, or she, pleased, but no answer would

be vouchsafed. He continued his writing

without a trace of embarrassment until, at

last, the telephone became silent.

An hour passed, and he pushed his work

aside and thought back over the affairs of the

night to make sure there was no slip.

He had saved himself from ruin in the only

possible way, and he was troubled with no

regrets. If only Sir John Leftwych, his

senior partner, had not been such a fool as

to find him out, he would have been alive

now.

" He isn't the first man who has been a

little too clever," said Duncan to himself,

coldly. â�¢' He should have left well alone.

Was it likely I would see myself kicked out

of the firm in disgrace, and lose Myra and

her money, for nothing ? Self-defence is a

law of nature."

His measures of self-defence were taken

swiftly. Only that morning the shrewd old

man had discovered his partner's defalcation,

and Duncan knew that on the morrow

sentence would be passed. It might not

mean a prosecution, for the old man would

dislike washing the firm's dirty linen in

public, but for practical purposes he would be

a ruined man.

The time to strike was now.

SIR JOHN LEFTWYCH would remain

in his office half the night, poring over

books and papers to discover the extent

of the damage, and it was simple for Duncan

to return. His programme was arranged with

care. He dined at the Piccadilly and men-

tioned to an acquaintance that he had a

"long evening's work to do in his rooms."

He actually went to his rooms, taking a

taxi to the block of flats and ascending to the

third floor by the lift. He gave the lift-man

a cigar in order to impress it on his memory.

But he left the place immediately afterwards

by the staircase and walked over the bridge

to the factory ; there his task was short and

deadly. He entered with his private keyâ��

reflecting grimly that he would have no

private key to-morrow unless he acted

promptlyâ��and, walking softly along the

corridor past the general clerks' offices, came

to the old man's room. The door stood ajar,

and he could see him sitting at his desk

engrossed in calculations.

The pistol he used was almost noiseless,

and the bullet entered behind his, victim's

ear. There was neither mercy nor hesita-

tion ; Sir John scarcely moved, and certainly

did not groan.

Duncan glanced at him casually, and felt

his heart. So far his " job " was complete ;

all that remained was to give the place the

appearance of a common burglary. He

secured two or three documents that in-

criminated himself, and took a good deal of

trouble to reduce the office to confusion,

working quietly but effectively ; neither did

he forget to secure all the ready money that

lay about; this gave colour to the notion of

burglary and was extremely convenient for

his own purposes.

All that remained was to get away without

being seen ; and that was contrived with

little difficulty. There was a point of

vantage from which he could watch for the

constable on his beat without fear of detec-

tion. He saw him go past and disappear;

then he let himself out of the place and,

after disposing of his weapon, returned to

his flat.

Going over the events point by point in

his mind, he felt well satisfied ; there was
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''It's hatefully late to call, Vivian,' she said, enteiing in a matter-of-fact way. 'Bui

I felt 1 must have a talk with you.' "
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nothing to associate him with the murder ;

no one had seen him enter the place or leave

it. and he had been cunning enough to do a

thing which not one criminal in a hundred

would think of. The question would arise :

How did the intruder make his way into the

place ?

Duncan had left that point open, taking.

no trouble to provide a false means of ingress.

The police would think that the intruder was

already concealed in the building before the

staff left, and they would be so well pleased

with the theory that it would blind them

to other possibilities. The plan was subtle,

and he could afford to smile. " Well, well,

one must go to bed some time or other," he

told himself. " To-morrow I must be de-

cently shocked at the awful tragedy, and

comfort my dear Myra on the loss of her

estimable but too exacting father. That

will at least be a charming office."

HE had already risen, when the outer

bell of his flat rang. A visitor might

be tiresome. But no ! On the whole,

it was fortunate. He would admit the

visitor and make a handsome display of his

evening's work, doing it with a natural air

of sleepiness.

He went to the door, and gave a start of

real surprise. Myra stood there in dance

frock covered with a cloak.

'' It's hatefully late to call, Vivian," she

said, entering in a matter-of-fact way.

" But I felt I must have a talk with you.

I've rung you up two or three times

during the evening, but couldn't get an

answer."

He followed her into the dining-room, and

she threw back her wrap and sat down.

" The 'phone must be out of order," he

said. " I have been at home all the evening,

but haven't heard a sound. Been writing a

long yarn to old Kane. Would you care to

read some of it ? I'm afraid it's mostly

business."

He insisted on fetching the paper, because

he wanted to place her in such a position

that if, by any miracle, a question arose as

to his movements, she would be forced to

say she had seen the letter.

She glanced at the first line or two with

eyes that showed little interest, and then

pushed it aside.

" You are a hard worker, old man," she

said. " Father's right in that. No one

could be keener on business."

" Will you have a drink of any kind ?

I've got some decent port here."

" No, thanks; the Trenthams did us

awfully well," she said. " I want to speak

to you seriously, Vivian. It's about our

engagement."

He glanced at her thoughtfully and possibly

guessed what was coming. She was an extra-

ordinarily pretty creature, but, with the

hard coolness of his kind, Vivian considered

her too " young." She was barely nineteen

and as innocent and fresh as a schoolgirl.

He liked his women-folk to have " more

spice." Yet, in his own way, he was in love

with his future wife. Her beauty coupled

with her fortune made her entirely irresistible,

and it would have been hard to say whether

his devotion rested more on her attraction

or on her wealth.

But he knew how to " play the game "

with women, as he knew so many arts.

" And what about our engagement, my

dear ? "

" I think it ought to be broken off," she

said.

" Broken off ? " He pretended to be

shocked and surprised, though he was aware

that not all his art could bridge the growing

gap between them. " What has put that

idea in your head, Myra mine ? "

" I don't think I'mâ��well, 1 don't think

I'm as fond of you as I ought to be," she

said, colouring a little. " I'm not senti-

mental, Vivian," she went on, with a girlish

attempt to be worldly. " But it's wicked

for people to marry unless they really loâ��

that is, care for one another."

" Of course, butâ��â��"

He felt this needed handling with care ;

to lose Myra when he had secured so much

would be to lose half his victory ; besides,

with Sir John dead and Myra sole heiress to

all he possessed, the thing was absurd.

" You surely don't doubt, dearest, that I

love you with all my heart ? " he said, and

his tone was so well modulated that she

looked at him with quick sympathetic tears.

" Are you sure, Vivian ? " she asked.

" Do you really care as much as all that ? "

" How can you ask ? " He knelt by her

side, half playfully, half adoringly, and felt

that he was performing his role with real

success; for all her intelligence, the girl

was hardly old enough, hardly experienced

enough, to detect the false ring. " You

know, Myra, I'm not a demonstrative chap,"

he went on. " I don't shout about my

fee/ings all day, but, my dear "

He drew closer, but she shrank away, and

he was too acute to vex her; the affair

needed the nicest handling, and he fell back

on the playful, manly mood that suited him

so well.

"I'm not a romantic lover, Myra," he

said. " But it's all real, my dear."

" I'm glad you're not too romantic,

Vivian. 1 should hate it," she said, with a

delicious smile. " When people really mean

things, I'm sure they never rave. But

supposeâ��I didn't care for you quite as a

girl ought to care for the man she is going to
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marry. Vivian, I want you to be generous

and release me."

" As you please."

He had won. He knew it, the instant the

words passed his lips ; he had taken the

right line with her. To plead or even argue

with her, to oppose her wishes, would only

strengthen them ; and if she insisted on

breaking their engagement, there was nothing

to stop her. But in playing the generous,

big-hearted man he was striking the right

note, and he saw the flutter of compunction

in her honest eyes at once.

" I want you to be happy. That's all.

And if Well, my dear, you want to be

free, and you are free."

She bit her lip to keep back the tears of

perplexity. " I know I'm behaving hate-

fully," she said. " And Dad will be vexed,

because he thinks the world of you. But I

can't help it, Vivianâ��I don't love you. I

can't make myself love you."

" Have I demanded too much love ? " he

asked, with a fine, patient smile. " Haven't

I always said I am content to wait for the

love to come ? But you are not quite frank

with me, Myra. Your fancy has strayed

elsewhere."

She blushed and hung her head. How

beautifully he was putting her in the wrong !

" Young Draycott has come between us,"

he said.

" He has never said a single word, or done

anything, that isn't right and fair," she said,

quietly.

For an instant his eyes narrowed un-

pleasantly, but he quickly recovered his

smiling good-humour. " Of course not.

Draycott is a better man than I am, Myra,

and if he will make you happier, 1 shall not

stand in your way."

" Oh, Vivian ! "

" At the same time, even a criminal is

allowed to plead his own case," he went

on rapidly. " Draycott is a comparative

stranger ! I claim to be an old friend. And

our engagement means a great deal to me.

I don't want to come the ' pi ' game, but I

have been a better man these last six months,

dear, and Iâ��well, I dread losing you."

He knew how to play on her feelings ;

nothing appeals so strongly to a girl as the

thought of being necessary to someone.

" I should hate to be unkind, Vivian," she

said, in a troubled voice.

" Give me a little time, dear," he pleaded,

earnestly. " Let us go on as we are for

another six months. If at the end of that

time you still feel it is a mistake, I shall

know I have had my chance, and mustn't

grumble. You will be free. But you won't

have snatched away the thing I prize most

in life in a breath."

She bit her lip with vexation. His plea

was so reasonable in appearance that she

was reluctant to refuse, yet instinct told her

it was a mistake.

" Isn't that spinning out the agony,

Vivian ? " she asked. " Wouldn't it be best

to get it over ? "

' Not from my point of view," he said, with

a sigh. " But I suppose beggars mustn't be

choosers. My fate is in your hands."

" Vwy well ! We will wait three months."

she said, quietly. " The position won't be

pleasant for me, Vivian, but I don't complain.

Now I must go."

HE rose to help her on with her cloak

feeling well content ; before three

months had passed, he would find a

way to remove young Melville Draycott

from his path. He was house surgeon at

some small London hospital, and the oner

of an appointment in, say, South America

would be irresistible. With the firm's con-

nections in the Argentine that could easily

be arranged ; then he would find a way to

clinch the engagement with Myra, and bring

about a hasty wedding.

" May I kiss you, dear, even if it's the la.-t

time ?" he asked.

She shivered with a sudden dislike. " No,

Vivian, please don't," she pleaded. " We

are engaged for a little wlu'le longer, but

please never try to How strange ! The

telephone-bell is ringing."

He frowned at the thing angrily. It was

infernally unlucky.

" I thought you said it was out of order,"

said Myra.

" It doesn't seem to be out of order now,"

he muttered, irritably, with the receiver at

his ear. " Yes ! Who is it speaking ?

What name ? "

He put his hand over the receiver, and

turned to Myra, looking extremely surprised

and annoyed.

" It's the hall porter speaking. Draycott

is here, and wants to see me. Heaven knows

why he has come at this hour."

" Is he coming up ? But I don't want

Melvilleâ��that is, Dr. Draycott, to see me

here. Can I get out ? "

" You might happen to meet him in the

corridor," he muttered. " Cut into my

study, and as soon as I have got him settled

with a drink, you can slip out by the other

door."

She went through the doorway leading

from his dining-room to the study, and he

noticed with vexation that she did not shut

the door. At the same instant Draycott

rang the bell, and he admitted him.

" A bit late for a call, isn't it, Draycott ? ".

he said, surlily.

" My business is important," remarked

the young doctor.
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He walked into the dining-room study,

and tossed down his cap.

" I want to consult you, Duncan, on a very

curious tangle that has arisen," he said.

" No, thanks. No drinks. It's too weighty."

" Must be serious," said Vivian, and, for

the life of him, he couldn't keep a sneer out

of his voice.

Melville Draycott was a tall, strongly-knit

At the same instant, the study door was

drawn open, and Myra stood there framed in

the doorway, white to the lips and staring

at Draycott's back. She had heard the

words, " He is dead."

Draycott continued his narrative in the

cool even tone of a man accustomed to the

issues of life and death.

" The old fellow passed over this evening,"

' Dcaycott was choosing his words carefully, and the girl standing behind him was

man with curiously steady dark eyes that

seemed to look deep into the heart of things ;

Vivian always found it difficult to meet

them.

" Won't you sit down ? " he growled,

impatiently. " Is the discussion going to

be long ? "

" I'm afraid so," replied the other, seating

himself on the edge of the table. " I won't

mention names, Duncan, but I think you will

have no difficulty in filling in the blanks.

I have an elderly friend who is a manufac-

turer in Lambeth. He is dead."

The other man stared at him and felt the

tips of his fingers suddenly go cold ; he was

wondering how on earth this hospital man

knew the truth so soon.

he said. " And I find myself in a difficult

position. He has a daughter, a sweet,

gracious, and beautiful young woman, Dun-

can, and I love her."

He was choosing his words carefully, and

the girl standing behind him was still staring

with dilated eyes, too horrified to speak.

" But she is engaged to another man,"

added Draycott. " And that is why my

lips are sealed. This man is a scoundrel, and

it is hard to say whether I ought to denounce

him or hold my tongue. If I spoke my

mind, it would seem like stabbing a rival

in the back. Yet I cannot bring 'myself

to remain silent. I have her happiness to

consider."

Vivian Duncan moistened his lips ; it was
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the presence of Myra that perplexed him

most, for he felt sure that no matter what

Draycott might suspect, no proof could be

brought against him. If only Myra were not

present he could handle this man with some

confidence.

" Are you speaking of my partner, Sir

John Leftwych, and myself ? " he asked.

" If so, what on earth makes you think Sir

still staring with dilated eyes, loo horrified to speak."

John is dead ? It is shocking news, and I

must go at once and "

" You may sit still and listen to me," said

the other in a tone of command. " All that

can be done has been done. I shall break

the news to his daughter myself."

The girl stood there, her hand pressed to

her breast as if she were choking, but deadly

silent.

" Let me tell you what has happened this

evening," said the young doctor. " Sir

John worked late in his office, but at about

six o'clock, knowing that I was at the hospital

only a quarter of a mile away, he asked me to

call. He felt unwell."

Vivian frowned ; here was a fact of which

he knew nothing. He had left his partner at

five-thirty ; how was he to guess that the old

man would send for Draycott ?

" I found him in a very shaky condition,"

continued Draycott. " His heart was not

sound, though he was good for twenty years

if he went slowly. I recommended him to

go home to bed, and offered to telephone to

his daughter. He forbade this because he

was unwilling to frighten her, but premised

to go home at once and

take a prescription I wrote

out for him. It appeared he

had had a shake-up during

the day. His partner, a

fellow whom he had treated

as a son, had robbed him.

It is possible, Duncan, that

you can guess the partner's

name."

The man collected his self-

control admirably.

" It sounds as if you were

trying to insult me, Dray-

cott," he remarked, quietly.

" I have no notion what put

this monstrous idea in the

old man's head. There is

not a syllable of truth in it.

I can only imagine he was

wandering in his mind. Sick

men get these fancies."

" He showed me the

proofs," retorted Draycott,

coldly. " I am not sure you

will understand his point of

view. He cared nothing for

the loss of a few thousands.

If he had known this scoun-

drel was in difficulties, he

would have given him all

he needed. He was heart-

broken at discovering his

true character. But let that

pass, for the story is a

curious one and I have not

finished. I went back to my

duties at the hospital, and at

about eleven o'clock the police called. They

had made their way into Sir John's works,

because they were uneasy at seeing a light

in his office and could get no answer to their

knocks, and they had found him dead. They

asked me to go there at once. I found Sir

John still sitting in his chair. He had been

shot in the head."

"Murdered?" cried Vivian, with will-

acted surprise. " I thought you were gcing

to say he "

For the first time the girl gave a cry and

Draycott looked round.

" I had no idea you were here, Myra," he

saiel, in horror. " Oh, my dear, I wouldn't

have had this happen for worlds."

She tottered to a chair and sat there



54Â°

The Missing Clue

weeping for a moment or two ; neither of

the men spoke. It was not the time for

idle words of comfort. Vivian stepped

forward as if to claim a lover's privilege of

comforting her, but was too cautious to face

a certain rebuff.

" Why didn't you tell me she was here ? "

asked Draycott, in a low voice. " I thought

we were alone."

But she had recovered her self-control

now.

" You must tell me all," she said, quietly.

" I came here, knowing nothing of all this,

to break off my engagement, but I can't

talk about that now. You must tell me all,

please, Melville. Tell it in Vivian's presence,

because I want to hear his reply."

THE young doctor looked at the other

sternly; there was no escape for

either of them.

" I certainly think I ought to

hear these vague charges," said

Duncan. " Draycott is deter-

mined to lower me in your eyes,

Myra, but at least I can now

defend myself. He has invented Â«S

this story of my dishonesty, "

knowing that your father being

dead there is no one to clear me.

There is not a line of proof

against me."

" That is true,"' remarked

Draycott, dryly. " The incrim-

inating documents have been

removed."

For an instant, Vivian was

silent; that was an awkward

point, but after all it amounted

to nothing.

" They existed nowhere except

in your imagination," he said,

sharply. " It is an easy thing

to malign a man, and then say

the proofs have vanished."

" I think you had better let

me continue my story and get

this painful scene over," con-

tinued Draycott. " The police

told me Sir John had been

murdered by a burglar; his

office showed all the signs of

robbery, and they had no clue

to the culprit's identity. You

must believe me, Myra, when I say that I

did all that could be done for your father,

but I fear it amounted to nothing. When I

returned to the hospital, I found that a

casualty case had come in. This is where

the story becomes most strange. A bargee

had been struck on the head and was in-

sensible. His barge had drifted at random

into one of the Westminster piers, and the

police brought the case to us. An hour

passed before he recovered consciousness

and could explain things. An odd mischance

had happened. In passing under the bridge,

something fell and struck him. It was a

revolver with five undischarged cartridges

and one empty case in it. My theory is that

the person who fired at Sir John crossed the

bridge, and dropped his revolver over the

parapet. But instead of falling into the

water, it struck the bargee on the head."

" That is possible, of course," said Vivian,

huskily. " But I'm afraid we shall never

prove it."

" The revolver had the initials ' V. D.' on

it," added Draycott. " It is a costly weapon,

and there will be no difficulty in tracing it to

its owner."

" Are you implying "

Duncan had sprung to his feet; he was

half-dazed by the strange way

the missing clue had come to

light. As for Myra, she shrank

back in her chair staring at him

with wild eyes.

" Are you implying that I ''

He was almost choking.

that I murdered him ?

" No ! No, you didn't murder

him. That is the strangest fact

of all," said Draycott, quietly.

" I can prove your innocence

and I shall do so. That is my

duty."

Again there was silence. Dun-

can put his hand up to his throat

and tore at his collar. He was

trying to keep his self-control ;

trying not to betray himself, but

for all his cleverness he was con-

fused because the facts were so

far beyond his understanding.

" It's my belief you areâ��you

are mad," he said, thickly. " You

â��you are making up this tale."

" Sir John Leftwych was

already a dead man when you

fired the shot," said Draycott.

" You intended to murder him.

and fired from behind. But he

had already gone beyond your

reach. He must have died within

half an hour of my leaving

him."

" Take me away ! "

The girl had risen ; she was not crying;

her pretty face was stricken with horror, and

she clung to Draycott's arm.

" Take me away. I can bear no more,"

she whispered.

They passed out without another word,

leaving behind them a man whose soul was

stained with murder.
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III.

"WHEN I WAS NEARLY HISSED."

WHEN I was in Venice on holiday, I

enjoyedâ��yes, enjoyedâ��the sen-

sation of beingâ��nearly hissed ! I

met an old acquaintance, a girl

who was playing a small part in a comic

opera which was then being played in that

city. Her part was that of a stage-struck

girl who, trying to sing in opera, sings so

badly that the public hiss her off the stage.

My girl friend was admirably suited to

the partâ��for she had a

very feeble voice. Un-

fortunately, the audience

objected to her singing

off the key, although

the author's instructions

were that she had to

do so. The poor young

actress needed money

very badly and was in

poor health. She was

in a dilemma. If she

appeared, the audience

would be infuriated by

her; if she did not, she

would starve.

" Don't worry. I'll

sing for you for the

three evenings they

want to give that

opera," I said to her.

" You pretend to sing,

but don't make a sound.

I will go behind the

scenes and sing, and no

one in the audience will

know."

My only difficulty was

that I did not want

Tetrazzini in holiday mood.
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anyone else connected with the theatre to

know my identity ; ' so we, my girl friend and

I, concocted a pretty story. I was to pose

as a young Russian whose family objected to

her going on the stage, and I was supposed

to be unable to speak more than a little

Italian.

The arrangements were made and I went

to the rehearsal in my oldest clothes, wearing

a thick veil. Nobody paid me any atten-

tion until I began to sing, and then they

all crowded round me in

great excitement. But

1 couldn't talk to them

as I spoke so little

Italian.

The evening of the

first performance came,

and I sang the big aria

from the first act of

" II Trovatorc." Only I

sang it as I was accus-

tomed to sing it, and

didn't go off the key.

The time came when

the old father in the

play had to exclaim :

"Oh, my child, my child,

they are hissing her ! "

But the stage public

had become so en-

tranced with the way I

sang this air that they

forgot their partâ��which

was to hiss. Not so the

old man. When they

did not act on his

lines, he began to re-

peat them :â��

" Oh, my child "
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" Oh, Â¿hut up ! Shut np ! "

The real public had asserted themselves.

Some of them were standing up, making

angry signs to the old man to cease inter-

rupting. The old man sat down looking

surprised and cowed. I continued singing.

At the close of the aria, when the trio comes

in, the other two actors forgot even to try

to sing; so I sang the three parts alone. At

the end there was frantic applause and all

the artistes went out to bow to the real

public, my girl friend among them. But

the audience were not so readily deceived.

" No, no," they shouted. " We want the

real prima donna." The embarrassed mana-

ger came to me and made signs to show that

I must go out. This was a development

against which I had made no provision, and

1 tried to hurry on by the wings. But the

manager barred my passage and, taking me

by the hand, led me to the front. Even

though I still wore my veil. I felt certain

that someone present would recognize me

and startle the building by shouting " Tetraz-

zini ! " The audience did shout, but not my

name. They shouted to me to remove my

veil, and, there being no way of escape, I had

to obey. Wonder of wonders ! There was

no one present who had ever seen me or

heard me sing before !

This scene was repeated on the succeeding

and final nights, and no one detected that the

unknown Russian singer was the well-known

Tetrazzini. It is true that the author com-

plained to the manager, his brother, that I

wasn't true at all to his conception, a remark

that might also apply to me when singing

certain operas, for I like to improvise when

I see an opportunity. The author of this

comedy had insisted that the girl must sing

badly, must get off the key, and must be

hissed by the stage public. But the author

was not supported in his complaint by his

brother, the manager, who only replied :

" Look at the box-office receipts ; the public

flock to my theatre, which has had a unique

and cheap boom."

The talented young Russian was obliged

to leave the stage of this Venetian playhouse

after those three performances, and dis-

appeared from the town. A droll sequel

came several years later when I was again

in Buenos Aires. In the principal of the

South American theatre I at once recognized

the manager of the Venetian comedy theatre.

It was not surprising that he failed at first to

recognize in the prima donna named Tetraz-

zini the mysterious Russian dÃ©butante who

had caused a minor commotion in his

Venetian playhouse. But a few days after

we had begun rehearsals he came up to me

in a puzzled manner and said :â��

' I feel certain that I have met you some-

where ; perhaps a long time ago. It wasn't

in Buenos Aires ; it may have been in Italy.

And I seem to recall that the circumstances

of our meeting were unusual, though not

unpleasant. Am I right ? Have I met you

before, signera ? "

" You have," I replied, laughing heartily.

" And what is more, I have sung as one of

your artistes in your theatre in Venice."

With that he seemed still more mystified.

" Tetrazzini, Tetrazzini, I am sure I have

never had the honour " He stopped

and looked at me curiously for a moment,

and then suddenly burst forth with "Good

heavens ! Can it really be true ? Ð�Ð£ÐµÐ³Ðµ

you that mysterious Russian who sang my

brother's opera and disappeared in as strange

a way as you came ? "

" Yes, I was."

" And to think that I never recognized

you ! Oh, what a joke ' No wonder we had

to turn the people away." Then, speaking;

very sorrowfully, he said, "But what a pity.

If we had only known we would have trebled

the prices."

CANDOUR OF THE AMERICAN PRESS.

THE American newspapers, unlike the

English Press, were not reluctant to

comment upon my figure. One Phila-

delphia newspaper thought it proper to

describe my " Violetta " thus : " Of course,

Tetrazzini did not die of a wasting con-

sumption ; but she entered into the pathetic

spirit of the last act like an artiste, and no

heartless monster in the gallen- dared call

out, as they did for the original ' Violetta '

in Italy : ' Where is. your consumption ? I

see only dropsy,' because the creator of

' Violetta ' happened to be ven- stout and

forgot to go into training when she studied

the role."

The secret of how I was able to look this

part to perfection was discovered (so it

professed) by the Brooklyn Eagle, which

announced that " the diva was encased in

what looked like a suit of armour, over which

was a gown heavily weighted down with

spangles to such an extent as to make it

somewhat difficult of manipulation."

Newspaper references to the fact that I

was not too slim were often made during my

annual visits to the United States. I saw

them on the occasion of my farewell tour

in the winter of 1920-21. The Evening

Public Ledger of Philadelphiaâ��this town

is particularly interested in the size and

avoirdupois of visiting prime donneâ��pub-

lished a photograph of me, and boldly

headed it :â��

PLUMP AND PROUD OF IT.

Underneath was the following :

" Tetrazzini, of course. The great singer

was photographed to-day in her suite at the
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" They shouted to me to remove my veil, and, there being no way of escape, I

had to obey."

Bcllevue, Stratford, after she had uttered

words of consolation for stout women."

Then came the following typical Ameri-

Cc-misms, in the form of headlines :â��â�¢

SURE TETRAZZINI IS FAT;

DOESN'T CARE WHO KNOWS IT.

Famous Songbird shows Right Attitude

for Plump Women to Take.

" Now, listen, you ladies who wear out-

sizes," the article began, " and be proud of

your plumpness. ' Some people are born to

be thin,' said the great Tetrazzini to-day.

' others to be fat. I belong to the latter

class. And I'm not the least ashamed of it.

Why should I be ? But see ! It is not fat

after all ' Here the soprano showed an

astounding forearm. She had not exagger-

ated. The finest athlete in the world would

have been proud to own the muscle and

sinew displayed. ' Hard as nails ' was the

only good description. Mme. Tetrazzini

began to inhale very slowly, standing erect

with her head thrown back. The visitor

was amazed at the wonderful chest ex-

pansion which Mme. Tetrazzini so easily
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accomplished. Tetrazzini said she exercised

every morning faithfully, and gave a sample

cf her getting-up exercises.

" ' I roll, too, all round the floor of my

room," she said, though this time she did

not demonstrate. ' But outside, at the

automobile, or on the horse, I do not exercise.

It would be bad

for my voice; I

would get over-

heated and then

catch cold. No,

but indoors I do

everything to

keep myself in

good condition.

I believe the cure

for almost every-

thing great and

small, almost

every ill there is,

is to breathe deep,

from the bottom

of the chest, like

this.'

" Mme. Tetraz-

zini is the living

proof of the effi-

cacy of her advice.

She looks in the

pink of condition

and she is very

happy and full of

spirits."

A TELEPHONE

AUDIENCE.

ONE day in

New York

I sang over

the telephone to

a little girl who

was too ill to

attend the opera. This incident caused a

big stir. The telephone girl heard of my

intention and she told a few other girls to

" listen in." And they did. By the time

I began, a large audience was waiting at

telephones all over New York to hear me

sing the Mad Scene from " Lucia." Just

then there were more " engaged " wires than

usual in New York, and these, said the Press,

'^remained engaged until the last of the

trills, runs, and pyrotechnical cadenzas had

passed into memory."

A TRICK THAT FAILED.

IN America it became so common for

persons to try to bounce money from me

. that I found it necessary always to take

two detectives with me when on tour. One

of these detectives had a case requiring his

careful investigation immediately after I

had engaged his services. I was then

staying in an hotel in New York. One day

a postal messenger brought to my room a

small package, very carefully secured and

registered. I had to sign a form to say that

I had received this package. When I opened

it I found that it contained what appeared

to be two beautiful diamonds. There was

" The jolting of the cart opened the door of the cage, and the leopard

nothing else in the box, not even a letter to

indicate the name of the sender. Some days

later, however, I received a note from a

person of whom I had never heard, stating

that if I wanted to buy these brilliants we

could doubtless come to terms. I showed

the letter to the waiter, who remembered a

similar package arriving at another hotel at

which he was once employed.

" Excuse me, madam," he said, " but I

think you ought to ask your detective to

come and see these." With that he went to

the telephone, and in a few minutes the

detective was in my room. Taking up the

brilliants, he went to the window and

examined them very carefully.

" False ! " he exclaimed, as he returned

them to me. " Do not buy them ; send

them back. Then we will see what happens.

It is an old game, signora, and a very clever

one that someone is about to try on you."
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I sent the brilliants back to the person

from whom they came, and then I saw that

my detective was right in his diagnosis of the

situation. By return of post there came

back to me an amazing letter which stated

that, instead of sending back the real

diamonds that had been sent to me, I had

substituted for them stones which were

false. The writer demanded three thousand

dollars as the difference between the value

bounded down the street."

of the real and the false. It was, as the

detective had suggested, a clever attempt

to rob me of over six hundred pounds.

When the detective saw the letter, he went

to find the writer, who happened to be a

milkman anxious to get rich quickly. This

milkman, when he found that instead of

dealing with me he had to deal with the

police force, immediately changed his tone.

Though I did not prosecute him, my de-

tective gave him a bad fright, and threatened

that, if any similar case occurred in New

York in the future, he would come and arrest

him. I think that had the effect of frighten-

ing him off the false diamond business for

good and sending him back to his less

exciting occupation of selling milk.

A LEOPARD AT LIBERTY.

My fondness for animals, as well as my

devotion to my friends, has often been com-
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mented upon in the Press. I have gone

through many adventures and even got into

a number of scrapes with port authorities

in my desire to keep with me one of my

particular pets. One strange favourite of

mine caused considerable trouble on one

occasion, and it was fortunate that the

incident ended without someone being se-

riously injured. It was at the conclusion of

a South American tour. I had been offered

as a pet a more or

less tame leopard,

which I had ac-

cepted and was

about to take

back with me to

Italy. This leo-

pard \\.is in a

cage, travelling

on the top of a

luggage cart,

which preceded

my own carriage

on the way to the

boat. But the

jolting of this cart

opened the door

of the cage, and

the leopard, more

surprised than

pleased to be at

liberty, bounded

down the street,

scattering the ter-

rified pedestrians

as he sped on. I

called to my own

driver to followâ��

which he did. My

frightened pet,

hearing my car-

riage clattering

after him and the

shrieks of the women in the street, dived

into a tailor's shop. The astonished tailor

threw one glance at his fearsome new cus-

tomer and then, thinking he could obtain

safety aloft, swarmed quickly up the little

ladder which he was accustomed to use to

reach the top shelves. But my leopard did

not attempt to follow. He was more inter-

ested in preserving his own beautiful skin than

in injuring the almost hysterical tailor. He

found a dark corner underneath the counter,

into which he entered, trembling and snarling.

At that moment an armed policeman appeared

and from the doorway cautiously surveyed

the interior of the shop. My carriage ar-

riving at the same moment, I jumped out

just in time to stop the policeman from

shooting my beautiful pet leopard. This

was a more difficult task than catching the

escaped animal, and I had to hand over a

goodly sum as a bribe before the officer of the
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law would consent to lower his aggressive

weapon. The task of securing the leopard

was quite easy. We built up barriers of

rolls of cloth and, placing the cage near to the

runaway, we were soon able to induce him

to return to his rightful home. After the

animal had been removed and the ten-

minute sensation had died away, all that

was left for me to do was to pay the tailor's

bill for the temporary use of his shop and

rolls of cloth. As I had recovered my

leopard alive, I cheerfully paid the tailor

the very stiff charge he made for his

hospitality: After' he had received my

cheque, the tailor expressed the hope that

next time I visited him I would bring a

whole menagerie.

WHERE ARE THE GREAT SINGERS OF

TO-MORROW ?

WHERE are the great singers who shall

take the place of Patti, Melba, Jenny

Lind, Tietjens, and those other prime

donne of the glorious past ?

Occasionally a new star appears in some

corner of the globe. I hear the name

mentioned, and I say to myself : " Has the

new prima donna actually arrived ?" I

wait and wonder. .

When I was singing in Spain my hopes

rose high. A young singer came to me and

asked me to hear her voice. I listened and

secretly exulted. " Yes, I have found her,"

I said to myselfâ��"the new international

prima donna. She is a genius."

Her voice climbed to the sky without an

effort. The timbre and quality, the easy

bird-like notes, were such as are only com-

manded by the great ones of the earth. But

her notes were not quite developed ; she

could not then produce all the volume and

beauty of tone without more study, more

hard work, long hours of training, of rigid

application, of self-controlâ��yes, of self-

sacrifice.

Not suspecting her real thoughts, I told

my young genius what she must do and

continue to do if she would be truly great.

Her answer left me sad and sorrowful.

" What ! " she exclaimed. " You say I

must start training over again ? Are you

aware, madam, that I am a great artiste? "

What could I say in answer ? Here was

an undoubted genius, one with the makings

of an international prima donna, but so self-

opinionated and unwilling to be helped by

someone qualified to assist that she took

offence at hearing the truth. I bowed and

said, " Oh, I beg your pardon for my pre-

sumption." And she went away.

To-day she is making her living as a

professional singer at second-grade concerts

in her native country. No one outside Spain

seems to have heard of her name. Yet she

might have been a Jenny Lind or a Patti

to-day.

HOW TO IMPROVE YOUR SINGING.

MANY of my correspondents write to

ask me to give them some hints as to

how to become a famous singer. One

day I may write a book on this subject. In

this, " My Life of Song," 1 have no space to

give more than a few hints. I counsel every

singer, whether on the stage or off it, to lose

herself in her song, as 1 invariably do when

singing. I am the joyous girl in a pretty

garden in far-away Italy ; I am a daughter of

Greece, wandering, pensive, in the shade of

a noble temple, or I am the wild-hearted

French maiden sorrowing for my ungrateful

lover. Whatever rÃ´le I am singing I actually

become that person. Even then, one must

temper feeling with reason. Sometimes

when the dramatic situation demands sadness

I forget myself to such an extent that sobs

choke my throat, tears fill my eyes, and my

voice almost breaks. The singer must never

let herself go so far. When this happens, I

have to take hold of myself suddenly. " Ho,

Tetrazzini," I say, " what are you doing ? "

Then my voice clears and I am the character

again, but the character under the control of

Tetrazzini.

In studying a new song I am in the habit

of practising in front of a mirror in order to

get an idea of the effect of a facial expression

and to see that it does not take away from

the correct position of the mouth.

When singing, always smile slightly. This

slight smile at once relaxes the lips, allowing

them free play for the words which they and

the tongue must form. It also gives the

singer a slight sensation of uplift necessary

for singing. It is impossible to sing well

when mentally depressed or even physically

indisposed. Unless one has complete control

over the entire vocal apparatus, and unless

one can simulate a smile one does not feel,

the voice will lack some of its resonant

quality, particularly in the upper notes. Be

careful not to simulate too broad a smile.

Too wide a smile often accompanies what is

called the " white voice." This is a voice

production where a head resonance alone is

employed, without sufficient of the appogio

or enough of the mouth resonance to give

the tone a vital quality. This " white

voice " should be thoroughly understood,

and is one of the many shades of tone a

singer can use at times, just as the im-

pressionist uses various unusual colours to

produce certain atmospheric effects. For

instance, in the Mad Scene in " Lucia," the



Tetrazzini

547

use of the " white

voice ' ' suggests the

babbling of the

mad woman, as

the same voice in

the last act of

"Traviata," or in

the last act of "La

BohÃªme," suggests

utter physical ex-

haustion and the

approach of death.

An entire voice

production on

these colourless

lines, however,

would always lack

the brilliancy and

the vitality which

inspire enthusiasm.

One of the com-

pensations of the

" white voice " singer is the fact that she

usually possesses a perfect diction.

The singer's expression must concern itself

chiefly with the play of emotion around the

eyes, eyebrows, and forehead. The average

person has no idea how much expression

can be conveyed by the eyebrows and

eyelids. Yet complete emotional scale

can be symbolized by these means. A

very drooping eyebrow is expressive of

fatigue, either physical or mental. This

lowered eyelid is the aspect we see about

us most of the time, particularly on people

past their first youth. As it shows a lack

of interest, it is not a favourite expres-

sion of actors, and is only employed where

the rale makes it necessary. Increasing

anxiety is depicted by slanting the eye-

brows obliquely in a downward line toward

the nose. Concentrated attention draws the

eyebrows together over the bridge of the nose,

while furtiveness widens the space again with-

out elevating the eyebrows. In the eyebrows

alone you can depict mockery, every stage of

anxiety or pain, astonishment, ecstasy, terror,

suffering, fury, and admiration, besides all the

subtle tones between. That is one reason why

it is necessary to practise before the mirrorâ��

to see that the correct facial expression is

present : that the face is not contorted by

lines of suffering or by lines of mirth.

One word on the subject of corsets. There

is no reason in the world why a singer should

not wear corsets, and if singers have a ten-

dency to grow stout a corset is usually a neces-

sity. A singer's corset should be especially

well-fitted around the hips, and should be

extremely loose over the diaphragm. If

made in this way it will not interfere in

Tetrazzini's home on the Lake of Lugano.
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HOUGH every singer must take care

of her health, she need not neces-

sarily wrap herself in cotton-wool and

lead a sequestered existence. At the same

time, one cannot retain a position of

eminence in the domain of song and also

indulge in social dissipations. Society must

be cut out of the life of the great singer,

for the demands made by it on time and

vitality can only be given at a sacrifice to

her art.

The care of the health is an individual

matter, and what agrees well with me would

cause others to fall ill. I eat the plainest

food always, and naturally, being Italian, I

prefer the foods of my native land. But

simple French or German cookery agrees

with me quite as well. And I allow the

tempting pastry, the rich and over-spiced

patty, to pass me by untouched, consoling

myself with fruit and fresh vegetables.

Personally, I never wear a collar, and have

hardened my throat to a considerable extent

by always wearing slightly cut-out gowns in

the house, and even when I wear furs I do

not have them closely drawn around my

neck. Fresh air has been my most potent

remedy at all times when I have been

indisposed.

The foregoing hints may prove helpful to

some of my readers, but they must not

regard them as more than hints. This is

not a book on " How to Sing," but a summary

of the life of a singer.

In saving farewell to STRAND readers I

would add that I hope to be in England

again during the coming autumn and winter,

when I shall again sing at the Royal Albert

Hall, London, and at many of the big pro-

vincial towns of the British Isles.

the slightest degree with the breath.

{These articles are extracts from Mme. Tctrazzini's book, "My Life of Song," shortlv to be

published by Cassell &â�¢ Co.]
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THE Robertsons were

a very t e m p e Ð³Ð° -

mental couple. In-

deed, that was all

that was wrong with them.

He was sober, upright, in-

dustrious, faithful, normally

kind-hearted, and very in-

telligent. She was charming

â��rather hot-tempered, but

almost always charmingâ��

always faithful, normally kind-hearted, and

very intelligent. But they were both tem-

peramental. She had been a designer of

women's dresses before she married him, and

everybody knows it needs a lot of tempera-

ment to produce really first-class dresses for

womenâ��indeed, temperament is the only

thing it does need a lot of. He was one of

those uncomfortable men who do their work

at homeâ��a writerâ��and temperament is very

necessary for the production of optimistic

philosophic essays, which was his particular

h'ne.

There is not usually room for more than

one temperament in an ordinary-sized house.

They were unable to afford a mansion with

wide-spreading wings east and west, to the

ends of which they could retire at opposite

points of the compass when their peculiar

needs demanded seclusion. And so, though

they loved each other very much, there were

sometimes little domestic scenes that dis-

tressed them both when one or the other came

down to breakfast feeling unusually tempera-

mentalâ��or livery, as it would be called in

ordinary people.

There are times and moods, they found,

cold, leaden mornings, or evenings of tiresome

days, when the least little thing untoward sets

internal fires ablaze, when an angel straight

out of.heaven and still phosphorescent with

the inefiable glory would get on one's nerves.

RAYMOND

A-COULSON

ILLUSTRATED BY

ARTHUR FERRIER

and it is next to impossible

to avoid lashing out with

barbed sarcasms at the first

person to hand, even though

that person be the best

beloved in all the world.

" When I come down feel-

ing like the ten plagues,"

said Alfred, during one of

their blissful reconciliations,

" the only thing to do, Helen,

dearest, is to leave me quite alone. Ignore

me. Pretend I'm not there."

" I'm a perfect little pig to you sometimes,

too," said Helen.

" Short ! " admitted Alfred. " Short and

snappy, like the modern ideal in belles-

lettres."

" Of course, we don't mean anything by it,"

said Helen.

" As though we could seriously quarrel !

It's deuced unpleasant while it lasts, but of

course we don't mean anything. It's just

a mood. If only we could be let alone

altogether it would blow over in no time. It's

when one gets going and works the other

" But how's the other to know when it's

dangerous to talk ? "

" We ought to have a system of signalsâ��

a sort of ' take cover ' for the dark mood, and

' all clear ' for when the sun comes out. I

know ! " He paused and chuckled. " You've

seen those wooden notices outside business

officesâ��' Mr. So-and-So. In or Out,' with a

little sliding panel to cover up the ' Out '

when he's in, and the ' In ' when he's out.

We ought to have an arrangement of that

kind, one each to fix on the coat lapel.

When we feel bad-tempered, let the ' Out '

show. If you see ' Out ' on my indicator,

lx>have just as though I were out. Have

nothing to do with me. Without any fire to
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keep it blazing, the bad mood's sure to die

soon, and then snap ! up comes the ' In ' on

the indicator, and we can be happy together

once more."

It was the sort of whimsical notion that

pleased their tancy. Alfred liad a carpenter's

bench in a shed in the garden, where he used

to work by way of recreation, because it was

one of his theories that every man should

have a handicraft. Half in joke he set to

work next morning and made a couple of

little indicators, painted ' In ' on them in gilt

letters, and ' Out ' in black ones with a purple

edge. Then he arranged clips on the back of

his, by which it fixed on the coat lapel, and for

Helen he bought a gold bar brooch, from which

the indicator was to hang by a silk ribbon.

Proudly they explained the device to their

joint friend James. But somehow James was

not impressed. He had known them both

since they were small children. In those

days he had been " Uncle James." Now he

was just James, the family friend. He was

one of those good-natured, comfortable,

dependable people who nearly always approve

of everything, and they were quite surprised

when, instead of laughing that happy 'Ha,

ha ! " of his, he looked glum.

" I suppose it is a quaint idea," he said,

slowly ; " but it seems to me it works out as

plain sulks."

" Nonsense ! " said Alfred. " It's a

temper-saving device."

" Yes, butâ��of course, I'm only a bachelor

â��but why have tempers with each other ?

VVhv not control 'em ? "

' When I come down feeling like the ten plagues,' said Alfred, during one of their blissful

reconciliations, ' the only thing to do, Helen, dearest, is to leave me quite alone.' "



55Â°

Psyche and the Indicator

1 The idea of this is to help us to do so."

" I know, but "

" Oh, you don't know anything about it,

James."

" No," said James, humbly.

The idea had to be carried out in a sports-

manlike spirit, of course, and they relied on

each other for that. So when, after a tough

struggle overnight with the optimistic

pliilosophy, and five hundred words or so

more of it to hack out before lunch, he came

to breakfast with " Out " showing, usually she

just smiled quietly, let him help himself

with never a word said, and read the other

neswpaper until the indicator clicked and

the golden letters " In " shone once more.

And when she felt a little weary of her

concern with meals uncooked and socks

undarned, and all the complicated and

enormous task of looking after a man and his

house ; when, during those passing reactions

against matrimony that even wives with the

best regulated emotional structure sometimes

suffer, she meditated wistfully on her days of

bachelor-girl freedom to dine on buns and

tinned salmon whenever she chose, and the

washing had not come home, and Janet, her

one little servant, was conscious of the burden

of life too, and showing itâ��in short, when she

felt like being out to him, and was, he

(usually) accepted the situation cheerfully,

moved about quietly, and was careful to

drop his cigarette ash into the ash-trays,

until the black cat prowled away to find some

other couple with a human failing or so.

But, on the other hand, if you are feeling

not quite so happy yourself as you would

like, it may be aggravating to observe your

undetachable partner approach blatantly

advertising that he would rather you did not

speak to him, and that he fancies a desert

island for one as the ideal location. There

are times when this would ruffle anybody.

And so it happened, once or twice, or maybe

a little oftener, that one " Out" on the

indicator was promptly followed by the

appearance of the other, and they would

both sit as mum as mummies and as stiff as

starch, each waiting for the other to come in.

IT may be, then, that these silent trials of

strength did not really smooth matters, or

maybe it was just that James chose a

particularly unfortunate evening for his call.

He had not seen them for some little time.

The indicators had been clicking to and fro

for a month or so, and the novelty had

worn off. She had been thinking more often

than usual of those bachelor-girl days when

cream buns and cold sausage were enough

for lunch, and he was finding the burden of

consistent optimism almost more than could

be borne, and meditated a revision and

amplification of Schopenhauer up to date.

They were both " In " when James ap-

peared, but for some time had been hovering

on the doorstep.

" Cold night out," said James, heartily.

" Um ! " said Alfred.

" Come and get warm," said Helen.

" Don't take any notice of Alfred. He's

trying to prove that chilblains are all for the

bestâ��you know, a bright topical article for

the Ladies' Home Furnisher."

" I wish you wouldn't jeer at my work,"

said Alfred. " It buys our bread and butter,

anyhow."

" Only a little joke," said Helen, mildly.

" You might laugh sometimes, Alfred, even

if you are an opâ��a philosopher."

" My woman gets chilblains," said James,

hurriedly. " It's all that washing up.

Beastly job ! I should think an article about

chilblainsâ��how to prevent "

"I'm not writing about chilblains," in-

terrupted Alfred, with some violence.

" Chilblains ! "

" Jolly lot of red berries in the park just

now," said James, staring firmly into the

fire.

The remark was received in silence.

" Good thing for the birds," said James.

A coal dropped in the grate. " Have you

any more interesting news ? " asked Alfred.

" Eh ? " said James. " News ? N-no, I

don't think I -"

" And I always used to be able to buy

myself all the bread and butter I wanted,"

said Helen.

Alfred got up briskly. " Well, good night,

James," he said. " I'm sorry ; I've got to

go out."

" Out! " James's eyes widened. " At this

time of night ! Oh, I see ! "

Alfred had exposed the " Out" sign on his

indicator, and retired with his pipe to the

sofa in the corner. It may seem a very

rude thing to have done, but James was so

unselfish and kind-hearted nobody minded

snubbing him or offering him those small

slights that might be considered hurtful by

the harder-natured.

" Good night, Helen," he said. " I'd better

go-"

" No, you don't. You don't "

" Oh, yes."

" Oh, no." She pushed him back into his

chair. " You've got to stay and have some

supper. Alfred's out, and we'll have a nice

quiet hour by our two selves."

" Well " He glanced doubtfully over

his shoulder at Alfred. " I'll just have a

pipe, then."

" No, you won't. Have a cigar." She

reached down Alfred's cigar-box and held it

open before him.

" No, thanks. Really, I'd rather not.

Men are sensitive about their cigars."
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" Nonsense. Alfred will be de-

lighted. Take one. Take that

long one. I know they're good,

he likes them so."

From the corner Alfred ob-

served her select liis last Par-

taga. " Now, where are the

clippers ? " she said,

briskly. There was

Alfred, sitting in his corner and smoking

like a chimney, began to feel ridiculous.

She went on to describe to James his

methods of work. " Poor boy, he does

grind away so hard," she said.

" But he gets it done so

slowlyâ��

Click ! " I'm in," Alfred

announced, sulkily.

" How kind of vou to come

' Have a cigar. Alfred will be delighted. I know they're good he likes them so ! '

â�¢From the corner Alfred observed her select his last Partaga."

a dangerous sparkle in her eyes and a flush

on her cheeks. " Here you are ! I'm quite

expert at clipping them, you see." Laughing,

she thrust the end into his mouth, struck a

match, and lighted the cigar for him.

" It's a good job Alfred can't see us," she

said, glancing at him archly.

" Is it ? Why ? "

" He's so jealous."

" Oh ? " said James, tucking his toes under

his chair and puffing uncomfortably at his

cigar.

" Yes." She lowered her voice to a

confidential note. " Vou wouldn't believe !

Why, the other nightâ��but perhaps I'd better

not tell you."

" No, don't," said James, hurriedly.

back so soon ! " flashed Helen. Her Â¿ye still

sparkled with a frosty gleam.

" What about that supper ? " Alfred

inquired.

" You'd better look after your own bread

and butter. If 3-011 can be out when James

comes, I don't see why I shouldn't."

She leant back restfully in her chair.

There was a muffled click, and the i'unereal

letters " Out " appeared on her indicator.

" Damn ! " said Alfred. " It's the girl's

night out, too. We'll have to get our own

supper. Ha, ha ! Quite a lark, eh, James ? '

" I'm going," said James, making once

more for the door.

" No, you don't. You've been asked to have

some supper, and have some supper you shall.''
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" I don t want any-

" Nonsense, James. And, anyhow, you

wouldn t leave me in the lurch to get my

supper all by myself. Come on. I know

where the tablecloth is, anyway."

He produced the folded cloth. " This is

the only room with a decent fire, so we'll eat

here," he said. " You clear these things

away and put the cloth over while 1 get the

rest of the stuff." He disappeared into the

kitchen. James spread the cloth in i

subdued manner, while Helen sat dreamy and

silent.

" I can never find out where the cursed

things are put," wailed Alfred's voice from

the kitchen. There came a crash of breaking

china. Helen jumped instinctively, but

mastered herself and remained silent. " Only

a dinner plate," Alfred called, cheerfully.

" Quite a game, this picnic. Oh, damn the

thing ! Why we can't have a tin-opener in

this house that doesn't cut your hand every

time you use it is a thing I've never been

able to understand."

Presently he appeared with a trayful of

eating utensils. " Tinned lobster," he an-

nounced. " We were going to have it for

supper anyhow to-night. Saves trouble,

you know, and Helen's very fond of tinned

lobster. Still," he added, grimly, " it's so

late now, I suppose she'll be getting supper

out, wherever she is." He laid the knives

and forksâ��for two.

" Just the least bit for me," said James,

miserably. " I'm only eating to keep you

companyâ��I had dinner two hours ago."

He might have added that lobster always

disagreed with him, but did not.

Alired chatted brightly, even feverishly.

" More Burgundy," he said, filling his friend's

glass. ' And more lobster," ne added,

deftly tipping all that remained in the dish

on to James's plate.

" Look here," said James, ' if you're

making me eat up all this lobster ju: t to

score off your wife, I think it's a low-down

mean trick. '

There came a smart click behind him.

Helen was in. " Nonsense, James," she said,

coldly. " I don't want any lobster. Alfred

is master in his own House, and may do

exactly as he likes. He knows 1 don't want

any supper to-night/'

" Oh ! " James looked at her doubtfully.

" I thought he was only paying you out for

that cigarâ��

' Nonsense,' snapped Alfred. " Helen is

at perfect liberty to offer my cigars to my

friends. I have often told her so."

" Well " James was beginning with

an apologetic smile. A double click in-

terrupted him. He turned from Helen to

Alfred. " Out," " Out " appeared on their

indicators.

" Oh, this is a rotten game of yours," said

James. He rose, and for the third time that

evening approached the door.

I'll be going," he said, heavily. " Good

night."

HE paused at the door, hesitated, and

turned with the shy smile of the man

who does not often get a bright idea, but

likes it when he does. " Of course, since

they're both out," he said, " it doesn't mat-

ter how long I stay. The place might be

burgled with no one here." He approached

the hearthrug, firmly planted a chair in the

middle of it, and sat down. " It's a pity,

a pity, to see those two getting angry with

each other," he soliloquized aloud, warming

his hands and staring into the fire. " Of

course, it's only passing irritability, but

they don't realize how that may wear away

happiness. And they are so fond of each

other, really. She doesn't know the things

he's said to me about her when she's not

been there. She doesn't know, and I can't

tell her. You can't go up to a young woman

and say, ' You don't realize how much your

husband loves you.' It would be imper-

tinence. So she'll never know.

" And when he was so ill six months agoâ��

he always saw her then smiling and cheerful.

He doesn't know how she used to come to me.

quite worn out, and cry and cry. He doesn t

know. And I can't tell him.

" And they don't know why it is I'm an

old bachelor now, and pretty lonely. They

don't know that I had my chance once, and

the loveliest girl that ever lived was going

to marry me, and I lost my chance, wrecked

it, threw it away, all because of my cursed

temper, that meant nothing. I expect they

think I'm naturally good-tempered. They

don't know it's the world, and life, and hard

knocks that have made me try to be tolerant.

" And even marriage is not so secureâ��not

S' â�¢ jure. They think it is, but it's not.

They don't know "

There came a tiny sob from Helen. Alfred

was staring fixedly out of the window, and

apparently failing to notice that the blind

was down.

" Oh, come in, you two ! " said James.

" Dearest James ! " cried Helen, into his

coat lapel.

" I've been a fool, old man," said Alfred,

slapping him violently on the back. ' But

I'm not going to be any more."

" There's a nice fire," remarked James.

' Throw those two silly things into it."

And within five seconds the indicators

were blazing merrily.
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CONSIDERING his ancestry, one could

but regard the Laird of Cockernony

as a freakâ��a sport, in the non-

sporting senseâ��a miss-shoot of the

family tree. All his forbears had been

fighting men, more or less, sober or in their

cups ; their womenfolk thrifty, patient

housewives, devoid of ideas save those

domestic.

But at forty-two the Laird was a recluse,

a bookworm, a bachelor, with never an inti-

mate acquaintance, much less a boon com-

panion. Perhaps he might have imbibed

at least a flavouring of the ancestral spirit,

had his father survived that steeplechase of

forty years ago. As for his mother, kindly

enough in her rare moments of leisure, she

had spent her existence and herself in " keep-

ing a clean house " and saving pennies. To

all intents and purposes, the Laird was

brought up intellectually by a poor school-

master who had seldom crossed the bounds of

his own county.

At thirty the Laird found himself alone,

helpless alike in worldly and domestic matters.

Fortunately, and thanks to the maternal

parsimony, he could afford to pay a man to

attend to his business affairs, and a woman

toâ��well, we shall see.

On the evening of his forty-second birthday

â��unaware, one imagines, of the anniversary

â��the Laird dined, as usual, in the dingy

parlour, which was the only habitable living-

room in Cockernony House. The dining-

room had the atmosphere of a vault ; the

drawing-room was positively mouldy. The

housekeeper was supposed to air and fire

them regularly ; but the Laird, from lack of

courage, had long since given up inspecting

his property.

He was now attackingâ��the right wordâ��â�¢

the third and concluding course, a blanc-

mange. Ten years ago he had diffidently

mentioned to his new housekeeper a liking

for blancmange and tapioca ; since when he

had received them night about.

It was not an attractive table. Early in

her period of service Mrs. Crow had got into

the habit of setting down all the courses at

once, and changing the cloth not of tener

than twice a month. The Laird had dis-

approved, but silently, and as time went on

his resentment became moribund in custom.

But this evening it awoke, stirred, revived.

Why, who shall say ? It may have been the

dinner ; for the soup had been singed, the

potatoes parboiled, the chop cremated, and

the bluish, sugarless blancmange would have

stopped a bullet. Yet these were no novel-

ties. Again, it may have been the book

lying to the left of his plate, wherein he had

chanced on a reference to that good old
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gourmet, Lucullus. But probably it was

merely a long-suppressed instinct inherited

from his mother, who had ever combined a

certain niceness with her frugality.

Enough that the Laird was angryâ��angrier

than for many a day. With his spoon he

gave the uneatable blancmange a vicious

slap and pushed away his plate. He looked

around him, and suddenly the squalor of the

apartment became vividly evidentâ��the dust

on the sideboard, the ragged holes in the

carpet, the cobwebs in the corners, the grime

on the pictures, one of them badly askew, and

a dozen other eyesores.

He rose and advanced to the ancient bell-

rope of faded crimson and moulting tassel.

But his courage had not yet reached the

sticking-point. With a groan he snatched up

his book and drew himself heavily into his

easy chair. The dust rose around him.

In impotent wrath he kicked out with his

right foot ; his old carpet slipper, loose by

reason of the burst at the heel, flew off ; and

he beheld that which ought not to have been

visible at such an hourâ��his great toe. But

neither was the sight thereof a novelty.

Nevertheless, it brought him to action. He

reached out and gave the rope a mild tug.

DOWN in the kitchen, a disorderly, dilapi-

dated, but agreeably fuggy place, Mrs.

Crow sat drinking her third cup of tea

and buttering her fourth slice of hot toast. At

the single tinkle of the bell she started, stared,

and remarking to herself that a mouse had

done it, returned to her pleasing occupation.

At fifty-five Mrs. Crow was hardly of pre-

possessing appearance ; but let us be kind,

and merely say that she was flat-chested,

duck-footed, fish-like, and frowsy.

While the bell still feebly waggled an aged

man, in shabby tweeds, came in from the

scullery, where he had been chopping wood,

and gazed up at it, gaping, in the greatest

astonishment.

" Mrs. Crow," he said, turning at last,

" are ye no' goin' to answer it ? "

" It was a moose," she replied, and bit

deeply into the succulent toast ; adding in-

distinctly, " He would never tak' sich a

gross liberty."

Whereupon the bell rang briskly.

With a grunt of annoyance Mrs. Crow

proceeded to finish her meal.

" It'll be near ten year since that bell

was rung," observed the old man, returning,

with wagging head, to his chopping.

Upstairs the Laird eyed ruefully the bell-

rope lying in a heap on the floor, and wished

he hadn't done it. Yet the resentment still

glowed.

Suddenly the door flew in, as it were.

Mrs. Crow took the threshold in a stride.

halted in an attitude of high dignity,

and with awesome haughtiness put the

question :â��

" Did ye ring ? "

With something of an effort the Laird gr t

up, went to the table, and, indicating ti e

blancmange and other things, emitted sundrv

not very coherent critical remarks. And be-

fore the astounded Mrs. Crow could find

speech, he went on, with a slight increase of

confidence, to mumble concerning the general

filth of the room. And as she opened her

mouth, he stammered :â��

" Mrs. Crow, kindly put that picture

straight."

She seemed about to refuse ; then all at

once she pranced, rather than walked, to the

picture, and gave it a savage jerk. And lo.

" The Stag at Bay " crashed at her feet.

" Well, it's yoursel' to blame for that,"

she snapped at him.

The Laird was well-nigh exhausted ; but

he made one more effort. Going back to the

hearth, he bent his head and blew along the

mantelshelf. A cloud arose. The Laird

called attention to it with a gesture, stumbled

into his easy chair, and raised more dust.

Then Mrs. Crow let herself go. It was

quite a long speech, but delivered under such

stress of emotion that the Laird caught little

save the concluding sentence, to wit :â��

" I winna bide here to be insultedâ��and

that's ma advice to you ! "

The door banged. The Laird shuddered,

opened his eyes, and closed them again.

He had won the battle, but where was the

glow of victory ?

ABOUT an hour later the old man-of-all-

work came in with an ill-smelling lamp,

which he placed on the table, thereby

adding an oil stain to the cloth's numerous

disfigurements. Then he drew near to the

Laird, and said in a hoarse whisper :â��

" She's awa' ! "

" Good job, too ! " answered the Laird,

with spurious sprightliness. " Ye'll not be

sorry, Peter."

" I was glad to see her tail," Peter admitted.

" But, oh. Laird, it'll no" be easy to get another

to come to this oot-o'-the-way place."

" We'll advertise, Peter, we'll advertise !

We'll do it at once and catch the night post.

Clear the table, man, as quick as ye can."

And the Laird got up to procure writing

materials.

His grey poll waggling dubiously, Peter

took a plate in one hand, a glass in the other.

and moved slowly towards the door.

" Come back," cried the Laird impatiently.

" Ye'll never clear at that rate." He brought

the four corners of the cloth together, and

handed the resulting bundle to his ancient

servitor, who, without evincing the slightest

astonishment, took it, tottered from the
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room, across the dim hall, and down the stone

stair, shedding as he went a miscellany of

objects, including the blancmange.

" Never again," said the Laird, as he

plunged his pen, " will I be subject to a house-

keeper. Henceforth I'll be master as well as

Laird."

On the second morning following, his

advertisement appeared in the Glasgow

Herald :â��

Housekeeper wanted for single gentle-

man of retiring, studious disposition.

Cleanliness, tidiness, and good plain

cookery essential. Character no object.

Generous treatment. Apply at onceâ��fare

paidâ��to Laird, Cockernony House, Cocker-

nonv, by Cambusdowie.

The reckless disregard of character was

probably due to the fact that Mrs. Crow's

references of ten years ago had been positively

brilliant.

CAMBUSDOWIE'S daily train rolled into

the platform up to time. The official,

who represented station-master, porter,

signalman, booking-clerk, and ticket col-

lector, came leisurely from his little house,

lingering over his last mouthful of dinner.

There was seldom muchâ��and often nothing

â��doing at Cambusdowie. Five persons on

the platform all at once made for bustle

and animation. Judge then of the official's

amazement when every third-class compart-

ment disgorged womenâ��women of all sorts

and sizes, youngish, oldish, attractive, and

otherwise. Most of them looked cross ; all

looked eager.

The official recovered in time to reach the

gate in front of the crowd. Several voices

inquired the way to Cockernony House.

He answered mechanically, and proceeded to

take tickets like a man in a dream. Later,

his brain having cleared, he counted one

hundred and two squares of pasteboard.

The women went up the road in no very

orderly fashion, striding, trotting, each seem-

ingly bent on being first. As the official drew

breath, the local constable appeared with the

natura! enough questionâ��" What's ado ? "

" The Laird has gone mad," said the

official, wiping his brow. " He surely imagines

he's King Solomon."

" I'd better be lookin' into it, anyway,"

said the constable, after a moment's reflec-

tion. " Ye never can tell what women'll be

after nowadays." And he strode in the

wake of the procession.

It was at this moment that Peter gloomily

asked the Lairdâ��" Dae ye think onybody'll

come ? "

The Laird had his doubts and was in low

spirits. He and Peter had found themselves

incapable of cooking anything more palatable

than singed porridge; and, somehow, they had

managed to burst the old-fashioned kitchen

boiler and flood the premises downstairs.

'â�¢ Surely somebody'11 come," sighed the

Laird. " I'm sure I made the advertise-

ment as attractive as I could."

" If onybody comes," remarked Peter,

" I'm thinkin' she'll be seekin' a spouse.

Beware, Laird, o' the big, handsome sort ! "

" Behave yourself, Peter, and go to the

door and see if anybody's coming. The

train was due twenty minutes ago."

When Peter looked clown the avenue he

received the shock of his life. He tottered

back to the parlour.

"Oh. Laird, Laird ! "

' What is it, man ? "

" Keek oot o' the window."

The Laird " keeked," and staggered back

to his easy chair.

" Heaven help me ! " he said, " and I've

promised to pay their fares ! Quick, Peter !

Run to the door. Don't let a soul o' them in."

" But what'll I say to them ? "

" Anythingâ��anything to keep them back

till I think what's to be done."

Peter did his best with the mob, members

of which were beginning to voice their sus-

picions that the whole affair was a hoax.

He explained that his master was in a fit,

but hoped to be out of it shortly. This ought

to have had a reassuring effect, but somehow

it hadn't ; and Peter was becoming incoherent

when the constable, pushing his way through

the crowd, joined him.

On obtaining a comprehension of the cir-

cumstances the constable addressed the

gathering.

" It will be aal right, ladies," he said

pleasantly. " There is no need for to be

excited. The Laird was not looking for so

many of you, and he is a gentleman of great

modesty. But he is a man of his word; and

if he promised to pay your fares, he will do it,

you may be sure. It will be aal right. And

now kindly form yourselves into a queue."

Presently he took Peter by the arm and led

him indoors. Having locked and bolted the

antique and massive door, they passed to the

parlour.

The Laird was in his easy chair, his head

in his hands.

" You would be the better of a dram,

Laird," the constable said without preface.

The Laird signed feebly to Peter, who

brought decanter and glasses from the side-

board. The constable helped himself, drank,

and said it was a deplorable business.

" Man," cried the Laird, sitting up, " do

ye think I can interview all those women ? "

" I do not," the constable replied. " A

gladiator could not do it. A lawyer might ;

but you cannot get a lawyer to-day."

" What am I to do ?"
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The Laird's Lucky Number

' ' Oh, Laird ! Laird ! Keek oot o' the

window ! ' ' Heaven help me ! ' said

the Laird, 'and I've promised to pay

their fares.' "

" Give them their fares and send them

home."

â�¢' Ay ; but I must have a housekeeper."

" Would you have the pluck to go out and

choose one, Laird ? "

" What would the others say ? "

" Ay, that's just it ! And they might

break your windows for you."

A dismal silence lasted till the constable,

having taken a second dram, said :â��

" I was thinking they might draw lots ;

but I doubt if they would be willing. How-

ever, there's another way. Have you a lucky

number ? "

" A what ? "

" A number that has brought you luck in

the past."

" Nothing ever brought me luck."

" Well, well ! Suppose you choose a number

â��anything between one and a hundredâ��

that you think would be lucky."

" I can't think of a number."

" Oh, try ! "

The Laird, groaning, brought some letters

from his pocket and turned them over.

" Here's No. 37 on the demand for income-

tax."

" That'll do fine ! Now listen. Laird !

I'll go outside and number them in their

queue, tellin' each her number. And then

I'll explain that no human being could inter-

view the half o' them afore the train leavesâ��

and so you have chose a number and will

hereby and forthwith engage the lady

holding that

numberâ��viz., 37.

How's that ? "

" Ay," said the

Laird, thoughtfully,

" it's not a bad

plan; but, mind ye,

constable, I must

h a v e a modest

woman."

" Keep a firm hand on her,

Laird, and the flightiest'11 be

modest enough. Come ; you'd

better decide. They're getting

restless out there."

" Do what ye can for me, constable," said

the- Laird wearily, after a little more talk,

and fell again to moaning.

The constable went out. On his appear-

ance the queue ceased its conversation, which

had been confined to the remark " Don't

push ! " and the retort " I didn't ! " Methodi-

cally he gave each applicant her number, and

returned to the top step.

" Ladies, the Laird is a just man. He sees

that it would be humanly impossible to inter-

view a quarter of you before train time ;

and he could not ask you to stop the night in

the byre with the cows. So he has chose a

lucky number, ladies, and the lady which

owns it is hereby engaged for to be his house-

keeper, at thirty shillin's a week, all found.

AH other ladies will be. paid their fares, wi'
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sixpence extra for a cup o' tea and

a bun, as soon as he can get change

for a hunderd-pound note."

The constable paused, possibly in

anticipation of applause, which was

not forthcoming ; then drew a long

breath and said :â��

" I will now declare the lucky num-

ber. It is 37-â��otherwise

three dozen and one over.

La'ly No. 37 will kindly step

forth from

the queue

and follow

through the queue, ; as she entered the house,

the queue disarticulated. Cries arose.

In the parlour Peter bent over his master

and said hoarsely :â��

" It's comin' ! N00, Laird, dinna let her

think ye're soft. Dinna let her hope for

marriage. .Try and look like a roarin' Hon."

The Laird rose like a sick man. The con-

stable entered and smilingly ushered in N0.37.

" Laird," he said, " this is the lady you've

solemnly engaged to be your housekeeper,

and I'll take the liberty o' drinking a glass to

your mutual " Hand on decanter, he

paused, staring.

Peter in a hushed gasp called on his Maker.

In a painful silence, for the queue

'.vas for the moment deprived of

speech, No. 37 stepped slowly forth.

If modesty was enough, then the

Laird was lucky. Her garb was

dmgy black ; her bearing diffident. Humbly

she moved, so overcome, apparently, by her

good fortune that she sobbed freely into a

large grey handkerchief.

As she ascended the steps a murmur ran

The Laird recoiled against the mantelpiece.

And the owner of the lucky number, with-

drawing at last the grey handkerchief, dis-

closed the woebegone, penitent, but familiar

fish-like countenance of Mrs. Crow.
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PERPLEXITIES. By

E.

554â�� PAPER FOLDING.

THIS is a branch of puzzledom that we have scarcely

touched in these pages, but it is both instructive and

interesting. I do not

refer to folding paper in-

to the forms of boxes,

boats, etc., but to the

solving of certain geo-

metrical problems with

paper and fingers alone.

I will give a compara-

tively easy example this

month, and later on

present one of a rather

more difficult character.

Suppose you are given a

perfectly square piece of paper, how are you going to

fold it so as to indicate by creases a regular hexagon,

as shown in the illustration, all ready to be cut out ?

Of course you must use no pencil, measure, or instru-

ment of any kind whatever. The hexagon may be

in any position in the square.

S55--THE FOUR FOURS.

IT appears that our No 428, " Simple Division "

(October-November, igib), was, with a slight difference,

the invention of Mr. VV. E. H. Berwick, who now sends

me the following original problem on the same lines :â��

***) ******4(*4**

There are lour different ways of filling In the missing

figures so as to leave a correctly worked long division

sum (in scale ten), and the puzzle is to find them all.

556.â��THE EIGHT DOMINOES.

TAKE any eight dominoes you like and arrange them

in the form of a square so that no number is repeated

in any line, hori- L

zontally, vertically,

or diagonally. The

arrows will indicate

what I mean by

the last wordâ��not

only the two long

diagonals, but those

parallel with them. â�¢

Now, what is the

largest number of

pips you can get in

the square ? In the

example there are

sixty pips, but this can be beaten. Unless you are

very careful you will find that your answer will show

two pips fewer than the maximum possible.

557.â��ODDS AND EVENS.

HERE is a little parlour trick, the explanation of

which is quite easy. Ask a friend to take an even

number of coins in one hand and an odd number in the

other. You then undertake to tell him which hand

holds the odd and which the even. Tell him to

multiply the number in the right hand by 7 and the

number in the lett by 6, add the two products together,

and tell you the result. You can then immediately

give him the required answer. How are you to do it ?

In practice, after he had given me the result, I should

say, " Let us add your age, now deduct the day of the

month," and so onâ��a lot of absurd apparent calcula-

tions merely devised for his mystification, for you

alreadv know the answer.

Solutions to Last Month a Puzzles.

550.â��THE PATCHWORK QUILT.

EXCEPT for my

warning,the reader

might have sup-

posed that the

dark zigzag line

from A to Ð� would

solve the puzzle.

But it will not,

because the pieces

are not of the

same size and

shape. It would

be all right if we

could go along the

dotted line D, in-

stead of C, but

that would mean cutting a piece. We must cut out

all the shaded portion in one piece, which will exactly

match the other. One portion of the patchwork U

drawn in, just to guide the eve when comparing with

the original.

551.â��TWO QUEER WORDS.

THE words are UNITED and UNTIED. It is

curious that the reversal of the two central

letters results in two words of exactly opposite

meaning.

552.â��A WAGES PARADOX.

SUPPOSE a man has been receiving a weekly wage

of Â£3 ios. This is then increased to Â£200 per annum,

to be paid monthly by cheque. But for some good

reason it is decided for the first month of the new

arrangement to continue paying week by week, and

there are five weekly pay days in this first month. As

the total paid in this month must be Â£16 135. 4d., it

follows that the weekly sum paid on each of the five

pay days will be Â£3 6s. 8d. only, or less by 35. 4d. than

under the old arrangement ! He thus receives less

per week, though earning more |>er annum !

553.â��THE QUEEN AND THE CHAIR.

I HAVE not yet hit on any satisfactory answer to this

enigma. _^^_^____^_

543.â��AN UNSOLVED ENIGMA.

SEVERAL correspondents have suggested PEN as

the answer. This was my own best guess, but I

rejected it. mainly for the reason that it does not

ap[>ear to fit the last line. The Misses Hardy suggest

PRESS, an East Indian animal with brownish fur, a

squeeze, the printing press, the literary press, the drill

press (which quivers when in use), the linen press, the

botanical press, copying press, cider press, the press-

bed (which is folded up and " put to sleep " when you

wake, but in active service when you sleep), etc.. etc.

I leave readers to fit in the various applications. This

is the best answer forthcoming, and possibly the

correct one.
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Thr ENO Symbol

of Happiness

ENO HAS PROVED

ITS MERIT

Fifty years ago the world tried ENO

and discovered its unique qualities.

Out of a host of competitors it has

established a reputation for purity and

excellence which the medical profession

heartily endorses. That is why you

should take it, if you are not already

accustomed to do so.

" Something else " may do you goodâ��

but it may not. " Something else " has

yet to be proved by experience. ENO

is proved already. It is not wise to

experiment needlessly with one's health.

ENO's

FRUIT SALT

The cause of such irregularities as indigestion, loss of

appeiite, biliousness, headache, lassitude and de-

pression is removed in a perfectly natural manner by

the daily use of ENO. This pleasant safeguard to

health is pure, palatable, simple and effective.

Always keep a bottle handy.

"*ENO" is sold by Chemists and Stores throughout the

world.

The words "ENO" and "Fruit Salt" are the registered Trade

Marks of J.C.EXO, LTD., " Fruit Salt" Works, London, S.E.
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ACTION

Decide quickly! Act quickly ! and within

six to twelve months you may qualify yourself

to HI! a responsible position in business

â��Six to Twelve Months!

" That might easily be pos-

sible," you say, "in the case

of a man with the advantages

of wide experience. But it

would not be possible in my

own case, because I have had

very little experience in busi-

ness and no special training:"

Our answer to you is that

hundreds of our students

whose circumstances were

similar to your own are this

day actually filling well-paid

positions as accountants,

secretaries and managers for

which they qualified within

six to twelve months of enrol-

ment.

" Give me positive proof of

that statement."

Positive proof is given you

in a leaflet we send you with

our Prospectus. This leaflet

reproduces records of scores

of our students, and you

will notice that these records

are certified genuine by a

Public Notary.

The School of Account*

ancy's guarantee to train

you until you are quali-

fied to fill a responsible

position opens up before

you a clear and practical

path of progress

When we undertake to train

a man to qualify for a specific

position or to pass a profes-

sional examination, we train

that man until he succeeds.

In all commercial examinations our

record is one long string of First Places,

Medals, Prizes and Distinctions.

Commence Training Now

You may say "Enrolling now means

summer-time study." That is true, yet

it is equally true that opportunities do

not choose any .special season to arrive.

At the most it means training but one

summer, and the sacrifice is worth while

because other summers will he much

better ones for you. From April to

November a man is at his best mentally

as well as physically, and therefore is in

most excellent form for training during

these months.

^ Take Action To-day !

Send for this FREE BOOK

Although most of our students com-

plete their courses within six to twelve

months of enrolment, there is no fixed

time limit and the fees do not vary

whether the training takes a few months

or a few years. Ei*ery student tt'ho

enrols for a Professional examina-

tion course is gJTvrt art unqualified

guarantee that he will be coached

until he is successful in passing the

examination for which he has under-

taken training.

It contains use-

ful information

about business

and business

training, fi?ts

Particulars of all

our Courses and

Terms, and in-

cludes/acts which

ivill actually and.

. â�¢ ,',.â�¢'.,.

g

Why not raise yourself to a

Professional status ?

At th^ London Association of Account-

ants' Examinations held during the past

six years, nearly all First Places and

Prizes were secured by School of Account-

ancy students. At the Chartered I .Di-

lute of Secretaries' Examinations our

showing is 100 per cent, passes in twenty

of twenty-two examinations. Achieve-

ments M the examinations of the Institute

of Chartered Accountants and Society

of Incorporated Accountants are equally

remarkable.

ing ivill qualify you tofilt a responsible

ejcecntizv positron,

WRITE FOR A COPy TO-DAY

The SCHOOL OF

ACCOUNTANCY

Z. West Regent St., Glasgow

10. Essex St.. Strand, London,

W.C.Z.

Mlllrate Buildings. Long Mlllgata.

MANCHESTER.

62. Hale Street â�¢ - - LIVERPOOL.

Post offi.'*' H"URf. Infirmary Street, LEEDS?.

8. Newhull Street - - nil: Ml Mill \M
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THE FINEST GIFT FOR YOUR WIFE AND CHILDREN

What else than a guarantee that should anything

happen to you, the breadwinner, they are safeguarded

against privation. The act that assures that financial

protection is, beyond all possible doubt, the finest gift

jolt fan make to your wife and children.

Looking particularly pleased with himself, a busi-

ness man remarked to a friend who had commented

on his unusually good spirits, " I've just removed a

great burden off my shoulders. I've made it all right

for my wife and kiddies should anything happen to

me."

Asked to explain, he said :

" Well, I don't quite know why, but for the last

few months I've been obsessed with the thought,

' Supposing anything should happen to me, what

would Jeannie and the children do?' You know I

haven't had too many chances of putting by mon: y.

A very few hundreds before the war, nothing, as you

know, during it ; and, lately, the slump. Taking

stock of the position, I discovered that, so far from

having enough to live on, they'd scarcely have enough

to pay the rent. That wasn't good enough, and I fell

I dare not any longer leave it to time and good

fortune to make the matter right.

So, after very careful investigation, I put through

what I consider the best business transaction of my

career.

I took out a Sun Life of Canada Investment Insur-

ance Policy for Â£2,000. Immediately there was that

additional sum and half of the deposit I had made

between my dependants and privation should anything

happen to me.

What takes me most is the half return of deposits,

in addition to the Capital sum assured.

I deposit /113 I2s. each year for 20 years (my age,

9c(eÂ¿JÂ¿)i& a peti

Here is just one of many examples showing how Waterman's Ideal is

regarded by busy writers. It is from Sir Philip Gibbsâ�� the famous

War Correspondent, and now Editor of The Review oj Reviews:

" I have a high regard for Waterman's Ideal Pen,

which was a faithful friend of mine in the war."

/m^^\

\\atepmaiis GdeaDFbuntain Pen

Three Types : " Regular," from 12/6 ;

"Safety" and " Self - Filling." from 17/6.

No. Ð¦ " Self - Filling," and No. 44.

"Safety," with extra large nib. at 22'6,

1 P< < Ã�U//U recommended. Presentation Pens

by the way, is 38), so that even- deposit made increases

the value of my Estate by /56 165. I tell you, it

makes the writing of the cheque easier, knowing

that !

Butâ��and this should interest you, complaining as

you are always doing about the enormous Income

Taxâ��I get a .substantial rebate on Income Tax

entirely because of this Investment-Insurance Policy.

This year it is ho less, than /17. A gift from the

Government ! It reduces my deposit, in effect, to

Â¿<)f> I2S. Should the rale keep the sameâ��35. in the

/â��in the 20 years I shall have saved in Income Tax

alone /340. Absolutely a gift !

And yet the half of the tale has yet to be told. If

I live the 20 yearsâ��and I mean to !â��I myself shall

benefit to the tune of /2,000 with profits. These, it

is estimated, will be Â¿810. Add to this the rebated

Income Tax of /340, and the total sum received will

be /3,150. As the total deposits will be only/2,772

â��my investment will show a net profit of /878, on

which no Income Tax is charged or chargeable. So

that, compared with ordinary investments, the profit

is equivalent, in round figures, to /1,250 !"

* * * *

The Investment-Insurance Plan outlined above can

be adopted at any age, for any amount, and for any

number of years.

The Assets of the Sun Life of Canada exceed

/23,000,000, and the company is under strict Govern-

ment supervision. Anyone interested should write at

once for full particulars, giving his or her age and the

amount it is proposed to invest annually. All com-

munications treated in confidence. Write to J. F.

JUNKIN (Manager), Sun Life of Canada, 6, Canada

House, Norfolk Street, London, W.C.2.

in Silver and Gold. Nibs to suit all hands

(exchanged gratis if not quite right). Of

Stationers and Jewellers. A copy of "The

Pen Boole." a charming illustrated brochure,

sent free by post on request.

i L. G. Sloan, Ltd., Chelea Comer, Kings way, London, W.C.2.
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Your passport to satisfaction : the naine

SAXONE

There is a great deal in a name when it is a guarantee that the

shoe it represents is honest value to you, in workmanship,

material and finish. Seek your nearest ' Saxone ' Store, try on a

pair of these shoes, and find per-

fect satisfaction as thousands of

others have done:

SOLD ONLY BY

THE SAXONE SHOE CO. LTD.,

LONDON : 5 Ð� 6 Coventry Street, W. 1. : 231,

Regent Street. W.I. ; 56 & 57, Strand, W.C , 2. ;

11-12. Cheapside. E.C. Ð³

And all latge tenvnt.

STYLE 4161. Black GlacÃ© Oxford

with double soles. Price 39/9.

Style 4191. same in Brown Willow.

39 9 Style 4177, Â«ame in Box

Calf. 39/9.

Saxone Store

Use this fascinating

Face Powder

At any timeâ��a touch of silk-sifted Icilma

Bouquet Face Powder forms an exquisite

finish to your toilet.

This delightful toilet powder is distinct and quite

different from all others. Every particle is sifted

through silk till it feels like silk. Absolutely free

from grit of any kindâ��and as light as air.

Perfumed with the same fascinating perfume that

made Icilma Cream world-famous. Really adheres

â��absorbs odour and is very refreshing and cooling.

FREE

Dainty Sample

Send a Postcard for a

Dainiy FREE sample

Packet IcilinaBoiiquel

Face Powder. Inter-

national Icilma Tra-

dinÂ« Co.. Ltd. (Hept.

1*1. 37-t5. King's

Koad. St. Paneras,

Bouquet

Face Powder

tiling Icilma Cream

with Icilma Bouquet

London. N.W. 1.

Pottcardi MUST

haut Id. Stamp-

Envelopei 2d. Â»lamp

â��tu'in sifter of fcilma Cream. In dainty blue and gold

boxet, 216. One site only. Two tintsâ��Naturelle/or moft

complexions. Creme fur brunettes. Your (. hemist stocks it.

â��after

toilet

complete your

Face Powder.



THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

Restful and Home-like Upholstery

at Economical Prices.

THE ' HOLYROOD."

EASY PAYMENTS or CASH.

CARRIAGE PAID TO ANY RAILWAY STATION.

Cash with order.

Settee, one end adjustable, Loots Cushion, Â£ 19 or Easy Payment Â£21 â��Â£3 down, 15/- ml lily.

Arm Chair. " Forty-winks" Head Rests, Â£10 â�� â�� Â£11â��Â£2 .. 10/- â��

Divan Chair. Club Pattern - - Â£9 ,. â�� Â£10â��Â£2 â�� 10/- ..

Three Piece Set, Settee & Pair of Chairs, Â£38 .. â�� Â£42-Â£4 ., 30/- ..

Luxurious and soundly upholstered. . Woollen Flocks. Coppered Steel Springs.

British Webs. Seats. Macks and Arms all well sprung. Covered in a variety of

French and other Tapestries, Patterns submitted for Customer's selection.

Pound* will be saved in Furnishing by applying for oar Complete furnishing Guide.

Furnishing CO. â��,.,â��, Pembroke Place,

J. R. GRANT, Proprietor.

GLOBE

(DeP_,

LIVERPOOL

Rudge-Whiiworth

Britain's Best Bicycle

Standardised 1921 Models fully guaranteed

Ladies', Gents', and Sporting Bicycles

ONE PRICE

Reduced from

Â£15 : IS : O

AERO SPECIAL QUALITY

Rudye-Whirworth Ltd

^^

Motor BlcrcUt.

* ll.u Burhici,

Mote < .. Whaeb.

COVEKTmr.BlRMlNCHAMXONDON

By Appointment

Cycle Makers to

H.M. KI.NQ UEOKGE.

23O. Tottenham Court Road. W.I

Tourist Trophy Winner, 1914

Pricei of othÂ«r Motor Bicycles

and Side-cars also reduced.

Reduced from

Â£1 1O : 5 : O

3J h.p. Sloping Tank Motor Iticvc1-. Clutch. Starter, and the FAMOUS MULTI GEAR.

1921 MO DHLS FULLY GUARANTEED.

Atk your neareit Agent. Write for Catalagat, poit fret (Dept. 201), CO VENTRY

Rudoe
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Â£5OO

Offered for Ideas

YOUR OPPORTUNITY

QEORGE &CEWNES, LTD., Proprietors of the

"Strand Magazine," etc., offer the above sum

for Simple Suggestions.

TRY IT!

THIS competition is open to every reader of the STRAND

MAGAZINE or any other of Newnes' publications, a list of which

is given on the facing page. You need no artistic, literary, or

even business knowledge to win one of the prizes. The child at

school, the wife in the home, and the man in the street have all

an equal chance. Read what follows :â��

IDEAS ARE WORTH MONEY

Few people realize the importance of the

First Prize - Â£200

Second Prize Â£100

Third Prize - Â£50

20 Prizes of- - Â£5

25 Prizes of- - Â£2

No Entrance

Fee

idea in an advertisement. Many of the most famous

advertisements of our time are the results of simple

suggestions made by people who knew nothing

of the craft of publicity. The well-known phrase

" Worth a Guinea a Box " originated in that way.

Again, "Bubbles" was not painted as an adver-

tisement of Pears' Soap, but a member of the

firm saw its possibilities, and the picture war.

purchased. Scores of similar instances could be

given.

WE WANT YOURS

Everybody has ideas of this kind at some time or

otherâ��a happy phrase which may become the

" slogan " of a great business, a rough suggestion

which may blossom out as a poster of world-wide

fame. We are convinced that hundreds of good

ideas are wasted for lack of opportunity to utilize

them. Well, here is the opportunity. If you have

an idea or suggestion of any kind which you think

may be of any use to any of the advertisers in any of

the Newnes publications, SEND IT IN.
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AN EQUAL CHANCE FOR ALL

WHAT TO DO

Look through the advertisement pages oÃ this magazine ; select any advertisement you like, see if you

can get a new " idea " for advertising the same articleâ��or an improvement on the advertisement. Try to

pick out the essential points which the advertiser is trying to convey ; then see whether you can present

them in more novel or striking manner. Apply this test to several advertisements and you will soon find

suggestions coming to youâ��a phrase, a suggestion for a picture, or an' idea for a picture.

WHEN you HAVE YOUR IDEA, sketch it out, or describe it in a few words as plainly as possible,

attach the coupon, and send in as directed in the Rules. Remember that it does not matter whether your

sketch is good or bad, from an art point of view, or whether your idea is described in polished phrases

or not. It is the Idea, and the idea alone, that will count.

All Ideas sent in will first be submitted to a committee of adver-

tisement experts. It will be their business to utilize and carry out

your ideas in proper form. They may be sent in crude or imperfect.

In this way any lack ot technical knowledge on the part of the com-

petitor will be made good, and the Final Judges will have only the

merit of the idea itself to consider.

THE FINAL JUDGES

When the ideas have been thus " laid out " equally effectively

from a technical point of view, they will be submitted to the Final

Judges, who will then decide upon their relative merits as ideas, and

award the prizes accordingly The following gentlemen, all of whom

are well known in the advertising world, have kindly consented to

act in this capacity :â��

Sir FRANK NEWNES, Bart.

The Right Hon. LORD RIDDELL.

H. GREENHOUGH SMITH,

Editor " Strand Magazine."

GALLOWAY FRASER,

Editor " Tit-Bits."

You can tak' your idea from any Advertisement appearing In any

of the Newnes Publications published during the months of MAY,

JUNE, JULY, and AUGUST, 1921.

STRAND MAGAZINE

TIT-BITS

JOHN 0' LONDON'S WEEKLY

LADIES1 FIELD

The HOME MAGAZINE

THE WIDE WORLD

The GRAND MAGAZINE

DON'T CONFINE

YOUR EFFORTS TO

THIS MAGAZINE.

LOOK THROUGH THE

OTHER PAPERS

MENTIONED ABOVE.

SEND AS MANY

EFFORTS AS YOU

LIKE.

OUR HOMES AND GARDENS

WOMAN'S LIFE

THE CAPTAIN

Leach's LADY'S COMPANION

â�� NEWEST FASHIONS

CHILDREN'S FASHIONS

READ THESE

RULES.

i.â��All entries which do not con-

form to i hese cond Â¡tions will be

disqualified.

â�¢Ð³.â��Alt Ideas submitted must apply

to one of the commodities advertised

in this or any other of the Newnes

publications (see list below).

3. â��Competitors may submit as

many Ideas as they choose, but each

separate Idea must be accompanied

by a coupon cut from the publication

in which appears the advertisement

to which the Idea refers.

4.â��All Ideas to which prizes are

awarded become the absolute property

of GEORGE NEWNES, LTD.

5.â��No Ideas can be returned, but

any unsuccessful entries which appear

to possess merit may be submitted to

advertisers, and, if used, paid for by

arrangement.

6.â��The Judges' decision must be

accepted by all competitors as abso-

lutely final, and no correspondence

can be entered into.

Entries should be addressed to

THE COMPETITION EDITOR, GEORGE

NEWNES, LTD.. 8, Southampton St.,

Strand, W.C.2, and the envelope

marked "IDEAS' in the bottom left-

hand corner. THEY MUST BE RECEIVED

NOT LATER THAN SEPTEMBER 30, 1921.

Ã�oodfir ONE ENTRY*

ADVERTISING IDEAS

NEWNES

SOUTHAMPTON
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"As Neat as Wax '

is the home where Johnson's Prepared

Wax is used upon furniture, wood-

work, floors and linoleum. It

rejuvenates the finish and gives an

air of immaculate cleanliness, is the

ideal polish, and does more than

merely polish â�� it protects with a

satin - smooth, transparent coating.

It does not show finger-printsâ��dust

cannot adhere to it.

Johnson's

Prepared Wax

Paste â��Liquidâ��Powdered

saves much of the time spent in mopping

and cleaning. It preserves ihe colour and

finish of linoleum and makes daily cleaning

unnecessary.

Johnson's Paste Waxâ��for polishing floors of

all kindsâ��wood, linoleum, ule, marble, etc.,

in 6d.. 1/6. 2/-, 2/6, 4/-, 8/-, and 14/6

sizes.

Johnson's Liquid Waxâ��for polishing furniture,

woodwork and Motor Cars, in 2/6, 4/->

and 8/- sizes.

Johnson's Powdered Wax â�� immediately gives

any floor a peifcct dancing surface, in 1/9^

2/6, and 41- sues.

S. C. JOHNSON & SON, Wut Drayton, MiddlesÂ«.

*-Ð¸'1Ð�1./Ð¸Ð³Ð° trial Ð§Ðº Ð¾/Juhaluul Â¡'reliarrl Wat l'art,.

HÃuini-. L'.M.A.; Ã�rnntfun!.

<'ana'!Â»; Syilm-y. AuÂ«lni1iu

^f'':

**â�¢â�¢<%!

iC'Ã¤HSOirs

Ñ�Ð°Ð¼Ð¸Ñ�Â»Â«Â»

PASTE
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One of the most talked of Necklets at Cannes

turns out after weeks of charming deception to be

Thus writes a well-known Riviera correspondent in a famous weekly journal.

"THE story goes that it was enterprisingly pawned for its full value as

real after* too much fatal maximuming on the part of its fair owner.

AT Cannes, amongst the cream of English aristocracy

and a congregation of the richest people in the

world, Ciro Pearls have been worn undetected, not

because the owners could not wear real pearls, but

because people realise that to spend fabulous sums

on such is sheer extravagance.

ROW of pearls is essential to your toilet. Real ones you will not

, may wear

reach of all.

^* buy. and Ciro's only are worth your consideration, as you may wear

them without fear of detection and the cost of same is within the :

OUR UNIQUE OFFER.

On receipt of One Guinea, we will send you a necklet of Ciro Pearls,

I6ins. long, complete with case, or a ring b ooch. ear-rings, or any other

jewel mounted with Ciro Pearls. If after comparing them with real, or

other artificial pearls, they are not found equal to the former, or superior

to the latter return them to us within seven days and we will refund

your money.

Other lengths at proportionate rates, gold clasp 2/6 extra.

Our booklet No. 12 contains designs of all new jewels (sent post free).

CIRO PEARLS, Ltd. (Dept. 12), 39, Old Bond Street, W (Piccadilly End.}

Our Showrooms are on the First Floor over Lloyds Bank.
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Every time you wear a

shirt made of "Permacola"

it is new again.

The

Permanent-

Colour

Shirting.

Secure

tkis absolutely

definite

Guarantee

behind

every Shirt you

iv far.

Select your Shirtings not only for tasteful colourings,

but also for their permanence. Avoid disappointment

after the first wash-day by seeing the " Permacola" Tab

on every shirt you buy. It secures to you the most

perfect and permanent woven colours, fine texture,

and excellent wear.

Obtain Shirts and Pyjamas of "Permacola" Fabric

from your own Shirtmaker or Outfitter. Also sold in

the piece, for Ladies', Children's, and Men's garments.

Always look for the name " Permacola " on the selvedge

or on the garment tab.

Write for pattern folder showing range of

shadesâ�� free on request, together with name of nearest

Shirtmaker or Outfitter stocking " PEKMA COLA ."

THROUGH WHOLESALE ONLY.

HASLAMS LIP (

MANCHESTER

HOW

SHALL

MY

SON

EARN

A GOOD

LIVING

IS ANSWERED IN OUR

FREE BOOKLET :-

to

INSTITUTEoF AUTOMOBILE

-.ENGINEERIHG(DEPTK)

OD STAEET

NEWCASTLE-ON-TYNE

Distinction in Dress

does not necessitate frequent and

costly tailors' bills.

Periodical renovation of clothing it alone essential to maintain ihe im-

maculate appearance demanded ID modern business and social circles.

The " Cherry " Service has over so yean' reputation. It offeri unique

and unusual facilities for imparting an exclusive finish. and i, n . .', .

the original newness to season*worn garment* by

cleverly recapturing their former set and hang, thui

rendering them worthy of long and continued wear.

CoÂ«tum<,s cleaned & tailor pressed

Gen i. 's Suits

Raincoat*

86

. . â�¢-

reproofed .. 7/t

rticles cleaned at equally reauniable prices.

Returned carnage paid.

Make CHERRY'S il . linn with over 50 yean'

reputationâ�� YOUR renovaton.

The worst weather for a solid week stands no chance against a Beacon

Oilskin. It i- waterproof ; proof against Rain, Snow, Sleet. Hail, and

Blinding Spindrift. In one you wilt be dry and cosy always.

BEACON OILSKINS

DON'T GO STICKY or LET IN THE WET

Money back in full i/ then fail to Mtif/y

This Bute Coat will keep you dry and com-

fortable In a solid week of wet. It is mail.-

f light, smooth Oilskin, with wide skirt

Raglan shoulders, belt at back, inner storm

cuffs, and two big pocket*. In Mack, light

weight, non-sticking Oilakin. 4n , o

In colours. 37 -, Two-colour w*.1 O

Oilskin Hat with adjustable brim. Buo

quality material, to match. 8 6. Ijufi*.

Rubber Wellingtons, warm llned.fromai -.

ILLUSTRATED LIST POST FREE,

describing money back Guaranteed Oil

skins for Outdoor Men, Women, &n>l

DUIdno. Send a p.c. for It to-day toâ��

J. BARBOUR A SONS, LTD..

19. Beacon B'ld'ga. So. Shlelds.Enu .
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" DRI-PED ' is the Â«17 best sole leather that can

he produced. Hides selected from the pick of the

world's supply are scientifically tanned by an

exclusive process, rendering the leather at least

twice as wear-endnrinf as ordinary leather of

equal thickness ; lishter than ordinary leather

of equal thickness, and absolutely waterproof.

It is unnecessary to use any attachments with

" DRI-PED " soles to secure qualities which are

inherent.

All footwear dealers can supply " DRI-PED " Soled

Footwear : all footwear repairers can re-sole your

hoots and shon with " DRI-PED." Look for the

"DRI-PED" diamond, stamped in purple every

few inches on each sole. There is no substitute

for " DRI-PED." Decline inferior suhterfuies.

In

'Dri-ped' Leather Services

The Sport Test.

" That's fine ! A full day on the wet grass, but feet still

bone dry. Are your shoes 'DRI-PED' Soled too?"

That, in effect, is what every "DRI-PED" wearer says;

for "DRI-PED" Leather never, under any circumstances,

lets a single drop of water through. And more, it makes 12/-

go as far as 20/- did before you wore " DRI-PED " ; it costs

a little more, but lasts at least twice as long as the best

ordinary leather. That is why millions of people wear

"DRI-PED," the Super-Leather for Soles, on repaired or

new Footwear of all kinds.

D9

SOLE

fuie of difficulty write toâ��

PROPRIETORS â��DRI-PED, LTD.,

BOLTON,

LANCS.
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STANWORTHS',,

UMBRELLAS.

Just Wrap Your

OLD UMBRELLA

in paper, tie to n board or

stick, and post to us to-

day with P.O. for 10/-. By

next post it will come

back "as good as nrw,"

re-covered with our

" Defiance" Union and

secmely packed.

Postage on KoieigiiOrders

i/- extra. A postcard will

bring you our illustrated

Catalogue of *' Defiance"

Umbrellas, and patterns

for re-coveiing umbrellas

from 6> upwards.

J. ITMNITII Cl,

Royal Umbrella Works,

BLACKBURN.

^O U may have to

work many hours

a dayâ��I.C.S. Courses

are prepared especially

to meet the requirements of busy people.

No matter in what line of work you

may be engaged, a course of training

with the I.C.S. will qualify you for a

better position with higher pay. Moderate

inclusive fees ; easy terms of payment.

POST THE COUPON TO-DAY I

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS, LTD.,

16, International Buildings, Kings way, W.C.2.

Please send me your free I rook containing full particulars of

the Course of Correspondence Training before which I have

marked X.

.MlMM,

.MtCUAKKAI.

SHIM >,HI> LUTTU

.Rl.KCTltlCAL

l'.Ml I.iv..

..Stun

..BulI.kR

â�¢ ..AURIl'l-LTI'RI

. .POCI.THV FA itumo

..CIVIL EKOISEIKINU

..BroimuTuiBiira

. Abl EKTIMXQ

. WlMM)W 1>KKSBIXO

('UKMISTRT

TK.XTII.KS [OHAPHT

WlRlLBSI TKI.K

Â» 1 -S1.1\ V

K\ t

here:â��

If the â�¢uttject detired it not ia above liÂ«t. writ* it

Buy your RING direct!

You save money, and can re-sell to us at any

time at 10 per cent, less than the price you paid.

The RING BOOK, which we will send to you, illustrates 122

Beautiful Gem Rings in all their natural Sparkle, Colours, and

Beauty. You can select from it quietly at home, as if from the

actual Rings. People from all over the World have already

bought by this safe and easy method.

You choose your Ring. We send it insured to your door. Within a

fortnight you can send it back and receire your full money. If you

â�¢re satisfied to keep It, we undertake to re-purchase, under King

Book Conditions, after one year, ten years, or at any time, at

10 par cent. !â�¢â�¢â�¢ than the price you have paid for It.

WRITE NOW FOR "THE RING BOOK"

We Hnil the RING BOOK and ftngÂ»r SIZE CARD Free to anyone

interested In a buying way in value-guaranteed Engagement.

Qlft. I'].â�¢-.. and Hen'i RlngÂ», priced from Â£5 Si. up to Â£325.

The NORTHERN GOLDSMITHS Co.

No. 6. GOLDSMITHS' HALL.

"The RING SHOP for the WORLD,"

NEWCASTLE-upon-TYNE, England. Â©

N8

DQfOB OP DESKUIS

Sntwn m ACTUAL COUM

"FOR ALL BUYERS

HOUSEHOLD and Private Order, nur SPECIALITY.

Splendid Baifrain. in China, Pottery, and Glau. Tea SeU (rum

113. Dinner !VtÂ« from 88 8. Toilet Hel* from IBB. Complete

Home Outfit* fr.im 676. CATERING CROCKERY A

SPECIALITY, as iupi>lled to "Dally Mall." nut lit. for

90 Pernori. from T6/-.

SPECIAL UNBREAKABLE QUALITY

China for Kitchen, Camp. Barrack. Hoipital Use.

ONLY 28/9

Thli beautiful Tea fferrlce, 12 penonx. In charming Festoon

design and Uold Finish. BplendJd Quality. SatinfactioD Guarnu

f â�¢ â�¢ ' Tea 8err.ce, 6 penioni. 183. Dinner Service, 39 3.

TV t t it,fj Pottery Mail Order Merchant*. Ettabiitked 1M-

Over 50,000 CustomerB: Full Value and Batfsfactlon Ouaranteeti.

Send Postcard To-day for Complete CDC C

ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE f fl C C

One Hundred Detiffnt <Aoirn in Actual Colour*.

CENTURY POTTERYCÂ°^

ADVT O31BURSLEM. STAFFS.
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An invi'.ing

ENTRANCE HALL

produced wilh

" SATIN ETTE."

Deydol Distemper

instead of Wall-paper is

a splendid investment,

and Cripon Supervar on

surfaces requiring varnish-

ing is unsurpassed for

fine appearance and

durability.

All good class Decor-

ators will use the above

materials at your request.

ENAMEL PAINT

THE MOST ATTRACTIVE AND

ENDURING OF ALL MODERN

DECORATIVE "FINISHES"

NOW and for years to come

you can gather the comfort

and pleasure associated with

a home that is decorated wisely and

wellâ��the first step is to CALL

IN YOUR DECORATOR TO-

DAY and ask him to restore all

faded, perished paint work by

refinishing with "SATINETTE"

Enamel Paint.

Thus you will ensure surfaces as beautiful,

durable and hygienic as porcelain tilingâ��

surfaces that justify themselves by choice

effect and by the protection and maintenance

value they afford to property.

Don't leave it longerâ��whatever wants doing

is best done NOW ! Ask your Decorator to

get busy with SATINETTE Enamel Paint.

Write for beautiful illustrated brochure which

tells you all about "SATINETTE." Sent

free and post free if you mention the name

and address of your Decorator. Address the

manufacturers below.

PINCHIN, JOHNSON & CO., Ltd.

Enatne/, Va> nish, Paint,

& Colour Manufacturers,

General Buildings, Aldwych, LONDON, W.C.3.
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dDRUMMER DYES

DRUMMER DYES U

4d.

Per Packet

Drummer Dyes

are ready for

use, needing no

addition except

hot or boiling

water.

Never say

"Dye "-say

" Drummer."

One Dye for

all Fabrics. So

Easy to Use.

Keep your Drummer

Dyei packets ... Six prizes

of Â£10. Â£6, Â£4, Â£3. Â£2, and Â£1

respectively, and 150 prizes of

109. each will be awarded in

cash to Drummer Dyes users

sending in the largest number

of empty Drummer Dyes

packets by September 30, 1921,

when the competition closes.

State number of packets in

parcel and address to Drummer

Dye Packets Competition.Wm.

Edge & Sons, Ltd., Drummer

Dye Works, Bolt on. Lanes.

The Drummer

Sticks to his Colours

When you dye with Drummer Dyes, following the simple

directions given on each packet, you secure exactly the colour

you want- true, even, fixed. Subsequent washings and ex-

posure to sunshine do not affect the shade a whit, for Drum-

mer Dyes are fast, true dyes in every one of the 21 colours.

Light Blue

Saxe Blue

Navy

Light Green

Dark Green

Emerald

Myrtle

Brown

Nigger

Red . Black .

Cardinal

Maroon

Rust

Shell Pink

Pink

Daffodil

Heliotrope

Mauve

Grey

Tangerine

Fabrics of Silk, Cotton and Wool and mixtures of any

of these are most successfully Drummer-Dyedâ��and

remember Drummer-Dyeing makes it possible to exact

treble wear from fabricsâ��clothing and household

furnishings.

Sold by all Grocer* Stored Oilmen and Ch-mi.u Send

for Free Booklet on Home DyeinK to Sole Manufacturers :

WM. EDGE & SONS. LTD., BOLTON.

DRUMMER DYES
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<i

The 100Â°/o Fabrics"

Making casements, curtains, or cover-

ings of Allen's Fadeless Durobelle is

like investing money in gilt-edged

securities â�� except that the dividend

is greater!

Allen's guarantee to replace free of charge any

length of Durobelle that fades, either ihrough

exposure or washing, secures your capital

and ensures a /00% return of efficiencyâ��

IOO% value for every shilling you invest.

That Durobelle fabrics are " 100% beautiful"

you can prove for yourself. Write to-day for

patlerns of the texture suited to your needs,

and examine them at leisure with the thought

uppermost in your mind that their exquisite

tints are guaranteed ta last the life of the

material.

You cannot waste a penny in a pound's worth of

Durobelle. The yarns employed are the best of

their kinds, they are woven in textures exactly suit*

able fot the purposes in view, and the wonderful

British dye that makes the fadeless guarantee posÂ«

sible has withstood world-wide test for fifteen years.

HANDSOME CATALOGUE FREE.

Allen's Famous loo-page Colour Catalogue, "My

I^ady's Home," is free on request. It illustrates nnd

describes atl varieties of DuroMIe, patterns of which

can be had free on loan, including :â��

31 In Cuement Clothe 1 ftÂ» up

DO,. ., .. 2/llf

%,. Bolt-anSheeting*S Ilf

80 ,. Fancy Pnmulu in

Ð�Ñ�Ð¢Ñ�Ñ�-Ð¼Ð¨Â« Ñ�Ñ�

60 ., 11 -1 - & Mattlngi 4/11

Ð�Ð® In. Ð�Ð¾Ñ�Ð�Ð¿Ñ� .. 4/11 Ð°Ñ�

60 .. M, Â¡. h t-i

Ð�Ð¸-Ð�Ð¸- 2/1 U..

BO,. Cotton * Artiflrinl

Silk durementÂ« Ð¸ 11 .,

Wafthinfi Rugit from22/Ð² ÐµÐµ.

Department A. â�� BOURNEMOUTH

London ShowroomÂ« : 188, Sloane Street. S.W.

All Pott Ordert direct to Bournemouth.

SiNDtPOSJCARD

FACTORY!

Ñ�Ð¾

THE

Write now to H. Samuel 31,

Market St., Manchester, for

his beautifully illustrated

FREE BOOK SA

It's packed with thou-

sands of offers in Jewel-

lery, Watches and

Plate at Factory Prices, with lists of splendid

FREE PRIZES !

Diamond

Sapphire ^, -

Crossover rl\

Rin*Â£510Â».

GOLD BROOCH

Set with Ame-

thyst & Q/.

Pearls â�¢*/

FULL MONTH'S TRIAL

ALLOWED.

25/-

DAINTY WRIST WATCH. 15

jewelled lever movement,

beautifully finished Rolled

Gold Case.

OVERSEAS ORDERS

receive the Prompt

attention of a special

mana fier. Catalogue

mailed free.

CENT'S SILVER LEVER. High

Krade fully jewelled lever

ZC /o movement, Sterling

Silver Case.

H. SAMUEL

31, MARKET ST., MANCHESTER

Over 85 Branches including :

WOOLWICH : 40 and 42. Powis St.

CROYDON : 16. North End.

NEWCASTLE: 2. Graincer St.. W.

PORTSMOUTH: 141. Commercial Rd.

GLASGOW: 134-136. Aruyle St.

H. SAMUEL. LTD.
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SPECIALISED

POSTAL

TRAINING-

taken at home

in spare time

LIST OF SUBJECTS :

AccouDtancy, Secretaryship,

London B. Com. Decree, Bank-

ing, Co*ting and Factory Orran-

iiation, Income Ð¢Ð°Ñ�, Company

Law, Advertising ind Sales

Management, Business Orfu-

iia t i on. Economics, Short band,

etc , etc.

In the professional Account'

ancy and Secretarial Exami-

na ti uns. students of the

METROPOLITAN

COLLEGE repeatedly score

RECORD SUCCESSES.

" There is a tide in the njffairs of men,

Which) taken at theÃ�oodt leads on to fortune ;

Omitted^ Ð° Ð¦ the voyage of their life

is bound in shallows and in miseries."

â��JULIUS CvESAR.

Never were Shakespeare't words truer or more apt than

to-day. To every manâ��and womanâ��comes Opportunity

although perhaps unheralded, and liable to Blip by with equal

lack of ostentation The ability to Ñ�ÐµÐµ and eelie YOUR

opportunity in life, therefore, will largely govern the measure

of SUCCESS that le coming to you.

If you are engaged in businessâ��or desire to enter com-

mercial lifeâ��the only way to make sure of going far, to reach

to a responsible and highly-paid poritfon, is to take up the

Ñ�. -r thorough and practical training available, vii. one of

the numerous courses offered by the METROPOLJTAN

COLLEGE, the 'Varsity of Commerce, selecting the Â»cheme

of study best suited to your own particular needs.

The fact that this announcement has attracted your

attention i)ortendfl that HERE to YOUR OPPORTUNITY,

and NOW is the PSYCHOLOGICAL MOMENT to avail

yourself of it.

To investigate fully the prospects .attaching to a METROPOLITAN COLLEGE training

in your case, write to-day for the _

"STUDENTS' GUIDE," FREE and POST PAID.

The New and Oreatr? Enlarged Edition of the "Guide," just published, containÂ» particularÂ» of

scores of unrivalled coursÃ©e, covering every student's every requirement, and including

SPECIAL COACHING for the NEW DEGREE of BACHELOR of COMMERCE.

METROPOLITAN COLLEGE

Dept.s, ST. ALBANS

CAMEL

The Camel, known as ihe " Ship

of the Desert," stores water

for many days* travelling.

The "CAMEL,"

fountain Pens

store ink for

many days*

3 Size*.

Fitted with 14-rt

Ð°Ð¸ TAJ*

s/-, 6/-, & 7 Â¡Ð²

Every Pen Guaranteed.

Of aU Statiunert, or pott free fromâ��

ORMISTON & GLASS,

Contractors to Ð�.Ð«. Government,

SNOW HILL, LONDON, E.C.

WHY BUY FOREIGN PENCILS?

Royal Sovereign

PENCILS ARE BRITISH MADE

The hnest Pencil in the World lor Draughts-

men, Artists, and General use, because of its

smoothness and great durability. Made in all

degrees by The Royal Sovereign Pencil Co.,

Ltd., Falcon Pencil Works, Battersea, S.W.

Famous over 100 years. By appointment to

H.M. the King. Piice 6d. euch. Sold by all

Stationers.
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A Kitchen Marvel

Wonderful Gas-Saving Invention to

Reduce Heavy Gas Bills

LADY SAVEs7l,000 FEET OF GAS

FREE

Book on Gas

Economy

FREE

Remarkably good news is here published which will have

far-reaching results in relation to Housekeeping Costs.

Even-body knows and has heard with extreme regret of

the enormous increase in the cost of Gas which is now taking

place. So high is the price now that it has become a serious

problem for every householder.

NO MORE HEAVY GAS BILLS

There is, however, an old saying that " there's never an evil without

a remedy," and it is with genuine delight that I am able to announce

that the bugbear of High Prices of Gas for Cooking can be at once

neutralised by the installation of one of the most simple yet one of the most

effective gas saving devices that it has ever been my pleasure to describe.

Under the new Multicookery System, as it is called, any person with

or without previous cooking experience can, if necessary, Bake, Boil,

Fry, and Stew all at one and the same time, but with the use of

ONE GAS BURNER ONLY of average consumption instead of the

usual combination of 3 or 4 gas rings on the top of the stove and long

bar burners inside the oven, as is absolutely necessary with the usual

type of gas stove.

11,OOO FEET OF GAS SAVED

One lady, Mrs. L. G. Burrows, of West Ealing, saved no less than

the enormous loial of Il.oooft. of gas in one year. Her readings for

the 3 years prior to her adoption of the Mullicookery system Â«ere :

31,300(1., 3o,6ooft.,

3O,6ooft. In the first

year during which she

used the Mullicooker

she saved u.oooft. of

Gas, despite the fact

that quite as many hot

GAS STOVE MULTICOOKER

for Boiling and Fryiof. Fit* any

Gas Store.

MULTICOOKER WITH OVEN

for cooking a complete meat'

GAS-RING MODEL

lued independently of a Gal Stove.

meals, if not more

than usual, were pre-

pared, and that the Circulator for the Bath, as well as

the Gas Fires, had been more in use.

FREE PUBLIC DEMONSTRATIONS

TAi* tÂ« the Sifter Mnlticooker, ÐµÐ°Ñ�Ð¾Ð«Â« of evoking

tith'T a timjile Rreakfatt or Luncheon, or a full

courte />inHÂ«r/or/rum2ÃÃ>20perÂ«mi.

NOTE : Only ONE CM Ring i* being used

to cook m. Full Course Dinner.

Demonstrations of this Kitchen Marvel are given

daily between toa.m. and 6p.m. at 42, Berners Street,

Oxford Street, London, W., to which readers of THE

STRAND MAGAZINE are cordially invited.

Here will be seen various types of Multicookers

from 175. 6d. upwards, so that every household, no

matter its size, can immediately participate in

Multirookery benefits.

For Country Residents, as well as those who find it inconvenient

to .-xttend the Demonstrations, full Printed Particulars, together

with valuable Household Economy Information, will be sent free

by post to nil who write and apply toâ��

Multicooker InventionÂ«. Ltd.. Room 195.

42. Berners Street, Oxford Street. London, W. .
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LITERARY SUCCESS

The untrained writer receives rejec-

tion slips; the trained writer receives

cheques and requests for more work.

The writer who possesses a trained

and ready [>en can make plenty of

money nowadays.

But it must be trained. That is

essential.

Readers with literary tastes and

aspirations should write to the College

for a free copy of " Short ' Story

Writing and Journalism" and "The

Pen and the Mind."

These books show them how to secure

the training and technique needed in

order to put their abilities to practical

and profitable use.

" I am already making enough to keep

myself, and I shall not have been taking

your course for a year until next month "â��

writes a recent successful student. (10,029).

THE LONDON CORRESPONDENCE

COLLEGE (founded by T. P. O'Connor, M.P.,

in 19(19) Courses in Journalism and Short

Story Writing are directed through the post

by experienced authors and journalists.

The tuitiongiveniscomprehensive. thorough,

and " individual " to each student. You are

given a complete training in the technique

of short story writing and journalism, and

you are shown just how to acquire the

qualities that catch the Editor's eye and the

Public taste.

Write to-day for free copies of "Short

Story Writing and Journalism " (Introduc-

tion by (i. K. Sims) and "The Pen and

the Mind," which give full particulars of the

Courses in Short Story Writing, Journalism,

English Composition, Advanced Literary

Training. Verse Writing, and Mental Cul-

ture, to the

'CORRESPONDENCE COLLEGE

1, ALBION HOUSE.

59, NEW OXFORD STREET, LONDON, W.C.

Many of my Pupils find it great

fun to sketch the '* characters *" and

incidents encountered in the daily

round. If you have natural talent

(often indicated by the Jc^rc to

Draw) you can be taught to do this

quickly, pleasantly, and inexpen-

sively, by post. This illustration is

the work of a former Pupil who is

now a leading Illustrator in the

Â£1,000 per annum class.

My Portal Courses teach Drawing from

the beginning. If you have never drawn

a line, the BEGINNERS' COURSE will start you by the

pleasant, easy way. which cuts out all worry and drudgery.

Those who can already Draw, but whose work lacks selling style,

are catered for in the ADVANCED COURSE. It reached

Technique and turns ordinary work into the kind which selfi.

DRAWING PROSPECTUS FREE

A postcard will bring you my Profanely Illustrated Prospectusâ��a free

Drawing Leiwon In Itwlfâ��describing the Beginners' and Advanced

Count* fully. If you wnd a copy of the sketch above, or an original

Drawing 'preferred*. 1 will post \<-n a helpful Critldnu 04 tcett.

Write to me personally: Percy V. Bradshaw, Princip*!,

ART ^fHfini <Dept S.M. 71). Tudor/rrx

AKl dUlUUt Halt. Fore.1 Hill. S.E 23. Â©

ASSURE AND"MAKSICCAR."

When Kilpatrick, henchman of Robert

the Bruce, completed the slaying of

Comyn, ihe rival of Bruce for the Crown

of Scotland, he emphasized his deed

with the grim words, " I Mak Siccar "

(I make secure).

NOW IS THE TIME TO MAK SICCAR

Endowment Assurance makes your own future

secure. Whole Life Assurance secures the

future of your nearest and dearest.

A 20 LIMITED PAYMENT POLICY

with

The Standard Life Assurance Co.

affords one of the finest methods of providing

for the future with freedom from payments in

later year*.

Sfnd a postcard for a cofy

of Leaflet 17. illustrating the

advantages of this Policy, to

The STANDARD LIFE

ASSURANCE CO. EÂ»t. 1825.

HEAD OFFICE: Edinburgh, 3, Oeorite St.

LONDON: 83. Klntf William Street, JS.C.Â«,

ISa, Pall Mall, S.W.I.

DUBLIN : 59. Dawion Street.
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A 10-Day Tube

of Pepsodent.

See below.

Use 2O Times

Then see how your teeth improve

This offers you a ten day test of a. new teeth-

cleaning methodâ�� enough for 20 uses.

Each use will bring five much desired effects.

See how your teeth conditions change after

ten days' use.

A film combatant

The great object is to fight film â�� now

regarded as a potential source of most tooth

troubles.

Film is that viscous coat you feel. It clings

to teeth, gets between the teeth and remains.

The tooth brush, used in old ways, leaves much

of it intact. So millions of teeth are dimmed

by it.

Film absorbs stains, making the teeth look

dingy. It is the basis of tartar. It holds food

substance which ferments and forms acid. It

holds the acid in contact with the teeth and the

acid may cause decay.

Now a new era

Now dental science, after years of research,

has found ways to fight film. Able authorities

have proved their efficiency. And leading

dentists everywhere now advise their daily use.

The methods are combined in a dentifrice

called Pepsodent. Millions now employ it.

And to their homes it has brought a new era

in teeth cleaning.

Watch these five effects

Each use of Pepsodent brings five desired

effects. The film is attacked in two efficient

ways. The teeth are so highly polished that

film cannot easily adhere.

Then it multiplies the salivary flow. It

multiplies the starch digestant in the saliva, to

digest the starch deposits which cling. It

multiplies the alkalinity of the saliva, to

neutralize the acids as they form.

Thus it increases, in a natural way, Nature's

teeth protecting forces.

See what this means. Send the coupon for

a to Day Tube. Note how clean the teeth

feel after using. Mark the absence of the

viscous film. See how teeth whiten as the

61m coat disappears.

This ten-day test will show the way to

whiter, cleaner teeth. And it may mean their

salvation. Cut out the coupon now.

The New-Day Dentifrice

A scientific film combatant, com-

bined with two other modern

requisites. Now advised for daily

use by leading dentists. Supplied

in large tubes by druggists.

10-DAY TUBE FREE.

THE PEPSODENT COMPANY,

Dept. 131, Holborn Viaduct, London, E.C. 1.

Mail 10-Day Tube of Pepsodent toâ��

Name

Address....

Give full address. Write plainly.

Only one tube to a family. â�¢ STKAMÂ» M -lune.
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YALE

Trust a Yale

Door Closer

STOP bother and annoyance, head

off fuel expense, improve dignity and

comfort, with a Yale Reversible Door

Closer.

You will wonder how you ever got on

without one. It closes the door per-

fectly, always No more banging, no

more forgetting.

For any door in the home, office, factory,

or public building. Sold by hardware

dealers.

THE irord Yale used in connection

â�¢*â�¢ Â«â�¢Â«<* Locks, Door Closers, Hoists,

Carburetters, Industrial Trucks, etc., is

erclusively Ike property of Tki Yale anil

Tonne Manufacturing Company.

It u sxured to us fry common lav and

trade-mark registry throughout the world,

and it cannot lawfully be used on similar

products made bv others.

It is not the name of an article. It is an

abbreviation of our corporate name, and

for upwards of fifty years has been used

â�¢o indicate products of our manufacture.

The name Y*le apptars on every article

â�¢rt ma\e as a guarantee that vÂ« ma<ie it

The Yale & Towne Mfg. Co.

Distributors

The Yale & Towne Company

M. St. Andrew Street London. EC4

vÂ»ie Made is Yale Marked

PRICE:

With l:..ili- lii,

Dial. 30-.

With Non-Lumi-

nous Dial. 22 6.

YOU CAN TRUST IT.

The Ingersoll Revally Radiolite differs from most Alarm

Clocks. It looks betterâ��it is better. It is the kind of-Alarm

Clock which breeds confidence.

You Jbnou> it will wake you when you want to fret up.

You ki,i>,, that its glowing dial IB there at your bedside ready

to show you the time at a glance. No blasts nf cold air looking

for matches to see the time in the dark.

The Ingersoll Revally Radiolite Alarm Clock is the "super"

alarmâ��made (mm the finest materialsâ��constructed, timed,

and tested with usual Ingersoll thoroughness It is guaran-

teed to give efficient time-keeping service.

â��REVALLY

RADIOLITE

ALARM CLOCK

Clows time in the dark,

Sold by fiti.'h â�¢';,!-â�¢â�¢. Watch â�¢!,,> â�¢ ,â�¢< everywhere. If any difficulty

in obtaining, vf trill tend Clock post free on receipt of price.

INGERSOLL WATCH CO.. LTD.. 1. IngereoU House, Kingnway. London. W.O.2.

MANSFIELD'S

PATENT AUTOMATIC

Water^ Oil Finders

are used by leading Governments, Rail-

way Corrpanies, l,and Companies,

Well - Boring Engineers, and others.

A Colonial Engineer writ** i

"Since purchasing the liistrunienl

I have selected 300 site*, most of

which I harÂ« either l<ore>l upon with

our own planu, or hnd bored by iuh-

eon tractors. In every instance we

i.'tre been successful."

Pi ices of Water Finding Instrumentsai e:

Â£50 locating at all depths up to nooft.

Â£76 t, â�� â�� ,, i, .wort,

Â£126 â�� â�� â�� â�� â�� i.oooft.

Prices of Water and Oil Finding In-

siruments are :

Â£200 locating at all depths up to 3, ;ooft.

Â£276 â�� â�� â�� ., ,. 4- saoft-

Â£375 , ...... , Â» 6,oooft.

Delivery Â»t Colonial or Foreign

Seaoorts Jtj extra.

We undertake the locaiion of sites

nd boring at lump sum prices under jj

'guarantee of

No full supply no pay.

"

Particulars <** i

W.MANSFIELD &

.

M(ikvrtofW<4!-ItortÂ»0 Plant, P*mrÂ». Windmill*. Oil Jfoffinec. =

and nvryfAiMff tonntcttd tritA Water .<Â«(>;Â«> a*d Irrigation ||

u" TelpphÂ«me No.:

eppÂ«me o.: 7Â»yR. =

iiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiii!^
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â�� do ÐªÐ�ÐµÑ� spoil

your enjoyment?

YOU cannot enjoy to the fullest extent

many of the social pleasures if

troubled by

foot

many

you are constantly

ailments. It is needless to persevere

with them in order that you may

participate in these pastimes. Structural

weakness, with a few exceptions, is the

No

cause of foot aches and foot pains, i-^u

matter what your special trouble may be,

DR. SCHOLL'S FOOT-

EASER

affbnh comfort und relief in u

moment to tired, aching feet, weak

arches, flat font, etc. Worn com-

fortably in your ordinary aboee.

Price per pair, lo e

DR. SCHOLL'S TOE-FLEX

fltntlghtens distorted, crooked toes.

RestoreÂ« normal rnuwular action

and, by cloning the big toe joint,

correcta bunionÂ». Worn comfort-

ably in your ordinary Â»hoe*.

Each 2 -

DR. SCHOLLS BUNION

REDUCER

protectÂ« the Â»cnettive Inflamed

area from Ñ�Ð³ÐµÐ°Ñ�Ð¸Ð³Ðµ. ReduceÂ« the

enlargement by abeorptlon. and

etope ehoe bulging. RIghU and

I.- ti- in Men's mid Women'Â« Â»izee.

Euch a e

Dr Scholl's

FOOT COMFORT APPLIANCES

will supply a speedy remedy and gradually

bring about permanent correction.

Flat or weak foot, weak ankles and run-over

heels, pains in the instep, the heel, or the

ball of the foot, bunions, crooked, buckled-up

toes, corns and callouses, are the most pre-

valent amongst the many foot ailments that

prevent people from enjoying their pastimes

to the fullâ��indeed, often precluding them from

participating in spoils or recreations that

require foot comfort.

To-day there are well over 5,000 qualified Scholl

Practipedistsâ��men and women who have made a

special study oÃ the foot and its ailmentsâ��visit the

one nearest to you and receive expert advice.

Write to Ð¸Ð¼ to-day for name

and address of dealer nearest

you, and secure a free copy

of Dr. Scholl's Booklet,

" THE FEET & THEIR CARE."

THE SCHOLL MFG. CO., Ltd.,

2, Giltspur Street, E.C.I.
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BREAKFAST

THEY LIKE THE CHOCOLATE" FLAVOUR
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! DRAW THIS

I DAWSON

| GIRL and

1 Win a Prize.

Competition for Amateurs above 16

years of age. NO ENTRANCE FEE.

I 1st Prize -aiue Â£10.10.0

(Stylish JAEGER Frock or

Jaeger wearâ��your selection)

| 2nd Prize - value Â£5.5.0

(Jaeger wearâ��your selection)

10 Prizes - - - value Â£2.18.6

(Year's subscription to 'EVE,'

THE Artistic Fashion Journal)

1 20 Prizes - - - value 10s. 6d.

(Bottle LUCE'S famous

JERSEY HE A THER Perfume)

Successful Fashion artists earn huge incomes.

Hundreds of ambitious young men and women

have found their true work in lifeâ��and successâ��

through the P.C.C. Home Study Courses.

With proper training you, too, should succeed.

Anyway, it coils nothing to enter this competition

S and see what you can do.

CONDITIONS.â��Copy the Dawson Girl in the Jaeger (rock, larger or

smaller than the illustration. Use pencil or pen. Write your name,

address, age. and occupation on back of drawing. Drawings must be

prc

and tneÂ°Managing' Director of^lne Jaeger~Co., ITtd. The decision of the

Adjudicators is final as to awards and all other questions arising out of

the competition.

Post drawing, with stamp for return, to Mr. CHAS. E.

DAWSON, Art Director, Strand Competition, Practical

Correspondence College, Ltd., 57, Berners Street, W.I.

This Daivson

Cirlin the Jaeger

frock reproduced
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Miss Renee Kelly

says :â��

"/ have known and used POND'S

VANISHING CREAM for some time;

Pond's Cold Cream and Face Powder are

delightful. I find these excellent pre-

parations the best I have ever used."

The same fascination which delights the admirers of Miss

Renee Kelly will delight the beholders o( all women who

regularly and persistently use Pond'sâ��the original

Vanishing Cream. Do not confuse Pond's with other face

creamsâ��Pond's is the premier toilet requisite: so easy

to apply, so magical in its beautifying effect on the hands

and the complexion. The pioneer Vanishing Creamâ��it

vanishes instantlyâ��no massage, no sticky after-effects. Us

Pond's regularly night and morning from the opal jar, and

carry the small tube in your hand-bag for use during the day.

Prevents sunburn and roughness and redness of the skin.

" TO SOOTHE AND SMOOTH YOUR SKIN."

In handsome Opal Jan with Aluminium Screw Lids. 1/3 and

2/6, and Collapsible Tubes, 9d. and 1/3, of all Chemists and

Stores. If you cannot obtain the new tube from your Chemist

to-day, send us 9d. and we will despatch it per return, post free.

POND'S EXTRACT CO. (Deft. 30), 71, SOUTHAMPTON ROW,

LONDON, W.C.1.

GREATEST

BARGAIN OFFERED

FOR YEARS.

THE CAXTON

SEBV1CES.

DIRECT FROM THE POTTERIES

1 CRATE Contents!

As Fresh

as Lavender!

Jackson's Lavender Cream

cleans while it polishes. Use it

regularly. A few brisk rubs

upon your tables and chairs, side-

board and other furniture, with

make your rooms smell as

fresh as new-gathered lavender;

and the polish lasts.

In handsome Doulton Art

Jars, of your Grocer,

Ironmonger or Oilman.

BOOKLET ABOUT IACKSONIZ/NGâ��

Free. Write for copy to

T S. JACKSON & SONS, LTD..

MALT STREET. OLD KENT ROAD.

LONDON, S.E.

Sola Manufacturers of Jackson's Floor

Polish and Jackson's Varnish Stains.

Established 1853.
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It is i\ot tKe LIVER

It is INDIGESTION

IN STOMACH AND BOWEL

Ð¡I CFA RESTORES DIGESTION

When you are travelling, visiting-, or eating

away from home, it is not the Liver, it Is Bowel

Indigestion which causes that troublesome

CONSTIPATION. GICFA removes all that

trouble, because CICFA restores Digestion.

HERE IS THE REASON

You have a Liver. You think it is affected. The

chances are 10 to 1 that your Liver itself is perfectly

sound, but its action is being upset hy frequently

dosing it with purgatives, etc., and as a consequence

your food is not digesting, but fermenting and creating

Ae it is rolled down the Bowel, the Starchy

part, like bread, potatoes, beans, etc., is formed

other portions. Ordinary Indigestion remedies, such

as Pepsin, Bismuth, Soda, Rhubarb, etc., cannot there-

fore bo expected to cure you, for at best they can only

help in local spots, while any Remedy which can Cure

must be able to correct the errors of Digestion wherever

they are occurring throughout the whole alimentary

tract.

Cicfa can do this, because Clofa restores Digestion

at every point along the whole alimentary tract.

Cicfa ensures complete digestion of all the Albu-

minous food in the Stomach and all the Starchy food

in the Bowel, corrects the Bile Circulation, prevents

fermentation and the formation of "Starch Balls,"

so that all the nourishment is absorbed into the blood,

the refuse is normal, and there can be no Constipation.

Cicfa, in fact, ensures the formation of such Digestive

Ferments as Nature requires.

GASES in STOMACH with

eructations.

Sharp Neuralgic HEADACHES.

ACID in Stomach with HEART.

BURN.

TONGUE coated white all over.

COMPLEXION blotchy, with

redness of Nose.

INDIGESTION SYMPTOMS

IN STOMACH IN BOWEL

disliked. Some

EATING

Nausea.

PAINS darting through Chest.

Burning Spot behind left

Shoulder Blade.

into little hard dry masses or " Starch Balls,"

which block the passage, and you have Constatation,

also a defective Bile Circulation. Fermentation con-

tinues, and acids and impurities from the undigested

food are absorbed through the wall of the Bowel into

the blood and poured on into the Liver. Though your

Liver may be quite healthy, it is soon overworked and

giving you troublesome symptoms ; therefore your

symptoms are not due to an affected Liver, but to

those acids and impxirities which are formed by

Indigestion in the Bowel and carried on to the Liver.

Your blood becomes impure and more acid, affecting

your joints and deep muscles, causing Rheumatism,

Lumbago and Sciatica.

It is therefore useless to treat the Rheumatism, the

Lumbago, the Sciatica, or the Liver. They are not at

fault. The fault lies in the Bowel Indigestion. You

must remove that Indigestion by restoring Digestion.

Probably you suffer also from Acid Dyspepsia.

Whether you have Acid Dyspepsia or some other

form of Stomach Indigestion, it should receive imme-

diate attention, because each stage of Digestion affects

each succeeding stage, so that the upsetting of digestion

in one portion of the tract quickly affects digestion in

GASES in BOWEL or Flatu-

lence.

Dull, Heavy HEADACHES.

ACIDITY causing Gout and

Rheumatism.

TONGUE coated yellow at

back.

COMPLEXION muddy or

pasty.

EATING disliked or loathed.

Biliousness and bad taste

in mouth

PAINS in Bowel. Griping and

CONSTIPATION.

A CHEMIST FOR 40 YEARS

Never recommended patent medicines, but he recom-

mends and uses Cicfa. Read what he says :

8lh Feb., 1919.

^ I am writing to inform you of the great benefit I have

derived from Cicfa. I have been a sufferer from Indigestion

for some lime and have tried many remedies without effect.

A friend persuaded me to try Cicfa and the result has been

marvellous. All fermentation of food with flatulence has

Disappeared, and I look forward with pleasure to a meal

instead of dread, as formerly. I HAVE BEEN IN BUSINESS

AS A CHEMIST FOR OVER 40 YEARS, and have never lecom-

mended patent medicines, but I can with confidence advise

any sufferer from Indigestion to give Cfofa a trial.*'

(Signed) " G."

18,000 BRITISH DOCTORS

have taken ap Cicfa. Hundreds of them have written

us of the splendid results which they have obtained by

When thousands of .British Docta

a in practice,

atisfied with

l*c*Q you do not need a sample with which to test it.

There can be no better proof. You can purchase Cicfa

and commence using it immediately.

Sold everywhere, prices 1/3 and

THE CICFA CO., 8, DUKE ST., MANCHESTER SQ., LONDON, W.I.

STHAXD MAGAZINE, JrxE. 1921.
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MAKE YOUR MIND

A MASTER MIND.

My Systemâ��" Nature's Perfect Process." based

on deep psychological knowledge - will teach you

how your mind can be trained in the ordinary

course of your daily life, without the unnatural aid

of health-breaking study or wearisome useless

memorising. I can give you, as 1 have given thou-

sands of others, the priceless gift of a tenacious

memory and that acuteness in grasping and analysing

the essentials of a problem which distinguishes the

master-mindâ��the mind that forces its owner to the

top and keeps him there.

LET ME HELP

YOU TO SUCCESS,

as 1 have helped many leading business and pro-

fessional men throughout the world. 1 will send

you a new and enlarged explanatory Booklet gratis

and post free on receipt of a postcard. Dont

neglect this opportunity. Success is within your

grasp. Close your fingers round it now and forge

ahead.

Write to the adJreii below and a>/;

for prospectus, testimonials, etc.

The Geo. H. Cox Institute (DeptKlS),

National Provincial Bank Chambers,

WOLVERHAMPTON.

UGLY NOSES

UGLY NOSES. â�� My Patent Nose

Machines improve ugly noses of all kinds

1 Send stamped envelope for particulars and

/ testimonials.

RED NOSES. â�� My long â�¢ established

treatment absolutely cures. Recommende

by medical authority. */- post free. Foreign

1/6 extra.

C. LEES HAY. IDE. Central Cha.mbÂ«rÂ». Liverpool.

AST!!

UNSIGHTLY HIGH

BOOTS ABOLISHED.

APPLIANCES NOW BEING SUPPLIED TO WOUNDED

SOLDIERS UNDER GOVERNMENT CONTRACT.

Pamphlet FREE to nil mentioning Tni BTBAHD MÂ«OÂ»IIÂ«Â«.

Bend particular* of Tour (Â»*e. Addreu:

THE O'CONNOR EXTENSION CO., LD.,

SURGICAL BOOT SPECIALISTS,

(Booklet M.

9. BLOOmSBURY STREET. LONDON. W.O.

THI

'OnwarcT

Portable

Gas Oven

WITH GLASS DOOR

Price S5/-

A good Otten it the firtt reauifite for good remit*

in cooking.

Inside Measurementsâ��

1 Sin. by II Jin. by Ilin. deep.

Double Cased. Made from Blue Planished

Steel and Tin Lined. Complete with Stove,

Oven Tin and Grid.

IN the "ONWARD" Oven we have the

1 rational method of baking or cooking.

Simply connect gas ring to any existing

gas supply with rubber or metallic tube.

Light the gas and you will have baking

heat in five minutes. Then put in the oven

what you wish to bake or cook. No need to

open the door. You may watch results while

attending to other duties. Will burn three

hours at a cost of Id. for gas, and is the

cheapest and most effective gas oven in the

world. Send for Booklet:" A Hot Favourite."

May be obtained from any Ironmonger, or from

Patentee and Sole Maker :

EDWIN CHAMBERS, Ltd^'i^olfe1--

These Series of Pens

write as smoothly

as a Lead Pen

cil. Neither

Scratch nor

Spurt, the

Points being

rounded

by a Spe-

c i a 1

Pro-

cess.

Atten-

tion is

also drawn

to our

PATENT

ANTI

BLOTTING

PEN.

Assorted Sample

Box of either Series

for lofcd. in Stamps

from the Works,

BIRMINGHAM.

Patent No. I'JBWT U \

OOWNINGS (Dept. 33), \

London Road. London, S-h.. 1. \
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Take my Tip

and get

Mackintosh's Toffee de-Luxe

It's jolly good!

Have you had any Egg and Cream-

de-Luxe ? That's a stunner : and

Chocolate Toffee-de-Luxe is top-hole.

You can take the tip

of such a keen toffee judge

with confidence : for trust him

to have tested all the toffeesâ��

he knows his subject.

Mackintosh's Toffee is sold by

Confectioners everywhere in

i-lb., 1-lb., and 4-lb. Family Tins,

and loose by weight.
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Make this year your best Holiday.

The Royal Ruby is at your service for it, The

will take you anywhere and everywhere. It is designed for hard

service, and is made of the finest material by British workmen

Write far Illustrated Catalogue to " Dfpt. 12,"

THE RUBY CYCLE CO.. LTD.. Altrincham. Nr. MANCHESTER.

Showrooms and Service Depot: 182, Deansgate, Manchester,

where demonstration! and visits to the work* can be arranged.

T=i| Price* from 11 guinea*

All Prospective Campers

should send jd. to LIGHTWEIGHT TENT Co. (Dept.S.), 61,

High Holborn, London, for all lists. Cycle, Motor, Pedestrian

(easily carried), Garden, Bathing Tents, Portable Lifjht

Baths and Hammock Beds a speciality. Tents as supplied

to Officers of the ist and and Life Guards for Active Service.

Our Outfits are a proved success all over the world.

Double Roof Colonial Tents Special

Shippers! Cox Shipping Agency, London, and India.

Dr. A.H.R.â�� "My wife Jnas jcllold* very

agreeable and easy to take."

OP ALL CHEMISTS. f/?

A FORTNIGHT'S TREATMENT * /**

For Anarmij in Women Iron Jtlloidt fro. 2.

Reliable Tonic for Menâ��Iron Jflloids A'o. 2A,

For Growing Childrenâ��Iron Jelloidt No. /.

BREECHES

ARE ADMITTED TO BE

BETTER THAN MANY SOLD

AT DOUBLE THE PRICE.

A TRIAL WILL CONVINCE

YOU AND SAVE YOU SO .

BREECHES

IN BEDFORD CORDS,

RIDING TWEEDS,

DRILLS, &0.

2S/-84/-

SEND FOR PATTERNS AND EASY

SELF-MEASURE INSTRUCTIONS.

No niiiui where jrou arc we guarantee to fit

you perfectly, -.IM-I> you or refund your cash.

BEDFORD RIDING

BREECHES Co OepW

Rare Ukraine Trident (Cat 10/-> Free

to nil purrlioavni of the NEW RUSSIAN packet. No. 1Â»!]5. which cun-

taizutia different BUmpa, Including, among other countries RUSSIA :

â�� Iinperf. Jlomanoffami rurrenry iwmes, all ununed ; General Denikin s

Inrae. GEORGIA. ESTUONIA. LETTLAND. SOUTH-WKST

RUSSIAN ARMY. UKRAINE imperf. Iwue. and TRIDENTS from

KIEFK. nPKSSA and KHARKOV, rare ARMENIAN PRO-

VISIONAL. 4,-. Price 12. poet free. Only one packet to each

appUcant. QRRAT FREK GIFT OKKERS -Every 10th applicant for

this packet will receive ABSOLUTELY FREE a copy of BRKiHTS

WAR AND ARHI.HTICECATAIXK1UK. nuMUlwd at II: Every 2tth

applicant wUl receive FREE a UAKK BUT OF 10 UKRAINE (CW. ai.

BRIGHT & SON (Postal Dept.), 164, STRAND, LONDON, W.C. :.

BALL POINTED PENS

Never Scratch

or Spurt.

The Secret of

EÂ»Â»jr Writing

is found on

Every Point.

AsL your Stationer for a 6d.

Assorted Box, and choose a

r.-n to Suit your Hand.

ORMISTON & GLASS, ContraotorÂ» for Pant

SHOW Hill, London, E.G. to H.M. Government

"COLONIAL"

STRAP WATCH

Guaranteed for all Climates. Solid

Silver Case*. Screw bezel. Damp and

Dust Proof) Superior L â�¢. â�¢- Movement

r'ulb Jewelled, with radium dial. 106

Bitra (time can be seen in the dark).

An Ideal Gift.

Â£3 : 3 : O 7>ost Free.

Write for Catalogue of Watchet,

Jewellery, and Electro â�¢ Plate

'mention " The Strand Mag.") to

JOHN ELKAN, fffZt?mf!t

35C. LIVERPOOL STREET. London. E.G.

TO COLONIAL READERS.

29 Great TachField Streef

Oxford St. London. W.I.

We can lupplr the Colonial Watch on

special terms to reader* abroad. Â£ent

post free and injured. Writ* ui for

particular*, mentioning " BTKAKD

MAQAEINB."

SPLENDID

TIMEKEEPER
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THE

PREMIER

SWEET

Premier Sweet -the whole-

hearted choice of the Majority, men,

women, and childrenâ��supreme Leader

of the national assembly of confectionsâ��

made for the good of British Constitutions

â��pure, wholesome, nourishing, delicious.

There is never any Opposition to

SHARP'S SUPER-KREEM

TOFFEEâ��its Popularity never wanes

â��and the fascination of its flavour gains

additional Supporters every day. If you

are not yet convinced of the magic

charm of the Little Wizards in the

famous Yellow Tin with the Knut and

Parrot on itâ��buy one to-day. Super-

Kreem need: no arguments hereâ��it

speaks for itself.

Sold loose by weight or in 4-lb.

decorated tinsâ��also in //-, 1/6.

and 2/9 tins.

8d* PER 3 LB.

// unobtainable in your district

kindly send postcard, gluing

name of your confectioner.

E. SHARP & SONS. LTD.. MA1DSTONE

The largest ManufaBurcrs of Toffee in the World.

SHARPS

SUPER-KREEM

TOFFEE

REVOLUTION IN LANGUAGE

TEACHING.

How to Learn French or Spanish

Without the Use of English.

The new Pelman method of learning

French or Spanish without the use of

English is causing quite a revolution in

Language teaching in this country.

Men and women who were never able to

"get on with" Foreign Languages when at

school are now finding it quite an easy

matter to acquire a fluent knowledge of

French or Spanish by this new method.

Moreover, they are greatly enj. ying their

study of these languages, as their lettersâ��

many of them couched in the most glowing

termsâ��testify.

" After several years' drudgery at school

I found myself with scarcely any know-

ledge of the French Language, and

certainly without any ability to use the

language. I realise now that this method

was wrong. After about six months' study

by the Pelman method I find I have prac-

tically mastered the language,"

writes 6.143.

The Pelman method is taught through

the post, and one of its most distinctive

features is that the student learns the

particular language in question in that

language and without the use of English.

Thus you learn French in French and

Spanish in Spanish. And yet, even if you

do not know a single word of either of these

languages to begin with, you can study the

lessons, right from the commencement, with

the greatest ease.

Many students on starting to learn a

Foreign Language are repelled by the

difficulties of the Grammar. These diffi-

culties are overcome by the Pelman method.

This method enables you to read, write and

speak French or Spanish firstâ��the formal

grammar coming later. Further, it enables

you to learn either language without learning

long lists of French or Spanish words by

heart. The words are fixed in your mind

by quite another method. In fact, you

learn them by using them and in such a way

that you never forget them.

Readers who would like to have full

particulars of the new method should write

to-day to the Pelman Institute (Modern

Languages Dept.), 32, Bloomsbury Man-

sions, Hart Street, London, W.C.I, mention-

ing which language (French or Spanish)

particularly interests them. By return they

will receive a copy of a little book fully

describing the new Pelman method of

learning Foreign Languages, g atis and post

free. Write for this free book to-day.

Overseas Addrtsses : â�� jy. Km Boissy â�¢ d'

A notes'. Pat-is (VII fine). Pelman House, Chow-

patty Sea Face, Giant Road P.O., Bombay, India.
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learn to sketch

in two hours

Unique Drawing Tuition by which Every

Man and Woman can Become an Artist.

YOU can learn to sketchâ��not in 12, 6, or 3 months, but in

Two Hours.

The truth of this statement has been confirmed by thousands of

Students of the A.B.C. Method of Drawing. This extraordinary

Tuition System, like most great inventions, is based on the

accidental discovery of a Simple Idea, which makes all the

difference beween success and failure in Drawing. It has dispelled

the difficulties which have confronted Art Students in the past.

if you can WRITE you can DRAW.

There is only one qualification for you to become successful. Yon must be

able to write. Writing is a series of artistically formed hieroglyphics drawn by

band. So that when you write you produce the same shapes with regularity

again and again. You need only to apply the unique A.B.C. System to the

larger aspect of drawing and become, in an amazingly short time, a real artist capable of making faithful, living sketches

that will Surprise your friends, delight yourself, and lay the foundation of solid artistic or commercial success.

Success in Commercial Art.

The A. B.C. Course is under the practical supervision of the Ditector of one of the foremost London Studios, and embodies

his specialised knowledge of the art work that is so strongly demanded and highly rewarded to-day.

The production of drawings for editorial, advertising, and commercial purposes is fully dealt with. Practical work is put

before you to do, leading to immediate well-paid comirisstons.

Write for Prospectusâ��a free lesson in itself.

Booklet S, which tells all about the A.B.C. Method and the vast help it can give you, is waiting for you on receipt of a

postcard giving your name and address. This booklet is a FREE LESSON IN ITSELF.

If you are interested in any of the hundred and one matters in which a knowledge of drawing is such a tremendous help,

write to-day for Booklet S (a letter or postcard will do), and full details will be sent you post free by return.

The A.B.C. SCHOOL OF DRAWING, Studio 88, Paternoster House, LONDON, E.C.4.

This sketch was drawn by

Frank TÃ®mmÃ®nge,

an A.B.C. Student.

Cycle there this year

Commence enjoying your holidays from

the minute you brÃ©ale up ; don't be

stifled and jostled in a trainâ��go in

comfort on a cycle fitted with a

BROOKS

SADDLE.

Select one from our neÂ» Catalogue,

J. B. BROOKS & CO., LTD.,

68. Criterion Works, Birmingham.

AN inexpensive method of road

^" travel is afforded the owner

of a Trusty Triumph Motor-cycle.

Suitable alike for solo or

side-car use, its ease of manipu-

lation and reliability make it an

ideal mount.

TRIUMPH PEDAL CYCLES

are noted for their high-grade

qualities and refined finish.

Price* from Â£14-17-6

Illustrated Cyclt or Motor

Catalogue Post Free,

Triumph Cycle Co.,

Ltd. - - Coventry

London: 21H, Great

Portland St., W.l;

and at Leeds, Man-
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ADJUSTABLE

REST CHAIR

An ideal Easy Chair that can be

instantly changed into a semi or

full-length Couch.

C IMPLY press a button and

*-* the back declines or auto*

matically rises to any position.

Release the button and the back

is locked. The sides open out-

wards, affording easy access and

exit.

The Leg Rest is adjustable to

various inclinations, and can be

used as a footstool. When not in

use it slides under the seat.

The Front Table, Reading Desk,

and Side Tray are adjustable and

removable.

Catalogue C3 of AdjattabU

Chain in various design*

pott free.

J. FOOT & SON, Ltd., 171, New Bond St., London, W.I.

tllllHlllllllllllllllllllllllllllll

Automatic

Adjustable

Back.

H The ** Burlington " (Patented).

TAYLORS for TYPEWRITERS

Model Universal Keyboard

for Self-Teaching Typing,

12/6 each, poet free.

With instructions

ALL MAKES on HIRE, HIRE PURCHASE on EASY TERNS,

BOUGHT, SOLD, REPAIRED and EXCHANGED.

TYPEWRITER & OFFICE SUPPLIES AT BARGAIN PRICES.

Authors'MSS.Typed. Letters duplicated. Oak Typewriter & Off ice Tables Â£310s. each.

Write tor LIST No. 11 of Typewriters, Duplicator*, and Adding Machines.

TAYLORS, Ltd., 74, Chancery Lane, London, W.C.2.

JM.1--1. NEW A SECONDHAND OFFICE FURNITURE. TeL: Holborn 4810â��4lines.

BE A 100% EFFICIENT VAN.

CUT YOUR OWN HAIR

with EVERYMAN'S HAIRCUTTER. SAVES

TIME AND MONEY. 100% Efficient

â�¢. As simple as combing the hair. Over

>,ooo now in use. Send to-day 21/- for

Cutter, Case, and 6 extra Blades.

Money refunded if returned

after 3 days' free trial.

HAFCO SPECIALTIES. 4. Red Lion Home. Fleet Street, Undo.. E.C.4.

presses trousers

\ like a 42/- press -j r //Â»

\ but costs only 1Â«) 0

TRY THIS

AT OUR RISK.

It will crease front only, or front

and back together at the same time.

Produces perfect crease all the way

down to "permanent" "turn-ups."

No other press will do that. Folds up and

will press trousers perfectly even when

so folded. Constructed of picked 3-ply

"Aero" timber, with nicketled fittings.

No loose parts. Sent at once, Post Free

for 18/6.

J. W. H. DEW, Fukioo Hou,e,

4 ami 3, Stonecutter Street. London. E.C.4.

Illustrated l.itt frff Tratif Knipiirttt Invited.

buy this!

Useful leather case and 3 coat hangers.

Most compact, bandy gentleman's set.

Hangers fold up. Lightest. Unbreakable.

High-class finish. Complete, 12/6 post free

at once. Illustrated list, sample hanger, 3/-

DEW. 4 & 5. Stonecutter St, London, E.C.4.

Illit*tnitnt LtilFrre Trad* Enyiiitft i,,t

A GENUINE

DOLLOND

on seven days' approval

for

cash with order

and seven monthly Instal-

ments of 5 - t'ach.

SEND TO

44B, Kirby Street,

Hatlun Garden, ,, , ,

London, E.C.I, (irso.)

25 years'

reputation

FINEST

SHEFFIELD

STEEL

Thr famous M.tb Dwarf Razor is the Razor that gives you a *atis-

factory shave it all time*. The keen, sensible-sized and well-

balanced blade makes shavins easy and tafe. Finest Sheffield Steel,

Price* :- Dwarf Size-Black, 4/6. Ivory. 9/6.

Medium Size-Blick. 5/6. Ivory. 10/6.

Pairs in Cases (Black). Dwarf. 12/6. Medium. 14 6-

Of all Ciitlfrt. Ironmonger* and Storet. or direct from

MAB CO.. 73Â«, NBWHALL STREET, BIRMINGHAM.

Booklet on >Vi'tt'Miy, )">ft free on reqHftt.
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Redecoration with

HALL'S DISTEMPER

is the order of the day.

Strip your walls of the

dinginess born of the war

years,â��of the faded and germ-

laden wallpapers.

One application of Hall's Distemper

instantly destroys all disease germs

which collect on walls, and gives the

pure atmosphere of perfect cleanliness

to living rooms and bedrooms.

Hall's Distemper is made in a wide range

of 60 pleasing and artistic colours, including

rich dark tones as well as light delicate shades.

Obtainable of all leading Oil and Colour Stores,

Ironmongers, Chemists, etc., or from your

decorator who will quickly change your paper

covered walls to the modern artistic Hall's

Distemper Decoration.

Sole Manufacturers :

SISSONS BROTHERS & Co., Ltd., HULL,

Manufacturers of Varnish, Enamel Paints and Colour.

And at 199B Borough Hieb Street. London. S.K.I

and 105 Bath Street. Glasgow.

THE BARGAIN OF THE AGE.

100 PIECES or CHINA

63/-

each p:

Includes a Dinner Set for 12 persons, a Tea*

_ Breakfast Set for 12 persons, Set of 3 Jugs,

* ' Teapot, and Hot Water Jug. All to match,

iece thin, dainty, and perfectly finished.

Packed Free, The Whole Lot, 63/..

Why not have your china bright and freeli from our kilne. anduve

dealerÂ«' profite? CompletÂ« coloured catalogue free. Wntu now.

VINCENT FINE ART POTTERY. S, BURSLEM.

Write tor Booklet of the

Morton Morris Chair

Developed from a suggestion of William

Morris, this cosy Adjustable Chair was,

before the War, in demand throughout the

world. It is now re-introduced with new

improvements. You will appreciate its comfort,

dislincliveness, and moderate cost. Let us

send you a Booklet illustrating a range of

models from 63/-.

The one shown here is in Solid Oak, Jacobean style,

with adjustable back (3 positions), and loose spring'

upholstered seal in corduroy velvet (red, green, etcT).

Foot-rest slides under seat, and the arm is designed to

hold a tumbler. Price Ð² GfUV ; or without foot-rest,

Â£4-19-6. We send carrLige paid in United Kingdom,

and will refund price in full and pay return carriage if

any chuir fails to please on receipt.

Obtainabl - â�¢



THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

MAKE SHAVING A JOY

by using the

'ROUO-FOAM

The action of the roller. is delightfully smooth

aii'l toothing to the skin, and effects â�¢ per-

fectly clean and refreshing .hare with

ease and rapidity. It ii eaaily clean.d

after UM by rolling over n dry tewe).

ALL BRITISH made, packed in nickel plated

cas*-. together with 12 Mivte- and two plated

blH.le canca. completÂ« from all CHEMISTS,

OCTLER9 IRONMONGERS and 11 Hi II

CLAyS STORKS, or direct from

LEWIS REGNARD & CO. (Dtpt. S.i,

90. Uw.r ThaÂ»Â«i St., London. E.C.3.,

Eltra Blade-, to. 3d. dor

Write for Free Booklet,

" The Science of Skumng*

WE TEACH

BY POST

We specialise In all Exam.

Aviation

Shipbuilding

Electricity

Mining

Engineering

Mathematics

Structural Engineering

Surveying and Levelling

Architectural Drawing

Building Construction

Clerk of Works' Duties

Concrete and Steel

Draughtsmanship

nected with these subjects:

Civil Engineering

Boiler Inspecting

Marine Engineering

Motor Engineering

Wireless Telegraphy

also Thermionic Valve*

Internal Combustion

Engines

Sanitation

Boiler Making

Naval Architecture

Matriculation

Salesmanship

SPECIAL COURSE FOR APPRENTICES.

Wo are prepared to produce on demand 6.000 unsolicited t-eatt-

rooniaU from meoemil student* or pay Â£100 to any charity you

appoint. Having helped fl.iioo to prosperity Hurely we can help

YOU. If you are interested in any of theiÂ»f Bul'iecU write,

naming the luliject. and we will send you our TREE HOOK LET.

Please suiUi your nie. ADVICE FREE. Parent* should

â�¢ 'â�¢â�¢â�¢k our advice for tneir Sons.

Listl on Jlpplication.

CANADIAN CANOES

All types and sizes. Largest Stock tn the Kingdom. Ncul and Secondhand.

Pleasure and Racing Boats, Punts, Dinghies, &'c.

MOTOR BOATS, MOTOR CANOES, MOTOR PUNTS

SALTER BROS., Ltd., 2O, Folly Bridge, OXFORD.

The New Patent

SOUND DISCS

Completely overcome DEAFNESS and

HEAD NOISES, no matter of how long

standing. Are the same to the cars

ris glasses are to the eyes. Invisible,

Comfortable. Worn months without

removal. Explanatory Pamphlet Frre.

THE H. 8. WALES 00., 171, NEW BONO ST., LONDON, W.I.

SEAR

c/vai/;

WARDROBE

SPECIAL OFFER.

We arc now able to supply a limited quantity of

FRENCH ANTISEPTIC

INTERLEAVING TOILET PAPER

at astounding prices.

We will send post free

in the United Kingdom

one dozen full-sixed pac-

| kets (sufficient for one

year's supply), with the

I beautiful automatic holder,

highly polished and finished,

illustrated, | n lfÂ»

as

complete for

French Paprrstock Co.,

Colonial and foreign postage extra. P.O.'s or cheques

to be made payable to the " '

Ltd.," and crossed.

BKEA'CffrOCK BOND

makes the best Stationery.

The FRENCH PAPERSTOCK Co.,Ltd.

24-30, Bermondsey Wall, London. S.E.I6

Telephone; Hop 8W7 (5 Unei).

Wn supply all kind! ot Paper and Baj(Â», you know!

Send your onqulrles to us.
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STOPS INSTANTLY

THE moment you take Bisurated

Magnesia you positively stop all

chance of stomach pain and defi-

nitely close the door to food-fermentation.

The reason is simple : the pain and fermenta-

tion are caused by harmful acid in the

stomach and this is instantly neutralised by

Bisurated Magnesia, which has been long

established the world-over as an unrivalled

remedy for digestive disorders. Bisurated

Magnesia is used in hospitals and is

prescribed by physicians ; it is safe for young

and old, forms' no habit and is as good for

dyspepsia, gastritis, heartburn, flatulence and

wind as it is for indigestion. It is obtainable

at all chemists at 1/3 and 2/6 a flask for tablets

and 3/- a bottle for the powder, and there

can be no doubt whatever that you adopt the

least expensive route to quick digestive health

WHEN YOU TAKE

BISURATED MAGNESIA

BISMAG LIMITED, WYBERT STREET, MUNSTER SQ.UARE, LONDON, N.W.I.
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G. a.

p u nap naoa n

A FURTHER PORTION

â�¢15-Ð�

WITH BLACK MOIRE SILK BAMD INSTEAD OF EXPANDER

.Â£ 3 â�¢ 1O - Ð�

OF A MANUFACTURERS STOCK

AT LESS THAN HALF ACTUAL COST PRICED

English Hall-marked Solid Gold a

Watoh witti hhe Fashionable

Flah coin fronh 6 edge

finished 6 ad]ushed 15

Compensated Lever Movemenh

Pithed wihh Solid Gold Expanding a

Bracelet. Specially long expansion a

obviating snap 6 guaranteeing safety

10 YEARS WRITTEN GUARANTEE GIVEN

l W I I W*V

. Highlu

5 Jewel

KINGS

CROSS

Ð�

2O6 - 298

KINGS

PENTON VILLE RP.

Ð¡ FLOSS . N.I.

SENT ON APPROVAL

CASH REFUNDED

IMMEDIATELY

IF YOU ARE NOT

COM PLETELY

SATISFIED

Â«MILITARYÂ»

The Standard of Quality

pHIbLIpQ

RUBBER Ð�

A I Ð¡ Ð�Ð� I Ð² anrÂ« TIPÂ« I^X

HEELS and TIPS

'PRESIDENT'

SHORTHAND

Send (or free illustrated handbook

and lesson of the rapidly-acquired

SLOAN - DUPLOVAN system.

The only simple system used on the

Official Parliamentary Reporting S1

8loan-Duploya.i

Hcatlquart

(Dept. A).

OWN HAIR

CUT YOUR

WITH THE

"JONBUL"

8ELF-HAIRCUTTER

Send for one to-day.

Try it at Home Free.

Money Returned if not

SatitfÃed.

The " Jonbul '* cute hair ae It combe

it. ffiree a clean, amooth cut without

tearing, because of thÂ« Ingenious

arnnikr''iri'-nl of tlie blades, TakeÂ« off m tic) i

or little, cannot take off too much, and i

Instantly adjuHtahlr to cut long or ehort hni

Ooaubma] une ke*pe hair emart and trim.

Call <>r Bend 10 - for Nickel-platM Cutter. 2eitti

blftdÂ«: 136. Silrei-pUtÂ«Â«! Cutter. 4 extra Mar

IT.e. fioia-plRtÂ«! Ci'tter. Ð² extr-i blades.

Kach Cutter u jltted on comb and tent in box u-tiA directionÂ».

MJONBUL" Self-HÂ«iroitter(S.M.5).44.HiÂ»oP Gda^ London. LC

OFFORD S Pony Carriages

and Harness,

Tub Oars, FloatÂ« and Phaetons.

Smarte*t and Beet.

OFFORD & SONS. Let.,

67, George St., Fortman

Square. London.

..STTHAER

MENDS ANYTHING FROM UNDERWEAR TO LACE CURTAINS

DARNING MACHINE

PRICE

36

With this wonderful machine you can do the work of an hour in a few minutes.

Darn is smoothly woven right into fabric, leaving no lumps. Speedily puta

fresh heel or toe in stocking. Makes darning a pleasure. So simple a child can

"*- â�¢*"-

use it. Saves endless time and labour. Supplied with easy illustrated directions.

Ãi'st finish. J'rici 3 IP (postage and (lacking 3d. extra). "Send now 3/0 P.O. to

**â�¢ Â«*o. (Dept. 18), 682. Hollo way Road, London, N.I 9

Send ootlcard for illtutratca Bargain Litt,
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Black Hosiery is deservedly

in fashionable favour again

\Y7HEN you buy, ask for Hawley-

dyed Black Cotton or Thread

Stockings or Socks with the finish

you preferâ��the soft cashmere-like

finish or the smart silky kind.

Hawteys

Hygienic

Black:

British DVJC

FOR COTTON AND THREAD

STOCKINGS AND SOCKS

Stockings and Socks dyed with the

deep, dense lustre of Hawley's

Hygienic Black British Dye remain

black until worn out. They wear longer

than any others because Hawley's Dye

does not rot the finest woven texture, but

improves it in comfort and durability.

Comfortable, smart, hygienic, and economical,

Hawley-dyed Black Cotton Hose holds the

lead in hosiery fashion.

All good drapers and outfitters can

supply Hawley-dyed Hose.

Salt Dyers (to the. Trade only) <J>2O

A. E. HAWLEY & CO., LTD.,

Hosier/ Dyers. Weathers & Finilheri.

Sketchley Dye Works, Hinckley, ENC.

* â�¬*Â£Â£<* t/v. no**. '

FOOT'S SELF-PROPELLING & SELF-ADJUSTABLE

WHEEL CHAIRS.

Constructed on new and Improved principles,

tble the occupant to change the in-

clination of the buck or

leg-rest either together or

separately to an; desired

position, meeting every

denutnd for comfort and

necessity; also supplied

with BiUjjle or divided and

extensible lep rests. Have

specially large rubber-

tyred wheels, and are n. -

easily propelled. No other

Wheel Chairs are capable

of BO many adjustments.

Catalogue F3 of

WHEEL CHAIRS

In various design*

_ _ post free.

J. FOOT & SON, Ltd., Patentees & Manufacturers,

171, NEW BOND STREET, LONDON, W.I.

MAGAZINE

AND STORY

WRITING.

The London School of Journalism has made

a special study of editorial requirements as

they concern

SHORT STORIES

FOR

Popular Magazines

Courses of Instruction under the direction of

Mr. MAX PEMBERTON and his colleagues,

Mr. ARTHUR F. THORN and Mr. JAMES

BLYTH, the novelist, have been singularly

successful in introducing new writers to the

notice of Magazine Editors.

Full particulars may be obtained free on

application to the

Advertisement Department.

LONDON SCHOOL OF JOURNALISM,

110, Great Russell Street, W.C.1.

Tl . > ru. .M : MUSKCU 4574.

DAINTY GIFTS for

LADY READERS

A Gift-of-Gifts is offered to ladies to-dayâ��100,000 of them I

With the approach of Summer and the Holidays every woman

and girl is naturally anxious to " look her best 'â��above all, to

keep her skin nnd complexion clear and free from redness,

roughness, freckles, sunburn, and other blemishes. A little

'EASTERN FOAM' VANISHING CREAM-known as "The

Cream of Fascination "â��will do this most effectively and

economically. It gives the skin and complexion the purity and

the soft, velv-ty freshness which everyone admires so Bind)

in a woman. The perfume is exclusive and most delightful.

To obtain one of the 100,000 Dainty Aluminium Trial Boxes

of' Eastern Koarp ' write, enclosing a id. stamped addressed

envelope, to The British Drug Houses, Ud. (Dept. T.A.),

16-30. Graham Street, London, N.i. Full-sizedI potsi of thi,

delightful Crearr. can be obtained from all Chemists and

Stores at is. 4d.
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D1XONS

IN 17 LEADS FOR

EVERY NEED

oo PREFERENCE

the master drawing pencil"

â�¢ ^^ ^&^ o^'-<^ .

SMOOTHEST

AND THE MOST

DURABLE

TRY IT!

6tl. each, 5/6 doz., of all Stationers.

Â¥ /^ OÂ¥ AA \I Â¥TD The "Pen Corner

JLÂ».VJ. OlAr/lll, LÂ«., MINGS WAY. LONDON W.C.2

t FORTNIGHT Â£f

TAR TREATMENT

I Â».. .'..1*..

I 'â�¢>.:,'!

Dr. MavÂ«llefs Pre.crlptlon.

GET TO KNOW IT.

A sure and permanent cure for

FALLING HAIR, DANDRUFF, AND

HAIR TURNING CREY. A home

treatment which only takes three

minutes a day is sent post free for 21 -.

TAR POMADE, for Scurf. Dandruff. Irri-

tation of the Scalp. 52.

TAR SHAMPOO POWDER, hygienic.

refreshing. 1/5.

TAR LOTION, the wonderful Hair Tonle

and Beantlner. T/Â«. 14'8. POST FREE.

Consult or IP. \lâ�¬

JEANHENÂ«YETCIE.<Lab.44),

14-16. Buckinihim P.Uce Rd. LONDON. S.W.I.

equally House or Sport*,

tfr. BlacI '

than any others.

IHoiiBe or l_,

ckhhaw, Tynygongl,

" Lntt pair 7 yean in MM

rind ttill good.'

Mr*. C . 7.

Hackney ltd .

Maidstoiif,

nays:

Cn-itnot do without thetn."

^, Prices (post free). U.K.

Colourâ��Brown, Black, or White. Children *. I ..ii GenU.

A. Plain Shot* (without Strapping).. .. 4'- 4/8 46

D. leather Fittings tan |>er Illufitratlon) â�� 5 11 6'*

Superior Blocked (no Btrapping) " Tennis" â�� l!3 7 9

Leather-Soled Canvas 96 96 10 6

Rubber â�� 86 116

-' m.' Siloes cheapest wlille leather no dear.

Equally suitable for Home and all Hot Ctimatet (Tenni$. Ac ).

Three pairs at one time. Id. per pair off ; six pnirn. al. Full Hut. 3d.

PATENT CANVAS SHOE CO., 1. STEPS ROAD, near GLASGOW.

30 years' Advertiftera.

Sent abroad on receipt of M.O. and Parcel Postage.

"So comfortable for standing lonfj hours.

Say size &nd length of Walking Shoe,

Are You Fit and Able to Bear the Burden ?

NCREASE

COST OF

VIN

In these strenuous times we must have our

full resources at our command. Weakly and

suffering, you cannot bear the strain. You

require vigorous health and strength, and

these you will only regain with Nature's

own remedy: Electricity.

The celebrated " Ajax" Dry Cell Body Battery gives

you just the right nature of current, of sufficient volume

to saturate your whole system with this life-giving element.

It infuses new energy, vim and power into every

single nerve, muscle and tissue of your organism.

You just apply the Battery for one hour daily, whilst

resting, and this new life is pumped into your body

without shock, inconvenience, or irritation of any kind.

It is powerful but soothing, and thousands of " Ajax "

patients will tell you that it achieves all we claim for it.

Cures are obtained in the most chronic cases, even when all other

methods have failed. Write at once for our explanatory book

entitled " Electricity, the Road to Health.- which

describes how weakness is overcome and replaced by luxuri-int

health and strength ; how pains and aches are driven out and all

nerve troubles banished for ever.

WE SEND IT FREE.

// costs you nothingt so write at onct. You will tktn learn how

Rheumatism^ Lumbago, Sciatica* Neuralgia, Neuritis, Paralysis^

Bowel, Stomach, Liver, and Kidney troubles, and a hatt o/othe> s,

are cured by the most successful treatment in existence. Write

whilst you have it in your mind, and this most interesting book^

fully illustrated, ivill at once be sent to you FREE OF ALL

CHARGE, hy return of post. It will be an eye-opener to you, so

write to-tlay, now. AIAX I o

THE BRITISH ELECTRIC INSTITUTE

(Dept 17), 25, Holborn Viaduct, London, E.C.I.

South African Branch : 70, Pritchard Street. P.O. Boi 7222. Johanneibart
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iThe "ADAPTA" Bed-Table

A MODERN

COMFORT.

Can be instantly raised,

- lowered, or inclined. Il

extends over bed, couch,

or chair without touching

"i and is the idcal Table

for reading or taking

meals in bed with ease

and comfort. By pressing

a button tbe top can bo

adjusted to various inclin-

ations. It cannot over-

balance. Comprises Heel

Table, Reading

Writing Table,

Card Table

made.

le, etc.

d Stand,

Rest.

Brhish

= (Patntta

U Mo. tâ��Kn.-inielled Metal Paris, with Polished =

Wood Top Â£3 15 0

= Mo. 3.â��Ditto, with Adjustable Side Tray and =

= Polished Oak Top (as illustrated) .. Â£6 10 0 =

Ã�i No. 5.â��Complete as No. 3, hut with Detach-

= able Candle Sconce, and all Metal

Parts finished Polished Brass ... Â£7 15 0 â��

Ð© Carriaaf Paid in Oreat Rritain. Write for Booklet A3. =

J. FOOT & SON, Ltd..

1171, NEW BOND STREET. LONDON, W.I. =

Illllll1

The DÃ�LCITONE

Kfod.

A Harp-toned Light-weight

Piano that never needs Tuning

This delightful little instrument, with keys

and touch like a good piano, is just the

thing for an evening's music by the fire-

side, in the garden, on board ship, or an

impromptu concert or dance. The sounds

are produced by tuning forks, which are un-

affected by change of climate. Can be easily

moved about, as it weighs only 60 Ibs.

Price Â£36 net.

In t lit Colonies and Abroad the. Dvlcitone

is invaluable.

THOMAS MACHELL & SONS,

:. 49, Great Western Road, GLASGOW ,. ,

The Good Shoe feels as com-

fortable as it looks, and helps

more than any other item of

dress towards the sartorial

satisfaction of the wearer.

SHOES FOR MEN

are first of all good Shoes, at the

price of good Shoes, but a fair

price, which makes their purchase

profitable to the wearer.

No. 7330. F.

Heao y Wta

Supple Box Calf

lea t h Ñ� r-l i ne a.

Real Hand-sewn

Well,.

One style is illustrated here. There

are styles for all the affairs of men.

Ask for "GRENSON ShoeÂ« for Men," manufactured

brWILLIAM GREEN & SON, Ruihden, Northampton

ALL SUPER-GRENSON SHOES

HAVE HAND-SEWN WELTS,

AND SOME SUITABLE STYLES

OF GRENSON SHOES FOR

MEN ARE SOLED WITH

DRI-PED. THE CELEBRATED

DOUBLE-WEAR. WATER-

PROOF. SUPER - LEATHER

FOR SOLES. MARKED WITH

THE PURPLE DIAMOND.
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ECZEMA

SKIN

MMPLES &

appear

BY driving out impurities and

acid poison from the body

â��purifying the blood and

completely renovating the whole

system with Hood's Medicineâ��

you will entirely cure these

ailments.

Hood's is the ideal blood purifier

and blood-builder. None so good

as Hood. Get a bottle at once.

Send Is. for Â« days' Trial and A.B.C.

Home Doctor Book (160 pages).

CLARIFIES AND MAKES BLOOD.

2/6, 6/-, 8/6, tn TabUtt, of Chemuto, or

C. I. HOOD A Co., LTD.

8.T. 12, Cecil House, Holbora Viaduct, London.

TOBACCO HABIT

CONQUERED IN 3 DAYS.

I offer â�¢ genuine guaranteed Remedy

for tobacco or snuff habit in 72 hours.

It is mild, pleasant, strengthening.

Overcome that peculiar nervousness

and craving for cigarettes, Olgare,

pip*, ohewlng tobaooo, or enuff;

they are poisonous and seriously

injurious to health, causing such

disorders as nervous dyspepsia, sleep.

leeeneee, gas belching, gnawing, or

other uncomfortable sensation in

I stomach; conetlpatlon, headache,

weak eyes, loss ef vigour, red Tints

on ekln, throat Irritation, asthma, bronchitis, heart

failure, lung trouble, catarrh, melancholy, neurasthenia

mi potency, loss of memory and will power, impure (poisoned)

blood, rheumatism, lumbago, sciritica, neuritis

heartburn, torpid liver, lose of appetite, bad O T f\ D

le-th, foul breath, enervation, lassitude, lack O I \J r

Of ambition, falling out of hair, baldness, and

many other disorders. It 18 uneafe and

torturing to attempt to cure yourself of

tobacco or snuff habit by merely stoppingâ��

don't do it. The gentle, .safe, agreeable

way is to eliminate the nicotine poison

from the system, strengthen the weakened.

irritated membranes and nerves, and genuinely

overcome the craving. You can give up tobacc* and enjoy

yourself a thousand times better, while feeling in robust health

My FREE Rook tells all about the wonderful

BOOK three daV8' method. Inexpensive, reliable.

** w w n Also Secret Method for conquering habit in

Cftff another without his knowledge. Full par-

'â�¢Â»â�¢â��â�¢â�� titulars, including irry Book on Tobacco and

Snuff Habit, sent in plain wrapper FREE.

Don t delay. Keep this ; show it to others. Write to-day.

Edw. J. Woods, Ltd., 167, Strand U53T.C.M.), London, W.0.2

RUINING

YOUR

LI FE

HE WAS BALD

HIS HAIR GREW

The American merchant, Mr. Brittain,

who was almost completely bald for several

years, found a wonderfully efficacious hair-

growing compound while engaged in dealing

with the Cherokees^a tribe of Indians noted

for their long and beautiful hair.

In a very short time the large spot,

hitherto bald, was completely covered with

luxuriant growth, which Mr. Brittain has

retained until now over 66 years of age.

Think of itâ��he was bald for years !

The mixture is prepared according to

the secret formula of the Cherokees, and

contains potential ingredients from three

Kingdoms of Nature. In a large number

of cases it has proved itself a quick and

reliable hair grower. It stops hair from

falling out. It eliminates scurf as well.

Either sex may use it. Legion of testi-

monials.

A Box for You.

Any reader of this notice who would

like a testing box of Kotalko may obtain

one post-paid by sending sixpence in stamps

or a 6d. postal order to John Hart Brittain,

Ltd., 2, Percy Street (201 A.I), London,

W.i. After using the testing package, when

you observe that your hair is beginning to

growâ��even if you have been bald for

yearsâ��you may obtain a further supply

at a modicum.
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I WHY WASTE MONEY? I

By paying several Â£>S for One Extinguisher,

when you can obtain the most efficient for 10/6

KYL-FYRE

The Fire

Extinguisher

â�¢ has a reliable reputation of over 15 YEARS, and will meet =

; any other First Aid Appliance in Open Competition. Â¡

Send for Illustrated Catalogue TO-DAY |

j KYL-FYRE, Limited, EASTBOURNE. I

iniininilllllllllllllllllllllllllllMlllllinnillinillllllllllllllllllllllllllllinilllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllliniinilinU

Keep your Hair

always in perfect trim

with a

UNEEDA

SAFETY HAIRCUTTER

ComplutÂ« in Leatherette _

Plush-lined caee 1O/- THE UNEEDA is the one and only

. , , * absolutely efficient Svlf-Hair-cutter

PacketÂ« of 6 extra blades,

a/e

Try n- V NEED A at home.

on approval. Money re-

Ã� Ð¸ Ð³Â»Â«'1Â« if 7i ot Ãªa tie led.

Obtainable from Army tt Navy Stores, (famage'Ã, Benetnnk'e,

JlarrwfÃª, Selfridgte, Whiteley'e. etc. ; or pott free from

THE UNEEDA SAFETY HAIRCUTTER CO..

Dept. S.M.10. 116, New Oxford Street, W.C.I.

Ireland : Messrs. fihuley & Co., 42 Dame Street, DUBLIN.

ever placed on the market ; sold with

a money Iwck guarantee. The

UNEEDA enables you to cut your

hair an you comb it, in the style that

suite you beet. Saves time and money.

A holiday necessity

and your servant

for life.

The "Alpha" No. 2

(Patent) Portable

Trouser Press and

Suit Hanger packs

easily into a suit case,

etc., travels with you

to your holiday

resort, and daily pro-

vides a wrinkle - free

suit with perfectly

creased and

stretched trousers.

Every man who remembers how crumpled his

holiday suits looked last year, should

find room among his luggage

for this portable valet.

Its weight is 2O ozs., and it packs into a strong

card box 3 x 2 x Ji.1. ins. Too simple to get out oÃ

order, and being made of hard wood and spring

steel, it lasts practically a lifetime.

Tbe "Alpha" No. 2 can be sent to you Q c; post

securely packed and with full directions for Ã�/O jree.

Cross cheque or P.O. " London Joint City and

Midland Bank, Ltd."

MAY ^ Ð� Ð� /n..,, i Ð� 3. Tudor Street.

TI/M Ck \,O. {Dept. II), London, B.C. 4.

FREE

OFFER

'DEVELOPED

er PRINTED

Free postcard enlargement from one of your own

snapshots given with first order. No. 2 Brownie spools

9d. ea. developed. Prints 2d. ea. (Olher Â»izes pro rala.}

J. HUGHES, Kodak Expert,

8, GRANGE ROAD, RAMSGATE, KENT.

LIST AND SPECIMEN FRBU

TRY A

FULL-SIZE

SHAMPOO

iEE

YOUR hair

' should look like

this, wonderfully wavy

and resplendent with

lustrous beauty. To

ensure this â�� TRY at

our expense

PERFUMED SHAMPOO

A FULL-SIZE packet sent 'J

free on receipt of postcard.

There is no other obligation.

C. A. STOKES

& CO. Ltd.,

SO ECLIPSOL

WORKS,

BRISTOL.

Send

To-day
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Per pair

Regulation Heavy-weight - 9/.

Extra Fine Light-weight - ] I/.

Extra Fine Light Shade - 12/.

Ladies'Puttees : With Spats 12/6

(detachable I/- extra)

Without Spats - - - 7/6

Pattnltn and Safe Manufactureri

FOX BROS. & CO., Ltd. (Dept. F)

Wellington, SOMERSET.

*" lÂ¥~..

~jr^vh "F.'.P."â��FOI'J Improved Putleel.

FOX'S

The Outdoor

Man & Woman

have long proved the value of

Fox's Puttees for weather pro-

tection, comfort & convenience.

The most hygienic leg-

coveringâ��giving full weather

protection combined with com-

fort. The spiral fit and non-

fray edges ensure ease and

smartness â�� the super-quality

material guarantees long wear

and good appearance.

. CAUTION.

See lhat the name * FOX ' is on the

metal discs (right and left), attached

to every genuine pair

of FOX'S New Nun- ,

Fray Spiral Puttees.

Agents for United Statei : _,

The MANLEY & JOHNSON CORPORATION,)^?

26o,West Broadway, New York, U.S.A. V**

" Non-Frau Stttral." ifl

PUTTEES

Perfect Cedar

Compressed

Smooth Lead

NEW & DAINTY RINGS

AT BARGAIN PRICES,

OFFERED BY

F. C. SCOTT,

23 Diamonds,

Platinum Set, and

i8-ct. gold,

Â£25 0 0

4 Fine Diamonds.

Platinum Sel, and

i8-ct. gold,

Â£15 0 0

ILLUSTRATED LIST AN<D

SIZE CART) POST FREE.

Cub Jeweller. Ltd..

Tbe Ring Specialists,

BRISTOL, ENGLAND.

3 Fine Diamonds.

Platinum Set, and

iS-ct. gold,

Â£3 10 0

F LGSLOANs ^

OJ Stationers everywhere.

L. G. SLOAN, LTD.,

Oyilk* Corner

y- London, W.C.2. â�¢
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ALKIA SALTRATES

NO OTHER

LIKE IT

Unrivalled as a specific for LIVER.

KIDNEY, STOMACH, BLOOD

& INTESTINAL DISORDERS.

Also for Rheumatism, Gout, Skin

Diseases, Catarrhal Affections, etc.

Ð� BSOLUTELY pure, safe, cure and always re-

^^ liable. Instantly forms a sparkling effervescent

and pleasant-tasting drink. Speciallyeconomical be-

cause it is so highly concentrated that the necessary

doses are extremely small. Try half the dose you

usually take of an ordinary Saline. Try a pinch in

your tea every morning for a week. There will be

no detectable taste from it. Price is but 3/3 a large

bottle, at all Chemists. Guaranteed satisfactory or

money back without a word.

Used and highly recommended by Horatio Bottomley,

George Robcy, Jimmy Wilde, George* Carpentier,

Joe Beckett, Billy Wells, EugenÂ« CorrÃ, and hundreds

ot other prominent people.

WHY BE TOO FAT ?

REGAIN YOUR HEALTH AND BEAUTY

and REDUCE YOUR WEIGHT QUICKLY by commencing

the never-failing ANTIPON treatment NOW. It has 18 year?

reputation, and is the only safe, ture, and pleasant remedy for over-

stoutnciÂ«. No change of diet, but a reduction of Soz. to 3lb. in a

â�¢ingle day and night. Sold in powder or liquid by Boots (600

branches) and all Chemists and StoreÂ« the world over. Price

3/- and 5/-, or powder form in plain wrapper direct from the

ANTIPON CO;(Desk 3), 27, Store St., London,W.I.

Don't Wear

a Truss.

Brooks' Appliance Is a new scientific diÂ».

Ñ�Ð¾Ñ�ÐµÐ³Ñ� with automatic air Ð³Ð¸Ð²Ð�Ð¾Ñ� that

drawi the broken twite together, and binds

them ax you would a broken Umh. It ..'â�¢-,,

lutely hold* firmly ami comfortably and

never slip*. Always light and cool, and

conforms to every movement of the Itody

^without chafing or hurting. We make it

bo your Ð³Ñ�Ñ�Ñ�Ñ�Ð¸Ð³Ðµ. and Â»end it to you on a

â�¢trict guarantee of satisfaction or money

refunded, and we have put our price no low

that anyttody, rich or poor cnn buy it. Kemembe;-. ive make it to

your onlerâ��iend it to youâ��yuu wear Itâ��and if it doesn't Â»itiMfy you,

you send it I lack to Ð¸Ð². and we will refund your money. That le

the way we do business-always a1>eo1utÂ«ly on the equarc-amt we

have Â»old to thousands of people this way for the past ten Ñ�ÐµÐ»Ð³Ðµ.

Remember, we use no salves, no harnees, no lieÂ«, no faken. \Ve

just give you a straight buninees deal at a reasonable price.

Brooks Appliance Co., Ltd., " "/Â«riÂ»Â»-"*

(1360 D), 80. Chancery Lane. London. W.C.2. ''Kuvi**

VARICOSE VEINS

If you must wear an Elastic Stock-

ing do not buy Stock Sizes, but

be careful to get a good fir; "a

badly fitting one, or one made of

unsuitable material, is not only no

eood, it is positively harmful."

There is nothing which will com-

pare with, or be so beneficial as, a

RooH filling light Ehisiic Stocking.

" VARIX." all about Elasiic

Stockings, how to wear, clean, and

repair them, post free.

Special Department for Ladies.

W. H. BAILEY & SON,

38, Oxford St., W.I.



THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

TURKISH BATHS

AT HOME

No form of bathing accomplishes such perfect cleanliness

as the combined HOT-AIR and VAPOUR BATH. It

not only cleanses the outer surface, but also opens the

por'-s, eliminates impure matters, and stimulates a health*

tul flow ofâ��life's principleâ��the blood, clears the skin,

recuperates the body, quiets the nerves, rests the tired,

and creates that delightful feeling of invigorated health

and strength. Physicians recommend it for the preven-

tion and cure of Colds, Influenza, Rheumatism, Kidney

and Liver Troubles, Skin Diseasrs, etc.

Our Patent FoldinK faltinets embrace every deal rable feature and

potwcsa noveral exclusive advanii â�¢ -,.-li as--Absolutely

Safe Outside Heater; Heat Regulator; Exit Is easy

and Immediate no assistant required.

Write for "Bath Book No. 3."

Jcnnr s cnw i tri 171- NEW BONO ST.,

â�¢ FOOT & SON, Ltd., LONDON, w.i.

M

WOOD

ATERNITY WEAR

Self-Adjusting Skirts .. .. From 18/11

Gowns and Costumes .. .. .. 63 -

Act ouch*-ment Sets 16 -

Maternity Corsets .. 12/11

Maternity Belts ., 136

Complete Layettes .. 65

All Necessary Requisites.

rnt. Catalogue* and Self-Measurement Form* Vrtt.

PEAClfS CURTAINS

Direct from the Looms.

FREE CATALOOCB. 80 page* Inome coloured).

REDUCED PRICES. WRITS us TO-DAY.

Lace Curtains, Patent Hem Cur-

tains, Muslins, New Color nets fÂ»r

Casements. Cretonnes, Linens.

Hosiery. Underwear. EHtlmat** giyen

for ' '-!-'â�¢!iH m I'urtalnB and liliml- Special

f.ii iliti,. for Overaeu Onlerm. BEND Now.

S. PEACH A SONS,

119. The Looms. NOTTINGHAM.

Treasure Cot

Company

iilMIIIIIimi

TREASURE PLAYGROUND

Hnrd Wood. Finished Smooth. 2 ft. high Folds up.

PRICK 34/6 Six sections.

Extra Sections, 6/- each.

WASHABLE CRAWLING RUGS

Pink or Blue. 18/6 each.

Goods sent free on 7 days' appro., c:uriage paid in U.K.

Write for 50-page Illustrated Catalogue.

EVERYTHING FOR BABY AND NURSERY.

Treasure Cot Co.,

; Del ivory o t \

:; * 11. â�¢ i - v11.) i ,i 11 :

: teed. Carrlagt |

: paid on orders of â�¢

â�¢ 'JO â�¢ and upwards ;

DOBINSON & CLEAVER'S famous Irish Linens, which are

** renowned the world over for their thoroughly reliable quality

and snowy whiteness, may be easily purchased through the po^t.

Write to-day for Linen samples and Catalogue No. 36!,, giving

reduced prices, sent post free.

Bargain at 25./ reduction.

No. S.M. 6, rÂ»rass-1.leached all linen huck towels, QQ /_

size ^oin. by 23111., Reduced Price, At per dozen for *^^/

ROBINSON

Linen Manufacturer

& CLEAVER,

Belfast, Ireland. LTD.

The Home of T*a in I ess Childbirth

PROGRESS : A (amous physician recently stated before a crowded

meeting o( doctors that the great change for the better in the condi-

tions of childbirth was due chiefly to the popularity of the Nursing

Home and the introduction of Twilight Sleep.

Twil.ght Sleep is a bletling and a boon _ A Mother said : "It wai one of thr happiest

dm of my life. I did not feel any pain."

At Slieatham Manor the patient it in ihe constant care of the Resident Phr*ician

Matron, and the specially-certificated ttained staff of nurses. The charges are moderate

Write far Illustrated Brochure No. 3.

London Home of twilight 5/eep,
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By 7Joyo/ Appointment to the

Courlt of Italu and Spain.

T7OR V2 <P-O. or Sump,)

P we will send you a copy of

* the 136-pase GLAXO

BABY BOOK. a GLAXO

WEIGHT CHART, an Illus-

traled LIST ol the Glaxo

Baby Clothing Patterns, and a

LEAFLET about the Glaxo

Happy Motherhood Service. In

addition, we will tend to Ex-

pectant Mothers, without extra

charge, our booklet "BEFORE

BABY COMES." and a

special RECIPE BOOK if

they state the month Baby is

expected. Make^ 'P.O. pay-

aoU toti " Glaxo " and cross

& Co.' Keep the counterfoil.

NOTE.-II you do not think

the Glaxo Baby Book worth

many limes 1 12. we will unhesi

latingly refund your money

A Doctor's adorable Glaxo Babies

Their Mother says : " The elder girl (aged two years and ten months)

was breast-fed until six months old, then she started Glaxo ana had that

in gradually increasing amounts until eight months old, when she was fed

entirely on Glaxo for a time.

" The younger one had one bottle of Glaxo a day from a week old, and

was put entirely on Glaxo at six months, when 1 had influenza. Both

children have been thoroughly healthy, and I feel I can recommend

Glaxo with all confidence."

Glaxo is an ideal food for the mother herself before and after the birlh

of her baby, and, so taken, has been proved conclusively to promote

an abundant supply of good breast milk. It is given to baby in turn

with the breast when the breast milk proves insufficientâ��or it forms

a complete food for baby right from the start.

The Super-Milk

Builds Bonnie Babies

GLAXO (Dept. 156), 56, OSNABURGH STREET, LONDON, N.W.I.

'Proprietors : Joseph Nathan <9 Co., Ltd., London and New Zealand.
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WHAT DOES

YOUR BRAIN

EARN

THE PELMANOMETER

fzooo

"L . 1CAK

flOOO

J, ' VKAH

fvso

sLA YKAR

fsoo
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HAVE you ever properly realised the

fact that in your brain you possess

the finest money-making machine in

the world ?

There is practically no limit to the

income-earning powers of the mind, when

it is keyed up to the highest pitch of

efficiency of which it is capable.

By training your mind to greater

efficiency you can put yourself in the way

of earning twice, three times, four times

the amount you make at present.

In every profession, business and occupa-

tion there is a demand for men and women

with scientifically trained minds.

Over 500,000 men and women have

already been trained to greater efficiency by

the famous Pelman System, which develops

just those qualities of Concentration,

Memory, Initiative, Ideation, Self-Con-

fidence and Administrative Ability that

are in the greatest demand to-day.

A Course of Pelman Training is the finest

of all mental exercises. It develops your

mind as physical training develops your

muscles. It is most fascinating to follow

and takes up very little time. It is taught

by post and can be followed anywhere.

THE NEW PELMAN COURSE

which is now ready, is a most remarkable

achievement.

It is the result of the unique experience gained

in training the minds of over half a million men

and women and e:nbodies the latest discoveries

in the science of Psychology.

In the opinion of " Truth" it represents an

improvement of 100 per cent, on the former

Course.

No one who wishes to succeed in life can afford

to neglect this remarkable method of doubling

and trebling his or her all-round efficiency and

income-earning power.

Write to-day for Free Copy of

"MIND AND MEMORY"

and fall details of the New Pelman Coorse lo

THE PELMAN INSTITUTE,

22, Pelman House,

Bloomsbury Street, London, W.C.I.

Overseas Addresses :â��35, Rue Boissy-d1 Anglos^ Paris

(I'll/me); 2575, Broiutoay, New York, U.S.A.; Trmfte

Ruilding, Toronto. Canada; 306, Ftinders Lane,

Melbourne, Australia; Natal Bank Chambets, Durban,

Sfuth A/iiia; Chowfatty Kra Face, Grant Road P.O.,

fii>infiav, India.

the excellence of their Fabrics

EGERTON BURNETT, LTD..

Enjoy the fullest confidence

and satisfaction of their clients

FOR QUALITY, STYLE, & WORKMANSHIP.

,dy;

â��. and

ibtedly

Pattern* far Ladie* or Gentlemen with Tailoring Stylet

and Measure Formt post frte to any addrem on r&jnert.

EGERTON BURNETT, LTD.,

L. DEPT. WELLINGTON. SOM., ENGLAND.

Harbutt's Plasticine

Ask your Toy or Fancy Dealer

f particalara of Outfits.

ALWAYS the best

& still the best TO-DAY.

For making the lightest, moat

digeatible and appetising Bread,

Cakes, Pastry, Puddings and Pies.

BORWICK'S

BAKING POWDER

has had an unrivalled reputation all

orer the world for nearly 80 years.
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HOW TO MAKE STUDY A PLEASURE.

COMPETITION

In connection with the English Course, Prizes

of Â£50, Â£10, S.5, and other Prizes are

offered. Send at once for fall particulars.

AKNllWLEIKiE of KnKli.li. S|.anli.h. and

French in tin asset of the greatest value alike

in the I'oinmerdiil. Literary. <M,I IÂ»i|il itic

Worlds.

But how are you to obtain this knowledge ? Attend-

ance at classes doea not appeal to you; if you knew

of a way that waa not a' tie" whereby you could

acquire thia knowledge, you would welcome it.

The School of Simplified Study MipplieM Itlis v.-rv

rvul want : its unique im-th-xls of teHrhlng by

Corre^pontlem-e hioe U.rne MpU-ndid fruit. Hy

meanaof this system, at your leisure, yon run take

a course that will arouse in yon the keenest interest,

and you will find that the work. Instead of win*

irkwnir. in one of real pleasure. Upon the com-

pletion of the Course, you will have obtained a

Bound mastery of your subject.

Subjects taught by

this system:â��

ENGLISH

FRENCH

SPANISH

LATIN

GREEK (N.T.)

ARABIC

HEBREW

LOGIC

PSYCHOLOGY

A Student writes :â��

" I always feel one regret in regard to

the Courses, and that is that there were

NO SUCH ADVANTAGES WHEN I

WAS A BOY."

Send for prospectus of the Course or Courses in

which yon are Interested. Full particular*. FREE

specimen palters, taken frÂ»m the Courses, and

details of the Â«7Â» Competition will be Â«ent- Write

at once to:â��

The Secretary. School of Simplified Study. Ltd.

59. St. Pad's Chambers. Lndfate Hill. London. E.C.4.
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TRUTH

shows that Drink and

ET<

Dr

ery person interested in the cure of Inebriety and

â�¢ug-taking should be in possession of "Truth's * four-

page supplement on the work of the Keeley Institute.

" Truth " carried out an exhaustive and independent

investigation. Its Representative personally examined

the Institute r documents, inspected the volumes of

testimony from patients who have been cured, and

actually witnessed patients undergoing the Treatment.

"Truth's" Supplement is a frank expression of opinion

based upon expert investigation. The conclusions

arrived at are all in favour of the Keeley Treatment.

It is shown that the treatment definitely removes the

craving for Alcohol, Opium, Morphine, laudanum,

Chloral, and similar drugs with actual benefit to the

health of the patient. To those who have not studied

the work of the Institute it will come as a surprise that

Inebriety can be cured in four weeks, and the more

deadly habit of Drug-taking in four to six weeks.

*S" independent

investigation

of the Keeley Treatment

Drug habits can be Cured.

" Truth " shows, moreover, that there is no restraint or

confinement involved in the Treatment. Life at the

Institute is not one whit less comfortable than that of

a well-managed boarding house or a good-class hotel.

Every patient enjoys complete freedom ami may come

and go at will. "Truth's" Supplement establishes a

further remarkable series of facts. The Institute's

te's

records, for instance, provide indisputable proof that

60 per cent, of those undergoing treatment are

permanently cured, the remaining 40 per cent,

having been lost sight of, with perhaps a small

percentage who have resumed their old habits. The

Keeley Institute makes no claims that it cannot

substantiate by actual facts and attested records.

The Treatment is scientific, not experimental. It

has saved thousands of citizens from an untimely

end, and put them back into paths of prosperity with

hope and health renewed.

A Copy of " Truth " Report and full information on

application. All communications in confidence.

Lord Muiit.i'iii of Beaulieu, Lord Forster of Lepe, and

Ihe Rev. K. J. Campbell, M.A.. act at the Honorary

Committee of the Institute. The Committee has made 14

Annual Reports, every one of which contains remarkable

evidence of successful cures of Inebriety and Drug-taking.

Arrangements can be made, if necessary, for the Treat*

ment to be administered at home, or for a doctor to travel

with the patient while taking the cure. The Treatment is

always administered by one of our own physicians.

THE KEELEY INSTITUTE (Dept. 7). 9, West Bolton Gardens, LONDON, S'V.

(Telephone : 427 Western.)

From Flagon to Flutecj, Gl

the Qmturies

Centuries ago the sturdy yeoman-

farmers and peasants of Devon,

Hereford and Somerset drank prodi-

gious quantities of honest cider. Prom

their hard work in the fields they

would come to the village green and

old and young alike would join in the

Morris dance.

Good health keeps willing com-

pany with good cheer when good

cheer comes from good cider.

The honest cider of 4 dozen reputed pints

your forefathers perfec- 47/., or a 9 gallon cask

ted by generations of

experience is yours to-

day in "Golden Pippin"

Cider-de-Luxe, the gol-

den crystal clear apple

wine of Old England.

Drink it to the content

of body and mind.

42,'-, sent duty free and

carriage paid in Eng-

land and Wales. IS/,

allowed for, and carr-

iage paid on, returned

empty casks or bottles

and cases by makers.

WILLIAM EVANS 8i Co. Ltd.

(Dept. S) Hereford, also Helc. Devon.

London Agents: WATSON *' JOHNSON,

Ho. a OBlce. 14 Billiter Street, London, E. C. S

Telephone No. UK Avenue.

AN ILLUSTRATED TREATISE ON CIDER. POST KREE

Tu face baek of /Vtrnf upieee.
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Every little wrapped

up square is a com-

pound of Sugar and

Pure full cream Milk.

A Very Food for

Growing Children.

Let them have it

without stint.

8* per V4 lb.

Ã�Ã�U ^Ñ� 4 **

iwriqhre

Toffee

<BV Send a post-card to us for a series V.

of beautiful bird and butterfly cards,

post free. Mention "Strand Mag." x-^

MakerÂ» :

Turner & Wainwright, Ltd.

(DepL A), Brigboiue, YORKS.

Amazing Free Offer !

100,000 BOXES FREE

of

CIGARETTES

Delightful, refreshing Aroma, remindful of the ]

MYSTERIOUS CHARMS, VISIONS,

and alluring sweetness of the Romantic East.

WOULD YOU LIKE. absolntflg Prft of Charpe, a box of the

world'Â»daintiest am) mÂ«*t Â«omU-rfiil <'ijmrettoiÂ». Ð�Ð�Ð¨Ð¨Ñ�||

an ajwortment of all brands of ERAM-Khayyam Amber

Â«'Â¡Ð½Ð°Ð³ÐµÐ»Ðµ, tipped with real petals of Ð�Ð¾Ð¸Ð¼. Mauve Silk, real Gc.ld

and fork, until recently only to IMÃ� found In the IHvane and

Ð�Ð°Ð³ÐµÑ�Ð°Ñ� of the native PrinceÂ« and Potentat*Â» of India ?

The delirloun and subtle Oriental Perfume. Ð³ÐµÑ�ÐµÑ�1Ðµ<1 Ð°Ñ� the

Cigarette la cmuketl. conveyÂ« a new meaning to the cigarette

smoker.

To ii,:,. . |,,.. iheoe delightful Oiffan-ttes to a larger circle we

have decided to distribute 100.000 boxen free.

We make this inaimlflcent offer Ð¬ÐµÑ�Ñ�Ð¸Ð½Ñ� we know that onoe

yon have tested El( Ð� M-Khayyam Cigarette* you will always be

their KtAUllch friend.

\ ' ' ' r BEFORE Ð¬Ð¿Ñ� mich Ð» Imld and expensive offer been

made, and we can therefore allow

One Free Box Once Only to Each Applicant.

to cover coet of postage and iiackinK. and Ð²Ð°Ñ�.? will l>e forwarded

to you by return of poet, together with descriptive jianiphlct.

Monty plndÃy refunded if not wholly entitjUii.

Farther supplies may be obtained from all good-

class Tobacconists and Stores,

GET YOUR FREE BOX TO-DAY

and addi-fta your application to

L & J. FABIAN, ERAM,DI.gpatr.etKt'1f-'"1"

74, NEW BOND STREET, LONDON, W.I.

FREE GIFT COUPON.

TEAR OFF NOW before you fortfet.

'To L. Ð� J. FABIAN. ER A M Cigarette

ManufacturerÂ« Dept. K.I), 7Â«. NEW

BOND STREET, LONDON, W.I.

Pin this Cou-

pon to Ñ� piece

of paper with

your name

and aiblrt'Hfl

clearly written

on same.

To receive one oÃ these t-eauHful fn-c boxen poet to Â«Ñ� the

Coupon opposite. tOKCther with Poetal Onlcr for 9d. or

Pleaw wnd me a Free Trial ROT of ERAM-

Khayyam Cifran-tte

cd in

I encloÂ«e Od. to cover cost of poelage and packing.

'aceendoj Text.
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Ninon de l'Enclos

was one of the loveliest women of her day, and one who retained her

charms to an age when most of us have settled down to a resigned

ugliness. Of the many passions she inspired, one of the most ardent

was lit in the breast of a young nobleman when Ninon was

Over Seventy.

Strange stories were told of the methods by which she preserved her

beauty. It was generally admitted that she had a

Magic Potion

with which she daily bathed her face and thus perpetually renewed the

roses and milk of her complexion. One is tempted to wonder whether

it was not a specially prepared

Wax

such as mercolized wax of our own day which kept the glamour of

youth on Ninon's cheek. There is, for any woman who will take the

trouble to flake off the soiled outer cuticle invisibly and painlessly with

mercolized wax, the comforting prospect of

Forty More Years of Beauty.

Don't simply ask for complexion wax ; it must be MERCOLIZED.

chemists stock ''â�¢

All
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When to hear is almost to see.

ACCURACY in sound-recording has now reached its highest point in " Vocalion "

Records Heard through the medium of the Aeolian " Vocalion," which

has all the sensitive and responsive qualities of a perfectly-built musical

instrument, the tones so truly, so minutely mirror those of the original that it

requires hardly any effort of imagination to visualize the artist and the scene.

The Aeolian "Vocalion/1 the premier gramophone

and "Vocalion" records

(Vhe 'Crue-to-Life Records).

THE "VOCALION" plays all makes of Records better than the ordinary gramo-

phoneâ��it is perfection with "Vocalion" Records. "VOCALION" RECORDS

make all gramophones sound better, but the " Vocalion " does the greatest justice

to their wonderful qualities.

THE AEOLIAN CO., Ltd.,

AEOLIAN HALL,

131-137, New Bond Street, London, W.I.
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I CURE WEAK NERVES!

I cordially invite every reader of the STRAND

MAGAZINE who suffers from nerve weakness or ill-

health of any description to write at once for my

FREE BOOK on nerve trouble.

I can positively cure sleeplessness, the worry habit, irritability,

palpitation, sudden exhaustion, heaviness of limbs, or, in fact,

any HEART, NERVE, or STOMACH TROUBLE.

If you are pessimistic, lacking in ambition, or without the

energy to carry out your ambitions or perform your work satis-

factorily, if everything seems a trial and a care instead of a

joy .iti'l pleasure, it is a sure .sign that you have become Ð¿Ð³Ð½>-Ñ�-

tkettic. In such case, you c.mnot possibly become the social or

business success you were meant to be until you have regained

health and fitness.

There is only one sure and certain method in the world to-day

â��THE INCH HOME TREATMENT. Pleasant and

inexpensive, with results PERMANENT^ it is worth its

weight in Treasury notes to the nerve sufferer. If you have

tried other methods without satisfaction, don't hesitate^ write

TO-DAYâ��that is the kind of case I like to get.

I hold thousandÂ« of testimonials from patients who could not

last through an entertainment or stay in a crowd until they

crime to me. My treatment was put to a severe test during the

war with numbers of shell-shock casesâ��the worst form of

neurasthenia it is possible to have.

Remember, without treatment, nerve trouble usually ends in

a nervous breakdown, after which a cure Ã�& more difficult to

obtain.

TO THE MIDDLE-AGED.

1 huld extraordinary testimonials from pupils over the age of

sixty as to the wonderful rejuvenating powers of my treatment.

I can add years to the life of all middle-aged patients, and at

the same time give them renewed vigour. All letters treated in

strict confidence. No charge for Â¿Â¡Ð¿Ñ�Ð¿Ð¾Ð¼Ñ� or opinion.

All interested in the foregoing are invited to Ð½ÐµÑ�! a ad. stamp

and ask for " NERVE BOOKLET."

"HEALTH, STRENGTH, AND DEVELOPMENT."

The above is the title of an illustrated booklet Â»bowing how

health, strength, and development can be improved out of all

knowledge. Thi*' particularly appeals to- the Â«portsman, the

golfer who would improve at his game, the tennis player, boxer,

cyclist, or motorist. The "H. 5. D. ' system guarantees im-

proved development and perfect health, cures rounded shoulders,

flat chest, spinal curvature, and increases the height.

Only One Booklet sent to each applicant.

Please make it perfectly clear which booklet is required.

Write to-dayâ��'* Health is the first wealth."

THOMAS INCH. Health Specialist

â�¢t. 8), 7Â«. Clarendon Road. HutiiÂ«y, '

The Truth about

ARRIAGE

le conveyed In a plain yet dignified manner in this

remarkable booh, which le Ð°Ð» authoritative treatise on

a subject which hae always perplexed mankind. It points

out the pitfalls of un happiness and the certain way to obtain

and increase perfect married bliss. It is an extraordinary guide

to engaged and n*- wly-niarned couples.

CHAPTER I.â�� Why people marry

CHAPTER II.â�� Marriage In other lande.

CHAPTER III __ When to marry.â�� Haste and disaster-

Boy and girl marriages â�� Danger in delay â�� The laggard

lover â�� Growing old together.

CHAPTER IV.-Whom to marry.

CHAPTER V. â�� The matlnff time. â�� Autumn weddings â��

Fireside talks â�� The perfect lover â�� Reticence â�� Menial frank-

ness â�� Little rifts â�� Honour and humour â�� Keeping each

other's temper â�� Married flirts â�� Conjugal consideration.

CHAPTER VI.â�� The holy bonde.â�� The marriage trinity-

Personal puritv â�� Pre - marital influences â�� Woman's

responsibility â�� Transmitted tendencies â�� Physical â�� Mental

â�� Spiritualâ�� Doctors' dilemmasâ�� The social scourgesâ��

Who is to blame ?

CHAPTER VII.â�� The waiting: time.

CHAPTER VIII _By their fruto.â�� The spring of the year

â�� The natural birth â�� Preventable pain â�� Cowardice â��

Twilight sleep â�� Thinking health and beauty â�� If a child

should choose â�� The call of posterity â�� The rights of

childhood â�� The orivileges of manhood â�� The sanctity

of motherhood â��Social duly v. maternal â�� Child legislation.

CHAPTER IX. Breaking the tie.â�� Views on divorce.

CHAPTER X.â�� The perfect union.â�� The triple alliance

â�� Mind, body, and estate â�� Love at first sight â�� Courting

days â�� The great unknown â�� Vampires â�� True mates â��

Poverty at the door â�� Fools' savings â�� WisÂ« spending* â��

Married women's salary â�� Late marriages â�� Marriage a

career â�� Home makers,

Send 3e. to addreM below, sod thU va.lua.Me book, together with s

copj of the improved monthly magazine, " Health and Efficiency," will

reach you by retara of pott.

HEALTH PROMOTION, LTD., 0ept-3l'o1Sb!!oV"0o"TEHILl'

GIVE ADVICE IN FREE BOOK

Indigestion & Dyspepsia Cured without Drugs.

Ð� you suffer from Indigestion, Dyspepsia, Ð³ any other Stomnch

trouble, send for the Free Rook just published for your benefit.

and giving a formula which has already cured thousands, and

will do the same for you.

Dr. Braithwnite says : " A glance at the formula will convince

the most sceptical of its great value. Doctors have for Ñ�.Ñ�^

bern trying to find a cure for Indigestion, and the Free Book

will show you bow easily ihe problem is solved. Your food

can now be digested for you, giving your stomach a chance to

have a re&t and restoring the system to normal conditions in

a very short time."

No more Â¡uiln- -, after food, no more wind, spasms, or heart-

burn. Simply send your name and address to-day to the

Lactopeptine Laboratory (Dept. L^7), 46-47, Holborn Viaduct,

London, E.C.i, and the hook of advice will reach you by return.

Send is. 3d. for Trial Package, Post Free.

Why endure Neuralgia or a splitting

Headache ? Cure it by taking a ZOX

POWDER in a cup oÃ tea or water. It actÂ« like magic.

CDCC To prove this we will send TWO ZOX

1 IIUL. POWDERS free to anyone mentioning (hi*

Magazine and sending stomped addressed envelope.

Of Chemists and Stores in 1/6 and 3/-

boxes, or Post Free at these prices from

THE ZOX CO., 11, Hatton Garden, London. E.C.I.
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"SPHERE"

BRACES

Their superiority is

in wear, in appear-

ance, in comfort.

" SPHERE " Braces with the fit, the style,

the hang, that well dressed men look for.

Allowing fullest freedom and comfort.

Suld by leading Outfitters and Drapers.

SPHERE SUSPENDER Co., LEICESTER.

Makers of Sphere Garters and Suspenders.

TÂ«t the NEW POPULAR DANJHILL 42/-

It fives perfect hearing. Every Instrument

guaranteed. and each rase titled bj a specialist.

Lang trial aÃ/otmÃ

aranteed. and each ras .

-ittiottt obligation to purchate.

Full particulars sent FREE hy return of poet.

D. ft J. HILL, 204. Danjhill Houee,

267. Gray's Inn Rd., King*'Â« CroÂ»a, W.C.I

THE EVER POPULAR

BROGUE SHOE

FOR

OUTDOOR

LADIES.

Stylish and Serviceable -for Town

and Country, Walking, Golfing:, AC.

Many years ago the Brogue Buckle Shoe was originated

and introduced by tie. h - success has led other* to

follow, hut the " Fife " st ill maintains the lead for

Distinctive Style, Quality, and Long Service.

Splendidly made from best materials with one Strap

buckling over initep, Steel Slides on front. Walking

Sole, and Cuban Heel. Willow or Box Calf Leathers.

Order No. 598. Black, per pair, 34/6

Order No. 599. Tan, per pair. 36/-

Carriage paid In U.K. Foreign poetage extra. Can Ire had

In all sixes. Send site or outline of foot and Postal Order.

Trial order proves the " FitÂ« " merit.

Catalogue of " Fife" Footwear Â»rut on request.

A. T. HOGG,

No. 84. STRATHMICLO. FIFE.

The Pioneer ami Ijt-atlpr of tbi- " Itoou by Pout " Trade.

DIRECT

FROM THE

FACTORY

TO THE

WEARER

BRITISH MADE

THROUGHOUT.

ASTOUNDING VALUE ! !

Thousand* Sold and Everybody Satisfied.

"SPICK"

SUEDE LEATHER

FOLDING SLIPPERS

Complete in Leather 'PoucA as illustrated.

In Brown or Grey. State size and colour and whether

(or Lady or Gentleman when ordering from the Sole

Manufacturers :

COLLEGE LEATHER CO.

(Depl. S.M.2), Ouue Street. NORTHAMPTON.

Money refunded If not satisfied.

Have you ever had a Suit fREKCH CLEANED ?

French Cleaning acts like Magic, it rejuvenates old

clothing in a wonderful manner.

YOUR SUIT, OVER-

COAT, OR COSTUME

French Cleaned from8/6

REPAIRING AND TURNING A SPECIALITY.

Write for particulars oÃ our Tailor Valet Service,

The West End Tailoring & Valeting Co.,

(Dept.S),33, Southwick St., Piddingtoo, London,W.2.

TBLK. PADD, 4096.

ProprietorÂ« :

French Cleaning & Dyeing Co., Ltd.

BRANCHES THROUGHOUT LONDON.

Tested, pure wool cloths and good quality

linings and fittings give super-value to " The

** Branded Suit Service. Our suits look

Lion *

.

more gentlemanly and keep " spick and

span" longer than many suits costing

twice as much. A tailor-made Lounge

Suit, to measure, fully guaran- Â£ A ,1 Ð�

teed lo satisfy, sent post free for *^/ *"

Test our cloth quality hy writing for

100 CLOTH PATTERNS FREE.

They're sent in neat box together with book

of styles hy eminent London fashion artfflt.

and simple, â�¢ Ð¬- Ð¸ instructions for self-

measuring. Each cloth is also priced with

the coat per yard. Any length cut.

Ð£Ð� RISK-M\iAt Ð�ÐµÐ°Ð¿Ñ� Money Bade.

Write for free PatternÂ» Â«Ð¾Ð¼? toâ��

GROVES & LINDLEY,

ExporterÂ» of Cloth and Clothing.

114. THE LION. HUDDERSFIELD.
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OLD ARTIFICIAL TEETH, plat).

num. old gold, jewellery, old â�¢liver,

diamond*, rubies, pearls, etc. Old

watches, coins, silver plate, etc. BIG prices

paid. CASH sent return post or

offer if desired.â�� M-..... CARVER,

The Goldsmiths, BAST LIS8, Hants.

Also at London, Northampton, and

Falmouth. Suppliers of Goods to the

Royal Family. Bankers: "Lloyds."

YORK HAMS

CO OK CO.

ENGUSH BACON

SMOKED Oft RJUN, OVH OWN CURED

M ELTON MOWBRAY PIES

PORK OR. VEAL -HAM

Order from.youjÂ» Storea ov direct from

w.,rt Â«Â» UM J. MELTON WORKS.LEICESTER

BE A SUCCESSFUL WRITER

EARN WHILE YOU LEARN

Stories and Article! are in oonntant and ever-In creasing

demand. Mew Writer* are wantÂ«il. Apply at once for free

booklet. " How to Make Honey With Your Pen." Low fees,

expert teaching by poet, and results are the feature! of our

Oorreflpundence Courses. Our Tuition la practical, our criticlHna

constructlre. Three cheque* by one post was the gratifying

experience of one of our student*. Write to " Editorial 13,"

THH LITERARY TRAINING SCHOOL, Â»a. Chancery Lane. London. W.C.2.

N UACAN E

RE-COLOURS LEATHER.

OF FURNITURE, MOTOR CARS,.

Bags. Belts, Boots and Sboes, etc.

Writ* far Colour Card-KUAOANSfH LMftJ.

1Â«. Hubert Strut. LONDON. A.tT.L

THE SEX DETECTOR

will determine whether an egg be fertile or not. and will

indicate the >ex of an egg. or any animal, bird. fish, or in-

sect, alive or dead, part or whole. Invaluable to Farmers.

Naturalists. Students and Housekeepers. It also pro-

vides scientific diversion and endless amusement Price,

with full instructions, post free. 5 -. Agents wanted.

Â»llRBK8a*CÂ«. (Dept. 18). 116. lltwOiforj Stwt. London. ff.C.I.

SHOE-GRIP

Easily fixed. Comfortable.

Saves Stocking Heel. Black,

Brown or White. 6d. per pair.

A Perfect Cure for

Shoes loose in heel

Simpler than Shorthand.

Legible as Longhand,

"All Aboat II."

Poll Free 2J.

S

ONOSCRIP

T

The New Universal Speed-writing

Easily learnt in 30 days.

The Little Leuon Book, 2/6. PoÂ§t*Â£e 2d

Write "Scribe B. P." The Sonoscript Society

55 and 56 Chancery Lane, London, W.C. a

Goddard's

Plate Powder

Si

la

11

Diabetic Patients

and sufferers from any form* of indigestion should try

" P.R." CURONA^ Biscuits

K.!â�¢::â�¢. digested. Most palatable and nourishing. Cost

little more than ordinary bincuiU. Of leading London

Stores. Health Food si. .t. - Chemist*, etc. Large IK>X, 59 :

Two Boxes for 11 - ; Sample box 1/6. all post free from

THE WALLACE "P.R." FOODS CO., LTD.,

22, Tottenham Lane. Hornsey. N.8.

AMATEUR

PHOTOGRAPHERS

Trial spool developed and printed

in 24 hours for One Shilling.

GERALD MORRIS,

Dept. 19. All Kodak Supplies.

ROCHESTER.

Rochester Cafltlc

SUIT, SO/-; OVEROOAT, 42/-; LADY'S COSTUME, 55, -;

TURNED

and Guaranteed "Just Ilka New.** Carriage Paid.

Don't delay. Send at once. We retain

over 90% of our customer*. Estd. 1903.

WALTER CURRALL A CO.. 6, Broadway,

Ludifate Hill. London, B.C.4.

Telephone: Central 1816. Telegram*; ' Tumclozc, Cent. London.'

_5SH--â��5^â��â��â��?â�¢â��â�¢â�¢_

HOME TRAINING THAT PAYS.

UNRIVALLED OPPORTUNITIES are offered by the

SANITARY TRAINING COLLEGE, 335, High Ho.born,

London, to ALL desiring a Congenial and Remunerative

Permanent Position. The College POSTAL preparation for

Sanitary, Food, Weights and Measures Inspectors, Clerk of

Works, Building Inspectors, Quantity Surveyors, Dispensers,

Health Visitors, Private Secretaries, Bookkeepers, Accountants,

Bank Clerks, &c., has NO eaunl. To qualify quickly for any

of these positions at your own home send at once for Handbook

to the Principal. Over 35 years of unparalleled success.

SECCOTINE

STICKS EVERYTHING, EVEN IRON.

From all Stationers. Ironmongers and Stores,

4Ad and 9d Send for Free Booklet of uses.

McCAW. STEVENSON & OKR. LTD

Belfast and London.

1 yTRCNCH'8 REMEDY. Simple home*

tieatment; over 30 years' success. Pamphlet

freefromUnionManfg.Co,,299,ElizabÂ«ihSt.,

Melbourne; Ellison & Duncr.n, PortAhuriri.

N.Z. ; Stranack 8r Williams, 320,

West St., Durban. Natal: Grocott

& Sherry, Grahamstown, S. Africa ;

A, G- Humphreys^ Casilla da

Correo 675, Buenos Aires j Trench's

Remedies, Ltd., 107, St. James'

Chambers, Toronto; and TRENCH'S REMEDIES, Ltd.,

uth Frederick Street, Dublin.

CURED

G ROW TA LLE R.

IT PAYS .TO BE TALL.

There are natural forces in every man or woman, which

properly assisted can make him 01 her taller. AdH

tin t e. four, or even five inches to your present height. I

At the same time wonderfully improve your health. No

apparatus required. Ordinary habits retained. Send

ad. stamp for my booklet containing free particulars.

S. Enquiry Dept.. 51. Church St.. South Shore. Blackpool '

NERVOUSNESS

ti the ffreatÂ«ft drawback In life to anr man or woman. If von &n

aerroiii, timid. WV-flpMMd, lack self-con 3d enre. will-power, mind

sonr-entnitinn. Mimh. or fp<?l awkward In the presence of othern. send

8 prnny Â«Ump* .(or particulars of the Mento-Nerve Strengthening

Treatuient. Uiejilin the Nnvyfrom VJre-Admiral to Seaman, and In the

Army from Oolonel to Private. P.S.O.'s. M.O.'i. M.M.'sand P.C.M.'i,

QODFRY ELLIOTT-SMITH, Ltd.,

481, Imperial Building*, Ludgate Circus, London, EC,4,
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HEALTHY WOMEN

must wear "healthy" Coisets, and th

" Natural Ease" Corset in the mos

healthy tÂ»f all. Every wearer Â«iys BO

While moulding the figure to the mos1

delicate lines of feminine grace the>

vastly improve the health.

The CORSET of HEALTH

The Natural Ease Corset, Style 2.

9/11

J'oitage

abroad

extra.

Complete with Specia

Detachable Bnspendera.

Stocked In all sixes from 20 to

30. Made In finest quality Drill

SPECIAL POINTS of INTEREST

No bones or steels to drag* hurt, or

break. No lacing at the back

Made of strong, durable drill

of finest quality, with special

suspenders, detachable for

washing purposes.

It Is laced at the side*

with elastic lacings to

expand freely when

breathing.

It Is fitted with adj ustable

shoulder straps.

It has a short (9 In.i busk In front

which ensures a perfect shape.

and Is fastened at the top and

bottom with non-rusting Hooks and Byes.

It can be easily washed at home, having nothing to

rust or tarnish.

" The Hlrtory of the Health (k>rset may be set out in a few lines-

It is founded on Science, improved by Experience, and l>eautified by

Art ; its perfection is the result of the co-operation of the Artist

and the Expert."

These Corsets are -p . M! . recommended for ladies who enjoy

cycling, tvniiik, dancing, golf, 4c,, as there is nothing to hurt or

break. Singers. Actresses and InraJids will find wonderful assist-

ance, as they enable them to breathe with perfect freedom. They

yield freely to every movement of the body, and whilst giving

beauty of figure are the most comfortable <V>metfi ever worn.

KVERY STITCH BRITISH. Support British women workers and

reduce unemployment.

8BMD FOR YOURS TO-DAY.

HEALTH CORSRT COMPANY (Dept. esj.

â�¢orley House, 30/36% Holborn Viaduct* London, B.C.

Edwin Tuniln A Co.. Ltd. _

Skilful. Careful Workmanship

in Dyeing and Cleaning.

A continual delivery of parcels of faded, toiled, discoloured

clothing and household draperies it made at the works of

GreenhdlghV of Burnleyâ��oul of ihe works in the shortest possible

time go those same parcels with their contents wonderfully

renewed by patent cleaning or dyeing processes.

Note this month's list :

Costume*, Dresses, Goats, Gloves, and Feathers,

and Raincoats.

The World's Dyers

and Cleanert,

Dept. S, Oalder Vala

Works, BURNLEY. ,,;.,,

(jreenhalghs'li'!

Don't buy new Carpets.

CLEAN THOSE YOU HAVE.

USE

They will look like New if you

CHIVERS

CARPET SOAP

One Tablet is sufficient for a

large Carpet.

SOLD AT ALL STORES.

Sample tablet 2d. ttamp.

f. CHIVERS A CO., LO., xj#?'-'-''

1, Albany Works, ^*.**'/y.- t

BATH. ^M ; â�¢st' \ f'

WHY DOCTORS RECOMMEND

CURATIVE ELECTRICITY

For NEURASTHENIA, DEBILITY,

and NERVOUS DYSPEPSIA.

THAT you are not asked to make any risky

experiment in undergoing treatment by elec-

tricity is proved both by the wonderful success of

the Pulvermacher Electrological Treatment in a great

number and variety of ailments, and by the fact that

these successes have completely won over medical

men in its favour. This conversion is the more

remarkable because there is no more conservative

body of men.

RECOMMENDED BY THOUSANDS.

Thousands of medical men now recommend and advise th?

Pulvermacher Electrological Treatment in all obstinate and

chronic functional ailmentsâ��especially in neurasthenia and

nervous disordersâ��because :

(t) Its success in thousands of cases incurable by other methods

has proved its efficacy. *

(2) It makes electrical treatment at

home and without medical

or nursing super-

vision safe, cheap,

and convenient.

Electrical treatment,

skilfully directed, re-

vitalises depleted nerve

centres. The Pulver-

macher appliances are

the only inventions for

the administration of

curative electricity, en-

domed by over Gfty

leading du. tor- and by

the Official Ai-adfiny

of Medicine of Paris.

(3) It is the most perfect way yet discovered of applying elec-

tricity for the relief of pain and cure of illness.

(4) It is superior to all medicationâ��drugs containing no vital

power in themselves, while electricity possesses power

in itself transferable to the human system,

(s) I* jjives no shock to the system, and is followed by no

violent reaction.

(6) It is Nature's own stimulant for every weak and enfeebled

organ and every flagging function.

REVITALISES DEPLETED NERVE CENTRES.

The greatest neuroliwista. Including Erb, Beard. Loeli, and hundreds

of the forem-ml BMdtOM thinkers, now agree that electrical treatment.

skilfully and scientifically directed, will revitalise depleted nerve

(â�¢â�¢â�¢mil- ias in iifi.t i -i !i.-rn.i. debility, and nervous dyspepsia), restore

sound digestion, invigorate the circulation, and increase the Ually ami

necessary elimination of the waste products that, if uuelimfnated, are

the greatest source of all diseases.

OVERWHELMING MEDICAL EVIDENCE.

In i FU..-T interesting Httle book entitled "A Guide to Health and

Strength." which every sufferer from neurasthenia. Indigestion, liver

or kidney trouble*, rheumatism and gout, anaemia, heart weakness.

Insomnia, and indeed any nervous or functional disorder should get

and read, not the least interesting feature Is the convincing and over-

whelming mass of medical and scientific evidence -npi>.n t in/ the

methods employed in T h.- Pulvermacher Electrolojrical Treatment.

Thin fascinating and helpful little book will gladly be aeut to anyone

Interested. Simply send a post card requesting a free copy to the

Superintendent, Pulvnrmachcr Eleclrolotfleal Institute,

56, Vuloan House, 50. Ludgate Hill, London, E.G.*.

Wa Invite you. If you possibly can. to call and, without

any obligation, examine the Pulvermacher Appliances

and enjoy a special consultation with the Head Super-

intendent, between the hours of 9.30 and 5.
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JAEGER COMBINATIONS.

O. Quality, Lightweight, 20in., 14/-

"Ewe" 235. â�� ,. 11/-

I/- increase for every 2in. up to 28in.

The IDEAL

UNDERWEAR

for

Children.

The prime factor essential in Children's

Underwear is protection. The next is

quality In both of these Jaeger has always

been the standard. Clothe your children

in Jaeger as an assurance for their health

at the most vital period.

fAEGE

Bargains in Real

?? Irish Household Linen

UNCRUSHABLE DRESS LINEN.

Uncrtwhable IT,-. Unen for Spring and Summer wear.

We offer a large variety of nhades in thif beautiful fabric

for ladies' gown* ami children's fmeks. It i- made from

all pure flax, dyed ]Â» i f.. 11>â�¢ fart colours. We can supply

it iu ihe following shades : Whit*, Ivory. Cream, Tussore,

Pink. Cerise, Strawberry. Rewsla. Myrtle, Saxe, Navj.

Black. 6rej, Hello, and Mauve, 36 Ins. wide. * - i*er

yard. To-day's value, 6'6.

BLEACHED COTTON SHEETS.

Odd lota of eheets. Bundle* of Plain Linen finish

Bleached, Cotton Sheet*, very Kuperior quality,single hÂ«l

size. 54 by 90 ins., two pairs for 35 - ; 60 hy 100 inn., two

pain for 45'-; 2 by 3 yds., two pain for 55 -; Double

bed giw. 2J by 3 yd*., two pairs for 04'~. We ran

recommend these sheets for durability and hard wear.

WHITE ART LINEN.

Remnant Bundles White Art Linen for drawn thread

and emljroidery work, for Tea Cloth*. Tray Cloths.

Dacheaa Covers and Mati. IS'6 per bundle. Post***

9d extra.

DAMASK TABLECLOTHS.

Pine Double Damask Tablecloths, very ulljrhUy imper-

fect. 9ii* 8 by 2 yd*.. 166 each ; 2 by 2t yd*. 2O 1O

each ; S by S yds.. 24/9 each. Serviette 22 inn., 166

per doren; 24 inn.. 2O 6 per dozen. â�¢ Tamed and veiled.

BerrfetU'8, various -17. â�¢- 86 per dozen.

LINEN TRAY CLOTHS.

Special lot of Ht-mstitched Irish Linen Tray Cloths, fine

quality. Bize 15 by 22 ins., 4 clottia for 6/6. J1 -â�¢ . 6d,

Safe Delivery of Parcels Guaranteed.

For all orders under SO.'- add 9d. for postage-

OUR GUARANTEE.â��Any aoottt not opprotwd eon

be returned to be exchanged, or money refunded.

20Â°* LARNE-

IRELAND.

WRITE NOW FOR FREE

Mummy Made It New

Again With Fairy Dye.

LONDON DEPOTS

126. Regent Street. W.I. 102. Ken.. High St.. W.8.

456. Strand. W.C.Z I31a. Victoria St., i.W.I.

30. Sloane Street. S.W.I. 85-86. Cheapside. E.C.2.

Jaeger Agent* in every town.

WHEN little Miss Marjory meddled with the ink,

soiled and stained her pretty white cashmere

frockâ��ruined it, most people would thinkâ��

mummy made it new again in less than half nn hour.

She dyed it a rich deep golden brown with Fairy Dye,

and \larjory thinks the " new " dress nicer than the old.

Don't take risks with poor quality Dyes. Fairy Dyes

.ire simple, safe, tellable, and give perfect results with

Woollens, Cottons, Silks, and mixed fabrics. There is a

full range of colours, and by following the instructions on

each packet, your Blouse, Frock, Skirt, Jumper or Table

Cover, however old or shabby, can be successfully dyed

at home and made to look like new in a shade which is

rich, fadeless and fast.

Ask your chemist, grocer or drysalter for Fairy Dyes.

Should he not stock them, mention his name when

sending direct.

Write to-day for Fret Booklet on Home

Dyeing (tftls Jtow to take out stains

and marks\ and also Household

Hints & Skadt Card, ad Post t->f,

SoM by all Drysalterst H*r<i

ntarcrntn, CJttfists, ami

Grocers.

FAIRY DYES, Ltd.,

20. Renfrew Street.

GLASGOW.
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A Better Shoe-Direct to You

By Post, from Barratts, the Makers - on Approval

A better-looking shoeâ��better in length of smart serviceâ��better in genuine

all-leather excellence â�� offered you at practically production costs because

made by Barratts in their own model Northampton factory and retailed

by them direct by post. Thousands of pairs are now being

worn all over the globe, and every post brings repeat orders

from overseas men. This is the shoe for you!

Only aiio-

e!y f,,./,,;! /,,-jeSt

from the least uneveHtitss^ are used for tkest,

ordering " Browns" state No. 1482.

ft D ..â��..mo " arf 37/6.

orowns i,lte

ON APPROVALâ��Or Money Back

If not satisfied, send the shoes back. Without

question or debate Barratts will return your

cash in full.

An Exact Description of

Footshape Brogue Shoes

Box Calf uppers â�� cut

from the choicest parts of

the hide and with right run of grain ; pliable

as kid â�� yet wet-proof and crack-proof.

Shoe's back quarters leather-lined, leather-

stiftened and moulded to a perfect heel

grip. Solid leather insoles, and wells

flexibly stitched to stout soles of

vegetable-tanned English leather,

renowned the world over for wet-

resistance and wearing quality.

Note the graceful Brogue pattern,

the neat perforated ornament,

and the well â�¢ balanced lines

of the shoe. Increasingly

popular with Overseas men

especially. State No. 1682

when ordering.

Sizes are 5, 6, 7, 8, 9, 10, n

32 Fittings.

widths to each â�¢ size (narrow),

(medium), (wide), (extra wide).

White Duck Canvas Shoes

No. 456. U'8n'y appreciated by Barratts

Tropical and Semi-tropical cus-

tomers for promenade and sports wear. The

half-inch thick, vulcanised rubber soles give

light, luxuriously easy, silent tread, and

firm foot-grip. The specially-made bleached white

duck canvas uppers are just as correctly modelled

as nil other Footshape shoes, and grip the

heel and forefoot firmly and easily. The ->^M

strong, blocked (oe - cap is neatly

stitched, the heel - back leather-

stifTened and shaped over back of

heel, and thÂ« whole upper is

securely attached and solutioned

to the rubber sole. Preferred by

Overseas men to buckskin, for

coo), ventilated, stylish, dressy

wear. Made in all si/es and half

sizes up to u's and a comfortable

width. When orderingstate No. 456.

State No. 456.

Postage Abroad

Extra.

T^l â�¢ ^Â¥7"

_ 1 niC W a \7

- 1 II lO TV djT

Give size and width usually worn,

or shape of foot, obtained by running

_ ^ pencil round stockinged foot when

â�¢landing on paper. For Black Brogue state No. 1682, and enclose Money Order or Cheque for 30/- (i/- extra for

size u.Vown or black). Send ID/- deposit with Cash on Delivery Orders from Overseas. Postage abroad extra.

NY0--,: W. BARRATT & CO., Ltd., 20, Footshape, Northampton, England.

Write for Art 'Printed Catalogue of " Foolihapa for the Family." Postage 3d.
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If you tnffer

from Asthma,

Catarrh, or

ordinary

ColdÂ», yon

will find no-

thing to equal

HIMROD'S

CURE FOR

ASTHMA

BECOME BIG NOW Â£AÂ£

plums go to the

man whose appearance leaves a favourable impresiÃ³nâ��that

is, the man who has height, and physique tc mutch it. It is very

easy to increase your height and improve your health, figure and

carriage by means of the Girvan Scientific Treatment, the

reliable method which has enjoyed public confidence for nine

years, and which carries a Â¿too guarantee of genuineness.

Students report from two to five inches increase. If you are

under 40, send a postcard for particulars to Enquiry Dept.

S._M_.t_ 17, Stroud Green Road, London. N.4.

MATERNITY

HnUy - Patenta, uljuptAble any size.)

An Supplied to Hui/'tlli/ and Xotoliti/.

SKIRTS from 1 On. GOWNS from 3 One.

COSTUMES from Â« OnÂ». CORSETS. 21-,

81 6, 43'- ISilk Broche. 3! Oni.l

Money refunded tf not delighted.

Free Wonderful Baby Book. fViMtmi Hultftw Ð�

Pattern Book of IntftÃ rtuitÃ¨riaU Â»fnt on reoTtat

FINLAY'S, >7, Houldsworth Street

iTopOldham Str.-f. MANCHESTER.

'

We Buy Old Jewellery

â��DiamondÂ», EmeraldÂ», Pearls. Platinum, Gold. Silver, etc., under a

fair and convenient method which ensure* prompt payment of the

high valuea now ruling. Thi- method la thoroughly explained in our

Brochure. "The Street Way of KealUing Jewellery.' which wewillwnd

to you post free. It offen a free, fair, expert valuation, and ehows

you how to rÃ©alitÃ© Ð¼Ð¨Ñ�. Write for the Street Booklet Iwfore you Â»ell

anything in Jewellery.â��8TREET ft CO., Ltd.. Jewel Buyera, ft

Btreet'i building, Weetgate Road, Newcaatle-npon-Tyne. EeUbliehed

Ð¦ years.

RHEUMATISM euRED.

To further advertise our marvellous Galvanic RlngTi which

absolutely cures Rheumatism, Neuralgia, Gout, Nervous

Disorders, and all kindred compliints, we hnve decided

to give a quantity away. Write

to-day for Ð¼/Ñ� card, testimonials,

particulars of free offer, &c.â��

GALVANIC RING CO.,

(Dept. 36). KCW, London.

CASEMENT

Â¡ CURTAINING 1

i Direct from Makers. Hemstitched and Lace inserted. =

\ Send poiicard for Pattern Book.â�� Â¡,UDLOW & CO., I

i 40, The Ijooms, 97, Kirkgate, Bradford. Ã±

.â�� Erth. iftoi. Banken : The Nat. A Prov. & Union s

Bank of England. Ltd. Ð�Ð�Ð¯

The Greatest Invention

for the Comfort of Women

Made in threr -;/. - : Longcloth 5 11 ;

Cambric 76; Cellular 1O6; Jap

Silk 1O 6 A 12 6; Crepe de Chine

18 6 A 21 -. . Po*tnct*L

The waterproof is Â»eamleM, non-rubher.

and will wiu-li in tmiling water, Ð¼Ð¾Ð°Ñ�. ana

bleaching noda. Utocktii by all (Ac Irnding

Ln<li(Â» (.tutHtUr*. Do not accept Imita-

tions, which will only dieappoint yon.

// nny dÃfficuÃtv in oofninintr. vnt* tÂ»â��

PDHTCPTIVC VUinirrDO MADAME CLAIRE DE LACOTE,

OTECTIVE KNICKERS 17. Church Road, Barnes. S.W.l*.

â�¢LABODEX'

DUTTON S Ð½13Ð²

SHORTHAND

E asÃ t si

to

I Learn,

4 Write,

STAIN GREY HAIRS

ThÂ« Hair. WhiskerÂ«, or Eyebrowi ars

fiiiij.ly Mi'i -uiviy dune with

" NECROCEINE.

Restoring the colour (any shade) (o the

rootÂ«. It has a lasting effect, and make!

detection imponible. DoeÂ« not ttiiin UM

â�¢kin. Undoubtedly the cleaned and best

Hair Plainer in the World. Light Brown.

Golden, Dark Brown, and Black, Secretly

packed by Poet for 19,2 9, 3 9. 5 9â��

LEIGH Ð� CRAWFORD (Dept. 28),

_^___^_^^ " St..Holbor_n1_Lpndon,E.C.

Are Yoti Deaf ?

If to* you can be relieved by usine

WILSON'S COMMON-SENSE EAR-DRUMS

A new scientific invention, entirely different in construction

from all other deviceÂ«, \--i-t the deaf when all other device*

fail, and where medical skill hafl giren no relief. They are Â«oft.

comfortable, and invisible ; have no wire or string attachment.

WRITÂ« FOR PAMPHLET. Mention Ñ� !.â�¢- Magazine.

>'.->. AfftiU, I). H. WILSON,

Wilson EÂ»r-Dnim

Ã® Place. ED

CURED MYSELF

CAN CURE YOU.

STAMMERING !

My Rational Method U moit Â»ucceeeful. and give*

a thoroueb and permanent cure.

Treatment per tonally or by corretpondenct.

WritÂ« for Free Particulars.

E. E. BARKER 3t Lime Grove, Handsworth, Birmingham.

S peau and Write

Gram m a 1 i Ñ� a 1 I y !

Enjoy the immense social advan-

tageÂ« and incraued nroepeet* of

eucceee which correct speech and

good letter-writing alone can give

you, I can teach you by port,

quickly and efficiently, by an

eaxy, ihtereetÃ�Dg method in yom

Ð²Ñ�Ð°Ð³Ðµ time. Send ad, for

Booklet I90amt Urnra.

Broadbent's College,

Burnley, LaneÂ».

BELL5 BLOOM OF ROSES

ENSURES A PEERLESS COMPLEXION.

Recipe IB. P.O. I ibtAinable only fromâ��

B. ROSS. 1Â«. Langdale Road, SCARBOROUGH.

HEIGHT INCREASED

IN ONE MONTH.

NO DRCOa-NO APPL1ANCE8.-NO B1ETÃ�SO.

ROSS SYSTEM NEVER PAILS.

Price 7Â«. ed. eompirfÂ«. Partieviart ftf. ttamp.

8. ROSS. 16. LaiKdale Road. Scarboi

BIRD . .

LOVERS

CAPERN

ehunld send 2d.

(poetage on!\ ' for a

set of beautifully

coloured post carde

of Crgo Birds.

Bird Food Manufacturer

BRISTOL

WWW IT THE WONDERFUL

V V I HAIR GROWER.

VYVIT is infinitely superior to all other hair Ð¸Ð³Ð¾ wen and reft oren-

VYVIT regenerates the roots and cellÂ» of the hair.

VYVIT produces a healthy and abundant head of hair.

VYVIT quickly restores hair to natural colour no matter how grey.

Procure a bottle. The result will astonish you.

36 per bottle, packed post fiÃ©e in plain wrapper, from

ALFRED JONES A CO. (Dept. M6 .

9, High Street. Camdan Town. London. N.W.I

HEIGHT INCREASED

ana

| Read.

I Only Ð² Rules and 39 Characters.

A Knowledge of Diitton'i Hhorthand will enable you to EARN

MOKE MONKT. Complete Theory Learned in A4 Hours. Send

imp for 2Ð¾-Ñ�Ñ�ÐµÐµ Illiuttrnted Bnnklet *nÂ«l Spe, inn-n Lemon to

DUTTON'S COLLEGE (Desk HI. SKECNESS.

sellSt .W-<M.M'''lÂ»'vtÂ«'r:Vi<-.Ifalg", Sl.Mary'HCiate.

By idciptinir my simple iryrtem. yon rÂ»n put IncheÂ«

on to Ñ�Ð¿Ñ�Ð³ heiirht in three month*. No apparatus,

no medicines. Ordinary habits retained.

Bend FtAmp for partirularÂ«, testimonialÂ«, and Â£-VÂ»i

Ouarftntw, tÂ« PROFESSOR PROWSE.Sjxrialisl

in the IncreaM- of Heiirht,

4, Oak House, Parkhurst Road, N.7.

N.B.â�� Ladies ahuuld tend Ð�Ð»Ð³Ð°Ñ� for my Heifht and

beauty Coarw,
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A Lady Maxaldite

who obtained Vigorous Health

and a graceful figureâ��

by Maxalding.

ArerOt/Maxalding?

11 cures Constipation, I ndigestion,Mal-

assimilation, Rheumatism, Lack of

Will-Power, Loss of Self-Confidence,

Nervous Debility, Neurasthenia, and

other Functional Weaknesses within

a period of one to three months, by

a scientific series of movements with

CONTROL as the basic principle.

These movements by which you gain

CONTROL and secure the vigorous

functioning of all your Vital Organs

are particularly interesting.

Write for the Booklet entitled " MAX-

ALDING," and in your letter please

state whether you desire to eradicate

a Functional Disorder, to develop a

Perfect Body, to increase Energy, or to

acquire Great Strength.

Address your letter :

MAXALDING,

162, New Stone Buildings,

Chancery Lane,

LONDON,

W.C.2.

PMNKT KNOWS

that " FROM BRAIN TO KEY-

BOARD" teaching has made an end

of Drudgery. IT DOES MUCH

MORE : every difficulty is

overcome, in the Course of

Postal Lessons, for the

novice, the average or

advanced player.

12,000

SUCCESSFUL

PUPILS.

Used by

Sir Frederick

Bridge ; alio by

many professional

pianists during 26 years'

teaching No apparatus

or special music used. Write

for details of Courses and my

Illustrated Book "Light on

Pianoforte Playing," sent post free. Do

not omit to state exactly the amount of your

knowledge or ignorance of playing.

J. Macdonald Smith,10. BloomsburySq.,London.W.C.1.

yrom Brain to Keyboard

Macdonald Smith's System of"

Pianoforte PlayinK.

PRIVATE: UIECRETARY

Short hours. Congenial occupation. Rapid promotion.

Brilliant pro*pects. Certain success. Experience unnecessary.

Salaries up to Â£1.000 per annum.

t^Cumerous 'Vacancies. Handbook Free.

SEC., 63, HOLBORN HALL COLLEGE, LONDON, W.C.I.

GENERAL SIR G. GREAVES, G.C.B., &e., AFTER

TWENTY YEARS' EXPERIENCE OF "PINELYPTUS"

PASTILLES, Writes : " 1 cannot absolutely be without them."

FOR ASTHMA, CATARRH, COUGH,

piNELYPTUS

1 !â�¢Â»â�¢" PASTILLES

(Broncha-Laryngeal)

FOR VOICE, THROAT, CHEST

ACT LIKE A CHARM.

A Boon to Speaker*, Sinners, Teacher* Traveller*.

RECOMMENDED BY

Mme. Sarah Bernhardt

Sir Henry Irving

Cardinal Vaughan

end the Medical Faculty.

Miss Ellen Terry

Miss Julia Neilson

Sir Charles Santley

SOLD BY

CHEMISTS

and STORES.

1/3

FREE FROM

NARCOTICS.

HARMLESS TO

THE STOMACH.

SAFEGUARD

per box.

AGAINST COLD.

" PINELYPTUS ' i> RegUtered at Home and Abroad.

Proctor's Pinelyptus Depot, Newc.istle-on-Tyne.

'Aftencies hi U.S.A., Norway, France, Japan, Effypt. etc.
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In these days of high

prices, Kruschcn

Salts is easily the

best value in health

drinks. It costs only

a third of a penny

a day. Enough for

two months in a

bottle. 1/9 of all

Chemists

DRINK HABIT

Conquered in 3 days.

Years have passed since I was freed from the drink habit.

Since then I havc^been tbe means of aiding thousands of men

and women to give up alcohol. Some bave willingly taken

treatment, others h^ve l*en saved without knowing the cause.

The drink craze disappears, and is re-

placed by a more normal condition of

appetite, nerves, etc. The Improve-

ment In the hearth of an ex-drinker

is marvellous when he gives up alcohol.

Men drinking: a bottle of whisky or

more dally are safely and effectively

stopped. Ho danger to health, but

a steady improvement manifests

itself from day to day. There is

no inclination for alcohol ; the former

drinker is surprised and delighted at

the great change.

The legions of testimoniale, with

photographs, which come to me from all over the world, offer

irrefutable evidence of the sterling merit of my treatment. 1

send ample proof to every inquirer. Three days guaranteed

method.

It costs nothing to receive my bookÂ« It tells of my own

experience and of now you may save yourself or another. Mine

is a genuine, reliable and safe treatment, that can be

taken in one's own home privately. The

treatment is supplied under legal guarantee,

involving no obnoxious restrictions. I count

friends by the thousandsâ��men and women

who are known to me only by correspon-

denceâ�� who praise the Woods Treatment

for the benefit it has done them, or others near and dear.

I will send you my book in plain, sealed envelope promptly,

post paid, on receipt of your request. I appeal especially to

those who have wasted money on ineffective remedies.

Correspondence strictly confidential Address:

J Woods, Ltd., 107, Strand (353 A.J.)i London, W.C.2-

Are yon Deaf?

I want every man or woman who is afflicted

with Deafness, Head Noises, or Catarrh, to

write to me. I don't want you to send any

money. Simply send me your name and

address. I want to tell you the joyful news

that I have discovered a new, scientific method

of curing these distressing ailments. I can

prove it to you. Not by what I say about my

discovery, but by letters of thousands of one-

time deaf people who have cured themselves

in their own homes by means of my wonderful

discovery. I want to send you some of these

letters from grateful sufferers, who have had

their hearing completely restored. Every lettt r

has the full name and address of the writer. I

want you to satisfy yourself that my discovery

is a real cure for Deafness, and not merely a

make-shi(t appliance, such as artificial Ear-

drums and the like. It will cost you nothing

to test the efficacy of my wonderful discovery,

as I will gladly send it on Ñ� days' trial to

any sufferer on the distinct understanding

that if no benefit is derived no expense of

any kind will be incurred. Write to-day (a

postcard will do) to Mr. Elmer Shirley, 52,

Gray's Inn Road (D.2Ã�), London, VV.C.I.

HAIR TINT FOR GREY OR FADED HAIR

Tints giey or faded hair any nature i

shade desiredâ��brown, dark-brown, light

biown, or black. It is permanent and

washable, has i.o grease, and does

not burn the hair. It is used by ove

three-quarters of a million peopl?.

Medical certificate accompnnie>

each bottle. Of all Cheir.isi-.

Stores, and Hairdressers, 2/6 the

Flask, or direct from HINDKS.

Ltd., i, Tabernacle Street, City,

i ,â�¢ 'iidon.

Send a port-card to-day far a ropy of

"AidÂ» to tiu Boudoir." It roÃ bf

mailed to yov entirely /Ð³Ð»*

RANKuV$Oin,melrt

instantly kills all nits and vermin in

the hair, and is pleasant in use.

Mothers will find this unequalled

for keeping the children s hair

in a clean and healthy condition.

In 4d., 8d., & Â¡/3 size*

oj all chemists.

RANKIN & CO.

Kilmarnock Scotland.
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Look at those

Ugly Dents y"r Hat

KEEP IT IN PERFECT SHAPE for 1/6

For the small sum of 1,6 you can buy a most ingenious

invention cnlled

'The West Hat Grip'

(Patent No. 152,574)

which will keep your soft felt or velour hat in PERFECT

SHAPE no matter how many times you raise your hat.

Foreign Patents Pending.

Look at the three huts

illustrated. The firstone

is an actual photo of hat

fitted with "THE

WEST HAT GRIP"

that has )>een in constant

usedaily for nine mon ths.

Please note how jwrfectly

it has kept its sha|*'.

The second U an actual

photo of a new hut after

a few days' wear. Cour-

: < -â�¢. -!â�¢ IIS.MI.I. â�¢ I its raining

to the fair sex. Please

note the unsightly dents

In con sequence.

The third Illustrates by

the dotted lines the i â�¢ -1

lion of "THE WEST

HAT GRIP" inside

the hat. It ii small,

m-at, and transparent,

so that It is practically

invisible, takes up no

room an It fits exactly

into fold of hat. it Is not

loose to fall out. being

fastened by email stitch

to top of hat. which is

not visible as it is drawn

Into the material in

fold.

It takes the pressure of

the thumb and fingers

when clasping the hat,

instantly springing )>aok

when released, thus nre-

MTving the original

shape and smart appear-

ance of the hat.

It Is not an experiment; it does and will keep the hat In perfect

-l:.<i" - no matter how much hat-raising is done. It will take

dents out of :> hat already in nÂ»e nnd keep them out.

INSTRUCTIONS GIVEN WITH EACH ONE.

On Sale at all Gentlemen's Hatters.

Price - 1/6

Or Port Free from THE PATENTEE-

THE WEST HAT GRIP,

51, Andover Rd., WINCHESTER

RACQUET

PRESS.

50 Lichtor.

5 ., Neater.

No temp or loose parti

bu climatic

The little fairy of health

resides in every cell of

cellular

UNDERWEAR FOR MEN,

WOMEN AND CHILDREN,

SHIRTS, SHEETINGS, ETC.

Aertex Cellular Clothing is healthy because it

stimulates the tissues by maintaining a constant

supply of even-temperature air next to the skin.

Every garment contains myriads of tiny cells, each

holding a cushion of air, each part of an oxygen

circulating system which not only makes the

garment feel healthyâ��but makes the wearer

healthier.

Â«â�¢ Write for

1921 Catalogue,

giving fall range

and prices of

garments, etc.,

together with

name of nearest

retail depot.

JVwaus look for the AERTEX label on all

AERTEX good,.

THE CILLCLAR CLOTHING COY.. LTD.. FORK STREET, Ixwnox.E.C.2.

.i fJfclion from Lint of Depots wherr

A KhTEX CfUv'. tr dxxi* mm/ (w obtained:

LOMIMHI: Robert Scott. 8. Poultry. Cheapside. E.C.2.

Oliver Bros.. Ltd.. 417, oxford Street, W.I.

Bolton*. Ltd.. 177. Picradillr, W.I.

BAHBOw-w-FraxKss : George Kay. Duke Street.

BELFAST : Anderson & McAuley. Donegal Place.

BIKMIXUHAM : Rindon & Co.. High Street.

BrtAHFoKD: Brown, Muff ft Co.. Market Street.

Burnt: Standerwick * Carter. Queen's Road. Clifton.

COVENTRY : Hayward A Son, Brnadfrate.

CROVDOS : Pickford ft Newton. George Street,

DITNDKK: Oairtl ft Sons, Reform Street.

GLASGOW : Pettiirrew ft Stephens. Ltd.

LANCASTER : R. Stanton. fheapsido.

KiiraNm : (Jranton ft Son, Oldham Street

SnBFFiKi.D: J. B. Katon, Ltd., Angel Street.
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Face Spots and Eczema

ended once and for all

THAT'S what you want. You need a remedy so thorough that

once rid of your trouble it will never plague you again. That

is the great advantage of Antexema, and the reason of its

amazing popularity. It cures completely and permanently,

and what is equally delightful, the first application gives relief.

The instant Antexema comes into contact with the bad place,

the horrible, worrying, tormenting itching stops, and your cure

begins. Continue using Antexema, the British skin-remedy,

and soon not a trace of skin illness will remain.

Are you suffering from disfiguring eczema, an ugly rash, or

bad hands ? Have you a bad leg, face spots, or any other

skin trouble ? If so, get a bottle of Antexema to-day. Don't

miss this chance of being for ever cured. The only way of

proving what a wonderful remedy Antexema is, is to actually

try it. In tens of thousands of cases one small boitle of

Antexema has been sufficient for a complete and lasting cure.

Not a greasy ointment, but a liquid cream, invisible on the skin.

Get Antexema to-day

Supplied by all chemists and stores everywhere. Also of Boots Cash Chemists, Army

and Nivy, Civil Service Stores, Harrod's, Selfridge's, Whiteley's, Parkes', Taylor's

Drug Co., Timothy White's, and Lewis & Burrows' at 3/- and 1/3, the larger size being

the more economical; or post free direct, 3/- and 1/6, from Antexema, Castle Laboratory.

London, N.W.i. Also throughout India, Australia, New Zealand, Canada, South

Africa, and Europe.

MAGRATH'S

Â°G\ic Noted Haute for

CLARET.

St. Pierre

(A. OSSV1SS BORDEAUX W1KE/

36 - per doz. bottles. 42 - per 2 doz. half-bottles.

(Sample bottle 4/6 poet free).

W. R. MAGRATH & CO.,

Wholesale and Export Wine and Spirit Merchants,

LEAMINGTON SPA.

Teli-grams: " Perfexo." Leamington. Telephone : 4d Leamington.

(Code 5th Edition A.B.C.)

The Coat for the Outdoor Man

O^lOrit B8&58

J\[_SPORTS COAT) 25/- n 60/-

A Ra

\tad

Hade In distinctive styles to your measure and

â�¢old with money back guarantee. No stocks held.

RAMONT3-pitce Sport* Coat Sail. SO/-

SEND NO MONEY Pattern! Free.

POCOCK'S

LIGHTWEIGHT TENTS.

Before liujing your new

outfit, write (enclosing 3d.

stamps) for List A of Tents

for PEDESTRIANS.

CYCLISTS A MOTOR-

IST8, GARDEN and

BATHING TENTS.

and ACCESSORIES.

HERBERT POCOCK,

Park Mills, Salisbury.

Ettabliikat 1771.

Real HARRIS, LEWIS,and

SHETLAND HOMESPUNS I

DIRECT FROM THE MAKERS.

S. A. NEWALL & SONS (Dept. 8), Stornoway, Scotland.

Ideal Clothing for all Sports and Country Wear.

Pattenti and Priest on request. Hating thade drjrirtd, and i//IT L'Hti?* or Qetitt.

FOR PRIVATE HOUSES

Pltase write for

Descriptive

Circular.

Chimney-

sweeping and

Drain-clearing

P.C bra Patten' f or' S port â�¢' t o,t,.

LOUNGE SUITS .. from 63 -

COSTUMES .. .. from B3<-

SUPER RAINCOATS,

Ladles' or Gent.'a .. from 36 -

OVERCOATS .. from 55 -

Ladlu- WRAP COATS from 39 11

Ladle.-SKIRTS from 12 6

Faihion Booklet and Measurement Form.

pocfrgfi.

Ramont Ltd. (Dept. lo . Flnabury

Pavement Houae. London. B.C. 2.

Machines. Specially

designed for Private Houses,

Country Mansions, Hotels,

Farms, etc. They are always

useful, and last a lifetime.

W. A 8. ASHFORD,

11, Lower Easex Street, BIRMINGHAM.
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RIDE A

RALEIGH

THE ALL-STEEL BICYCLE

with Dunlop tyres and

Sturmey-Archer 3-speed gear / )

â��the joy bicycle

of all classes.

Arrangements made for gradual payments.

Send a postcard for the " Ã�ooÂ£ of the Raleigh." /

RALEICH CYCLE CO., LTD., NOTTINGHAM. c

Depots and Agents everywhere. / 7

CLOTH BY THE YARD

Owing to the uncertain state oÃ the Market we are prepared to

offer to the Public a limited quantity (if SERGES, TWEEDS

and FANCY WORSTEDS at Below Makers' PriceÂ«!

FINEST BLUE SERGES .. fnm 12 per yard.

GOOD QUALITY TWEEDS â�� Â«/6 ,

FANCY WORSTEDS U/9 â�� â��

PATTERN'S FRES on application to the

WEST RIDING WOOLLEN CO..

8. CLOTH HALL CHAMBERS, HUDDERSFIELD.

WONDERFUL NEW AID TO

HOME DRESSMAKING

Saves More Than Its Cost on First Drees Made at Home.

SEVEN DAYS' FREE TRIAL.

3!S!*>,'l"OWden,"J'<Ã®ldln' DrÂ»Â« Stand iProv. patent No.

230620! 1Â» a wonderfully practical new invention which every

wiiman should secure at once,

t Simplifies Dressmaking and

bnsures Success to even the

least experienced. Although

the cheapest Dress Stand Â¡cost-

ing less than half the price

of an ordinary unadjuKtahlc

stand} it is the only one Ñ� hich .Â«_,_Â»,

ram be instantly adjusted to Ñ�â��..â�� s,i.â��J

any mesure at the neck. hnst. Â° Â°Â°M M*Â°d-

hack, waist, hips, middle and bottom of skirt.

Models immediately to every size of figure

from tall woman down to small girl. Folds up

into ordinary drawer or 'small wardrol*.

Strong phited wire throughout. Nothing to go

wrong. Lasts for years. Invaluahle for pro-

reMQDKl Dressmakers and all Ladles who make

clotheÂ« at home. Money willingly refunded

if not fully satisfactory and returned in 7 days.

Price 27/6

Packed and Post

Free 3O/-

Sencl for

^_ ^ one to-day.

Complete Drew Stand. Fo|ded ,â�� â��,,, ,w.y

", S.M. Room, 43, Leicester Square,

. Trade AientÂ» Wauled.

LONDON,

EVIM ILUDE

Â£^VERY sportsmanâ��every lover of the

openâ��every man who appreciates the

river should have an Evinrude. It is a

sturdy little Motor which is quickly and

easily attached to the stem of any rowboat.

The trouble of rowing is cut out. It takei

you there and brings you back, and the coil

of running is fractional.

Write to - day for

Catalogue "r"

wilfi full particulars

â�� EYINRUDEMOTORCojENOiL1?

107 WATERLOO RD '

LONDON SEI

PORTREE TWEEDS

DIRECT FROM LOOM TO WEARER

Manufactured from Pure Wool in

the Historic Isle of Skye.

(Supplied to Her Majesty Queen Mary

and His Majesty the late King Edward.)

Moderate in Price. PatternÂ« Free

on Application. Clan Tartan Rugi

from 42/6. Famed Portree Double

Blanketi. 60/-. YarnÂ« and Â«lockingÂ«

all own make. Write to-day.

(S. Dept.) PORTREE WOOL MILL CO.. Ltd..

INVERNESS.
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CLEANS-NOURISHES

-BEAUTIFIES THE SK.IN

Its unique LACTIC properties

malce it the Ideal Soap for

Sensitive Skins

Miniature Tablet on Application

PR.ICE'5 â�¢ BATTER.SEA- SW-II

LADIES, be up to date and have

, SOLID OAK STAIR RODS <

They give better tone to your stair carpets, and save labour, too

Only 16/6 per dozen, complete with Antique Coppered

fittings and Screws. Packed In boxes and Carriage Paid.

Money willingly returned if in any way not satisfied.

Samplct of Rod* A Pitting* 6d., to cover cost of packing <t postage.

THE MILBORNB MFG. CO.,

Dept. S.. 412, Stookport Road, MANCHESTER.

Â£500 for Ideas!

See page* 6 & 7.

PARTICULAR PEOPLE

USE KOKO.

The Ideal Toilet Preparation for the Hair,

with over 30 years* reputation.

"KOKO' it a tonic, cleansing, invigorating

preparation, causes the hair to grow luxuriantly,

and prevent! hair from falling.

Clrar as crystal, contains no dye. oil. or grease ;

delightfully refreshing and invigoratinc to the

scalp, and is perfectly harmless.

KOKO HAIR

HAVE YOU BOUGHT

YOUR HOUSE?

IF SO

You now want to IMPROVE IT FOR

YOUR OWN BENEFIT and not, as before

for the Landlord's I Get

"OUR HOMES & GARDENS"

The Magazine that tells you how to obtain

COMFORT,

CONVENIENCE

and ECONOMY

in your home.

Special Articles on the BEST AND

MOST ECONOMICAL METHODS

of ADAPTING and EQUIPPING

existing Houses to new conditions.

1/6, 31-, & 5/6 per bottle Â«t all OWBUU.

Beautifully Printed. I/- Monthly.

An illustrated Prospectus sent post free on application

to the MANAGER, "OUR HOMES & GARDENS,"

20, Tavistock Street, Covent Garden, W.C.2.
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BALD

MrC.BICHON, Rut DE LA SOURCE

GOURMALOU-PORNIC (LoirelnF.r*)FMMX

He was suffering From Pitynasis. and in 7

weeks he completely lost his hairand beard,

which were never very abundant. The

celebrated "Seve Capiltaire OlBt 'qave him

the beautiful head of hair and Fun beard

shown in this photo

The Dermatologist OLBE

GUARANTEES

that within 8 days, his celebrated Seve

Capillaire stops hair falling out and

makes new hair grow in its former

colour at any age. no matter how

serious or how old the complaint.

THOUSANDS OF TESTIMONIALS

absolutely genuine, certified and bearing

names ana addresses, will be shown

to anyone calling at the Laboratory.

Write for full particulars. which will

be sent free in plain envelope, to

LABORATORY"OLBe"Dept 96,

22. Ruedes Martyrs.PARIS,

1EIGHT INCREASED

FLUXITE

AT THE

TOP

AN EASY WINNER.

No matter what the troubleâ��if you have

FLUXITE handy you need never worry.

Such jobs as repairing leaking pipes, garden-

ing tools, household utensils, minor car and

cycle repairs, are made easy. Do your own

soldering, and you will do it well and save

yourself pounds if only you use FLUXITE.

All Mechanics WILL have

FLUXITE

because it

SIMPLIFIES SOLDERING

IN 3O DAYS.

COMPLETE

COURSE.

NO APPLIANCES.

NO DRUGS.

NO DIETING

The Melvin Strong System NEVER FAILS

Full Particulars it: Testimonialiâ��Stamp, or

eomjileta cours* by return of pott for fl/- P.O.

Melvin 8. Strong, Ltd.,24,8outhwart>8t.,London.

Ask your Ironmonger or Hardware Denier to show you

the neat little Fluxite Soldering Set. It is perfectly

simple to use, and will last for years in constant use.

All Hardware and Ironmongery Stores sell Fluxite in

tins, price 8d., 1/4 & 2/8. BUY A TIN TO-DAY.

THE " FLUXITE " SOLDERING SET

contains a special "sinall-npace" Solderinp Iron with non-

heatiiifr metal handle, a Pocket BlowLamp, Fluxite. Solder,

etc.. ami full instructions. Price 10.6. Sample Bet, post

pnii] I'nitefl Kingdom.

FLUXITE. LTD., 160, Bevinrrton St.. Bermondsey, England



THE MJtAND M AG AZI *Å�.

Read

BARONESS ORCZY

FINE NEW

STORY

IN Ð¨Ð�

SPECIAL WHITSUN NUMBER

l Â» Â« Â»

GRAND

MAGAZINE

,



&

ummer me
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It is a pleasure to use

Lux as we/I as to wear

the dainty fabrics washed

with it. In a bowl of

warm water the pure

Lux flakes are whisked

into a foaming lather

in an instant. Gently

squeeze the creamy suds

through and through the

texture, then rinse in

clean water. Lux coaxes

rather than forces the

dirt from dainty fabrics

Cfiifd

u>

c/o

ren go cown

on Â¿/26 beÂ¿Â¡c/Ã

in frocks and dresses kept

spotlessly clean and comfort-

able with LUX. Their cool

and dainty underwear is also

preserved with this wonderful

preparation.

Mother's dresses and smart jumpers

are maintained in all their charm

with LUX. And when Father joins

the family party at the sea his

flannels look as good

thanks to LUX.

sea

as newâ��

WON Ð¢ SHRINK WOOLLENS

Packets (two sizes) may be

obtained everywhere.

LEVER BROTHERS LIMITED,

PORT SUNLIGHT.

Lr 319-31 _C.



havin

Does not dry on the face.

Fkms. "nRASMIC" Ptertlimers, 13* New Bond Si LONDON. W. BRUSSELS.
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